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FOREWORD

namesake, mmm [sabel, [ was fortu-

¢———1 nate to spend a significant amount

of time living with my grandmother through the

years. | appreciate being invited by my youngest

cousin (her youngest grandchild) mmm, to share
some of my precious memories of her.

My Grandmother Isabel had the great-
est positive influence on my life of any person.
I adored her! Though we were fifty years apart
in age, I was influenced by her to share many of
her perceptions, philosophies, and spiritual be-
liefs. Even though she lived with me on several
occasions after Grandpa’s passing, it was the ten
summers [ shared with her and my grandfather,
Monroe, at their summer cabin and “Friendship
Center” in the Smoky Mountains of North Caro-
lina, where I spent my most formative time with
her. The following memories are a snapshot of
those summer days.

My grandmother was quiet and gentle, yet
strong. She read spiritual books every day, in-
cluding books by Fosdick, Teilard de Chardin,
Ghandi, and the Bible. I never heard her yell,
raise her voice, use a swear word, or speak dis-
respectfully. She was an inseparable team with
Grandpa, and together they introduced me to
the local Cherokee people, to the Appalachian
“Hillbilly” neighbors, to peace and civil rights
activists who came from afar to visit, and to Japa-
nese friends. They opened their doors to all peo-
ple and asked only for a morning of sharing in
chores in trade for the room and simple fare they
offered. She reached out to neighbors and to the
poor; she and Grandpa chose to live among com-
mon people rather than with the rich.

Grandpa Monroe was always non-stop move-
ment, on the go, dynamic, fearless, full of ideas
for projects and tasks, and problem-solving.
He seemed to stop moving only to eat or take
a daily 10-minute “cat nap.” As Grandpa came

q AI s Isabel’s oldest grandchild and

and went with his tasks, I was most often at my
grandmother’s side, listening to her stories and
helping her in the kitchen. She gave me chores
that included setting the table for as many as
8o guests, food preparation including canning
and making jelly, picking jars of blackberries,
and going down the hill to the sweet and tooth-
less Mrs. Blakeley to buy homemade butter and
bottles of milk from her cow. We would eat at the
plywood tables on the deck facing the “hollow”
below, the wild rose canopies draping over the
trees, the low ever-present “smoky” clouds hang-
ing over our cove—it was our piece of heaven!

My grandmother loved simple natural
beauty, handmade dishes, minimalist decorat-
ing with vases of wildflowers, and bedcovers of
handmade tapestries or Indian prints. | remem-
ber the big handmade calligraphy quotes on
newsprint paper that she would hang over the
fireplace, such as, “The beauty of the house is or-
der; the joy of the house is Godliness.” She made
a sign by the paths that requested passersby to
pick flowers only if there were at least 20 more
remaining. She reveled in the beauty of nature,
in drawing, in creating simple beauty around
her, and in teaching and helping others.

My grandmother taught me, through her ex-
ample, to have a strong moral code and an ap-
preciation for work and thrift; for the outdoors
and nature’s beauty; for living simply, working
with others and for desiring to leave this world
a better place. I wish I had her artistic ability,
her knowledge of art, poetry, religion, and phi-
losophy, her strength and courage, her mirthful
laughter, her generosity, and her courage.

[ wish to thank my cousin s for his count-
less hours of gathering the information and the
artwork for this book. Surely it will be a treasure
for our families and others for decades to come.

I
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PREFACE

or most of my youth, I had the im-
pression that our family had very few
drawings done by my grandmother,
Isabel Bacheler Smith. I heard numerous stories
of how she loved to draw and sketch, yet I had
seen almost none of her artwork. [ knew she was
an artist, but I had no idea of the magnitude of
her work. As I grew older, we came into posses-
sion of more and more of her drawings; the ap-
pearance of many of these works was almost mi-
raculous. As it seemed that the lot of digitizing
her artwork fell upon me, the desire to publish a
book with her completed works grew with each
newly discovered treasure. During a period of
about five years, | scanned close to 1,000 draw-
ings. The work of editing, organizing, and cata-
loging was an enormous process, yet with each
new drawing, I became increasingly more moti-
vated to publish a book. This book is the culmi-
nation of that dream!

Isabel’s artwork comes from eight main
sources: 1) printed artwork from several books
and magazines illustrated before she mar-
ried, including Early Poems of John Milton, the
School Arts Magazine, and several volumes of
John Martin’s Big Book series; 2) baby books she
created for her sons, Stephen and nE— . 3)
a history written by her husband Monroe about
the first two American Youth Hostel (AYH) Eu-
ropean trips in 1933 and 1934, which contained
small sketches by Isabel; 4) the AYH Knapsacks,
printed from 1936 to 1948, mostly illustrated, de-
signed, and typeset by Isabel; 5) one of her re-
maining personal sketch books; 6) a poem book
illustrated by Isabel for Monroe; 7) paintings
and sketches of a 1950 Youth Argosy trip around
the world; and 8) other miscellaneous notes, let-
ters, and sketches in the possession of several of
Isabel’s posterity.

Within this book, I have tried to show Isa-
bel’s different styles of artwork. Her work includ-
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ed pencil sketches, paper cutouts, ink drawings,
watercolors, and zinc etchings. With no copy
machines or digital printers, all drawings that
would be printed, had to be made into zinc etch-
ings. The drawing was transferred to a zinc plate,
where a chemical was used to ‘etch’ the plate so
that a ‘negative’ was created. The etching was
inked and then used for printing. Though the
original artwork was not an etching, I have la-
beled any non-original works (that were printed
in books) as zinc etchings to help distinguish
original artwork from printed art.

Zinc etching block (see image 4.2)

Isabel was also very skilled in the art of cal-
ligraphy. Her illuminated works in this book are
examples of the lettering she created by her own
hand and special pen. Each chapter page and the
beginning letter of the chapter text are from her
original calligraphy. In order to do this, I created
an alphabet of letters and numbers that I took
from her lettering that I then used in this book.

Also included in this book are several of Isa-
bel’s poems and writings. The poems come from
various sources, including a poem notebook, as
well as other printed articles and letters. It is my



Isabel with grandson, and author, IIEE in 1982

hope that as you read her poetry and writings,
you will see that she was not only excellent in
sketching, drawing, and calligraphy, but also in
expressing her feelings through words. Many of
her writings are so vivid that the reader can al-
most feel the cold wind on their face, or hear the
crunch of the leaves beneath their feet.

To introduce each chapter, I have written a
short history about Isabel’s life. I have written
her history in her own words, as much as pos-
sible. My objective was to show her character,
feelings, and remarkable spirit through her own
words, and through the people who knew her
best. To increase readability I have standard-
ized dates, punctuation, and spelling, as well as
avoided using brackets and ellipses when add-
ing or removing phrases in non-published works
(such as family letters, or recordings). When
adding or removing text, such as dates, names,
or clarifying the original meaning, I have noted
in the endnote that the quote is ‘paraphrased’ in-
stead of being a direct quote. However, in each
case | have been very faithful to these original
documents, and only made changes when it
would help the overall flow or clarity.

I dedicate this book to my father, mmmm. It
was because of his bedtime stories that he told
me each night, which inspired me to want to
share these powerful stories with others. I would
like to thank my mother, m— for the
countless hours she helped in not only editing
the manuscript, but also in pouring over the pag-
es of the final book to help with the page layout,
order of pieces, and artwork descriptions. I also
want to thank my father and cousin I
s , for helping to edit the stories, and
to make sure that all the details were correct. I
could not have done this without their com-
bined efforts.

My greatest hope is that the legacy of Isabel
will live on through her own works. Her artwork,
poems, and words do far more justice to tell of
who she was than any words I could write to de-
scribe her. Though I do not remember her (she
died when I was four years old), I have grown to
love her and to have great respect for her as an
artist, teacher, mother, and peacemaker.

I Smith
Youngest grandchild
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CHAPTER 1

FILLDS OF BLAUTY

1898-1929




sabel Bacheler was born in Hartford,

Connecticut, on the cold winter day

of December 12, 1898, to Francis Peck
Bacheler and Rebecca Hope Fuller. She was the
fifth of seven children. Her father, the minister
of the local Congregational Church, called Isa-
bel the “Little Stranger” because she “was a little
child of heaven, and was a stranger to the ways
of the world.™

Childhood Memories

“My first memories are, I think, of loveliness.
There were seven of us children, and mother and
father felt that the village school was not a good
influence, so none of us went to school until we
were in high school. But in the meantime being
seven, and being seven very clever children, and
very energetic and very delightful, there would
be just one in the family who would be sort of
laughable, which was myself. I felt very lonely.
[ felt that everyone else was smarter than I was

“Little Stranger” - Isabel in 1902
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and everyone else had more of everything than I
had, so I sort of tagged around and filled in the
chinks as best I could. I was always hoping that
someday I would be more like them. I can re-
member the desperate, desperate loneliness that
I had because of this feeling.

“As children we would pack up a lunch and
go off into what we called the ‘fields of beauty’
that were skirted by forests or were skirted by
unknown magic land beyond us. These ‘fields
of beauty’ we just simply adored, and there I
found my companionship. I found it in the grass,
I found it in a little stream, and I found it in the
shadows of the trees, and this was a source of
great solace and comfort to me.”

“Because the salary of a young minister was
so lacking in amplitude, we youngsters not only
wore the clothes that came down through the
line from one child to another, but we had very
little in the way of toys. This didn’'t seem to us
a deprivation in the least because we enjoyed
our lives so much. The experience we had in our
home of having dramatic productions that fa-
ther and mother supervised, and charades, and
sorts of games was a treasured thing. We also
created our own toys. We made hollyhock dolls,
green apple dolls, acorn dolls, and for all of these
dolls, we made little houses and homes, usually
out underneath the trees in the spreading roots
of the trees, on the edge of the forest that was
close to our house. These grew into little villages
of little log houses with all kinds of animals that
we had made, and all kinds of little people to live
in the houses. I've always felt that this was a rich
heritage because it quickened our imaginations
and gave us a creativity that we would never have
had if we had been presented with readymade
toys that were complete in every detail and need-
ed no imagination to make them work.”s

Schooling

“Father and Mother taught us at home. I
remember one morning when we were all gath-
ered around the kitchen table with our books
and papers and pencils that the truant officer
called. Mother was peeling potatoes and listen-



Frances, Theodore & Muriel Bacheler in 1894

Robert, Theodore, Muriel, Frances & Isabel Bacheler in 1901

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER




Robert & Isabel Christmas 1903
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Theodore & Robert Bacheler in 1906

ing to our lessons and he came into the kitchen,
and was visibly, very much disturbed. He said,
‘Mrs. Bacheler, I have not come to trouble you
previously, but I feel it my duty to come and to
express to you the disturbance that the Board of
Education feel here in the local community. You
have seven children and not one of them attends
school! And Mother said, ‘Yes, that is true, they
don’t go to your school, but they do go to school
here. Would you sit down for just a moment and
listen while Frances gives you a little resume of
what she has been learning in history this morn-
ing, and Theodore and Robert will show you
their arithmetic, and Muriel will go over her ge-
ography lesson, and so forth; she went through
all the line, including the littlest ones who were
just learning to read. The truant officer stayed
for most of the morning, and when he got up he
brushed his hands across his eyes and said in a
visibly emotional voice, ‘Mrs. Bacheler, I have
been very much affected by this beautiful school
of yours. I only wish that we could have you as
one of our teachers in our own public school. We
never again were troubled by a truant officer.

“When I was twelve years old I went to the
Norwich Academy, which is one of the oldest
schools that we have, and which is beautifully
located on a fairly large campus with a number
of buildings. It joins the Slater Museum, and the
Art Gallery and the Art School. I not only went to
the classes of the Academy, but I attended at the
same time the Art classes of the Art School, and
then Saturdays’ taught in the little children’s art
classes. Mother’s sister, Charlotte, was the direc-
tor of the school, and I had the privilege of being
in a good many of her classes. She herself was a
painter of distinction, and although she paint-
ed under various nom de plumes [pen names],
she had paintings in a number of the museums
abroad.™

While at the Norwich Academy, “there was
a girl called ‘Oily Ann’ that nobody wanted to
have anything to do with. She had horrible skin
with acne and greasy hair and dirty clothes. She
was skinny and she shuffled when she walked. I
made it a point to walk with her every recess and
eat my lunch with her. I had a bid from one of
the sororities to join a sorority, and I thought it

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 13
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Bacheler Family in 1908 (standing: Muriel, Theodore, Frances; sitting: Francis, Christine, Robert, Rebecca, Clementine, Isabel)
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Norwich Free Academy about 1906

over and [ thought, ‘Sororities weren’t good be-
cause they’re just nice to their own kind, and you
were supposed to be nice to people who were not
nice. So [ didn’t join the sorority.”

“At the end of five years [in 1917], I gradu-
ated not only from the Academy, but from the
Art School as well, and was happy to receive
the Good Citizenship prize, the Public Speaking
prize, and the prize for Originality and Design.”®

Art Teacher

“When [ graduated from the Art School
and the Academy, I spent one year with cousin
George Inness Jr. in his home in Tarpon Springs,
Florida. George Inness Jr. was one of the most
distinguished artists that America has ever pro-
duced, and this of course, was a rich year for me.
At the end of that year, I got a job teaching in the
Hartford Public High School, which was a school
of 2,000 pupils. My sister Frances was head of the
art department of the combined schools, and my
sister Christine was also one of the teachers. We
taught arts and crafts and drawing and pottery,
and used a big kiln where we fired our own pot-
tery, and a very high standard of art was main-
tained at this department. We had not only the
children who elected art, but also all of the boys
and girls of the manual training department.
The boys of this department used to sometimes

come into our classes with a rather swaggert and
adisgust of the idea of a boy who was more inter-
ested in mechanical things than anything else,
being forced into an art class. But none of them
left with that attitude. They left with an attitude

Yearbook picture of Isabel in 1916

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 15



RN N

Bacheler family about 1917 (rear: Rebecca, Muriel, Christine, Francis; front: Isabel, Clementine, Frances)

of appreciation and enjoyment for what they
had done. It was always our theory that anyone
who could learn to write, could learn to draw,
and learn to make things that were beautiful.””

“I did a very humble sort of thing, but was
able to feel a delight in introducing my young-
sters to something that was so very deeply mov-
ing—which was just love of beauty. I felt as
though I were taking them across the ‘fields of
beauty, as I had followed them as a child, again
hearing the brooks and watching the grasses in
the sunlight. It was something which the chil-
dren were, oddly enough, happy to receive and
enjoyed its impact. It was a very real thing and
we were very, very close together. I never felt that
there was any sort of a real problem.

“One day I forgot my class—the sched-
ule varied from day to day—and I thought it
was a Tuesday schedule, and it was a Wednes-
day schedule. I went off in the park to look at
the trees and watch the leaves in the sunshine
and picked up some colored crayons at the cor-
ner art store. When I came back, I opened the
door of my classroom to find it filled with pu-
pils. The principal of the Broad Street building

16 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

and the principal of the Hopkins Street build-
ing were both standing there, and it suddenly
dawned on me that | had made a mistake on the
schedule. I was horrified! And when I said to the
Broad Street principal, ‘Oh, I'm so sorry!” he said,
‘Don’t make any apologies, Miss Bacheler. I wish
every teacher in the building could be as sure of
perfect discipline when absent as when present.
There has not been a sound. When I came in the
room it was as quiet as a barn and everyone was
working very diligently. This is a tribute to you!
“Shortly after this, one day I was listing the
marks in the teachers’ room downstairs and I
heard a bevy of teachers discussing a boy by the
name of Francis de Vohl and the remarks ran:
‘Isn’t he terrible! ‘Do you have him in any of your
classes yet? ‘I can’t do anything with him, can
you? ‘No, not a thing!” ‘He’s awful!” ‘He certainly
deserves to be expelled! ‘I think he has nothing
but a life of crime ahead of him. ‘He’s really ter-
rible!” And I thought to myself, ‘How strange,
because I have a Francis de Vohl in my classes
and he’s a marvelous exception. He’s a very good
friend and he’s always doing such kind things for
me, and it isn’t a very usual name. I wonder if it



can be a different spelling or I've heard correctly’
I spoke up and I said, ‘I have a boy by the name of
Francis de Vohl in my classroom and he doesn’t
seem like that at all. Are there two Francis de
Vohls? And the teachers looked at me as though
I were a moron, and said with a great deal of ex-
pression, ‘There is only ONE Francis de Vohl!
They turned their backs on me and I missed
the remarks. I realized I made a great mistake.
However, Francis de Vohl, after a short expulsion
came back and we continued to be good friends,
and I worked with him and helped him with his
scholarship at Norwich Art School, and he be-
came a successful professional.”®

In addition to working as an art teacher at the
school, Isabel and her two sisters, Frances and
Christine, were instructors for the school sketch
club. The club was for students who desired to
learn about art outside of the classroom. The
students would spend the afternoons roaming
the forests of New England with a sketchbook in
hand, and teachers at their side to help them ap-
preciate and love the ‘fields of beauty’

While teaching at the Hartford Public High
School, on June 23, 1921, all the teachers in the
art department took a s51-day trip to Europe to
study art. Included in the group were Isabel and Passport picture of Isabel in 1921

Hartford Public High School facing Hopkins Street about 1906
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her two sisters, Frances and Christine. They left
New York City and arrived in France after seven
days at sea aboard the S.S. Paris steamship. They
traveled to Paris and the Louvre, then to Lux-
embourg, Switzerland, Scotland, and London.
While in Europe, they visited many of the great
art museums and studied the art of the masters.?
On August 13, 1921, they returned to New York
City, porting at the historic Ellis Island.”

This was only the beginning of many trips
that Isabel would take to Europe. Within the
next few years she traveled again to Europe in
1925, 1926, and 1928." Each trip she endured the
seven to eight days travel each way, across the At-
lantic Ocean. During one of her trips “she went
abroad to illustrate a book that was published by
Burns, Oates, & Washbourne, Ltd., of London.

As she sketched and painted the old world, her
realization deepened of the bond among all peo-
ple. She realized that she loved art for the sake
of humanity, not humanity for the sake of art.”
With at least 14 trips to Europe throughout her
life, Europe had become like a home away from
home.

Isabel worked at the Hartford Public High
School from 1920 to 1929, taught hundreds of
students, and created hundreds of works. She
was a well-known contributor for her illustrated
articles and poems in the School Art Magazine,
a publication devoted to Stanford University art
and industrial work. In addition, she illustrated
for several books, including Early Poems of John
Milton (1929), and several of John Martin’s Big
Book series (1920’s t0 1930’s). 38

Isabel, Frances & Christine Bacheler at Hartford Public High School in 1921
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Rebecca & Francis Bacheler
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Isabel Bacheler’s Family Tree

Francis Peck Bacheler*
1862 - 1949

Isabel Bacheler
1898 - 1985

Rebecca Hope Fuller
1868 - 1948

Notes:

Congregational minister

U.S. Civil War veteran

Insurance agent

Medical doctor

Fruit grower & produce dealer
Ship builder of S.S. Great Eastern

oW E

Francis E.M. Bacheler
1818 - 1887

Frances Augusta Smith
1826 - 1903

James Ebenezer Fuller>3
1838 - 1912

Rebecca Phillis Hope
1844 - 1924

Aaron Batchelder+

1783 - 1834
Martha Meriam
1780 - 1855
Asher Ladd Smiths
1803 - 1874
Wealthy Pratt
1797 - 1874

Ebenezer Fuller3
1813 - 1874

Thomas Hope®
1807 - 1858

Mary Ann Newson
1808 - 1889
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Wishing Stones

[ haven’t any playmate

And I want one very much.
My rabbit doesn’t like my hugs
But hides down in his hutch.

My kitty cat is fat and old

And doesn'’t like to play.

My billy goat chewed off his rope
And then he ran away.

So I shall hunt a wishing stone
I'll hunt till it is night.

A wishing stone is grey and small
With a little ring of white.

22 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

(Chapter page)
1.1 L’Allegro
Early Poems of
John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching

1.2 Boy with rabbit
Pencil sketch

When I find it [ shall turn it once
Then twice and one time more,

And then I'll hold my breath and wish
(That’s what those stones are for).

You simply couldn’t ever guess
My wish - what it will be.
Twill be a little fairy girl

To come and play with me.

(Facing page)

1.3 Valentine card
Drawn about 1909, age 10
Colored pencil on ink
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1.4 Robbie the bird & Lady Love
1914 letter to Aunt Margaret Fuller
Pencil sketch

1.5 Isabel Bacheler signature, age 15
1914 letter to Aunt Margaret Fuller

Ink signature
(Facing page)
1.7 Spring, winter & summer
1914 letter to Aunt Margaret Fuller
Pencil sketch
1.6 Little girl pointing
1914 letter to Aunt Margaret Fuller
Pencil sketch
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1.8 Boy with baseball bat
Drawn in 1915, age 16
Pencil sketch

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

(Facing page)
1.10 The shoemaker
Drawn in 1915, age 16
Watercolor on pencil

1.9A Call
1916 St. Nicholas, vol. 43
Zinc Etching

Isabel was awarded the Silver Badge for
this drawing she submitted at age 17.
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(Facing page)
1.11 Girl with birds
Pencil sketch

% .

"The Tool House .

1.12 The tool house
Colored pencil on ink
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1.13 The Puddle
1921 School Arts Magazine, vol. 21
Zinc etching

[ wish I were a puddle

All blue and bright and wet,

The shining sky above me,

The grasses near to love me

And pebbles circling round me,
like pretty jewels set.

[ wish I were a puddle

Sprawled out both flat and free;
The big winds would not mind me,
In my hollow they'd not find me,
But playing past the little winds,

sweet breathed, would dimple me.

[ wish I were a puddle,

A mirror for the field mice,

A mirror for the silvery clouds

That sail so drowsily;

A puddle witched by a fairy,

Shimmering winged and airy,

I'd mirror her two laughing eyes
as she gazed down at me.

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

1.14 A Lullaby
1921 School Arts Magazine, vol. 21
Zinc etching

Sing a tiny lullaby tune

Of a little baby's silver spoon

That mama bit when she was small,
And that's the end, and that is all—
Sleep, sleep, sleep,

Your mama once was a baby.

Sing a sleepy hushaby song

Of a little shoe about so long

That papa wore when he was small,
And that's the end, and that is all—
Sleep, sleep, sleep,

Your papa once was a baby.

Dream my darling pretty dreams

As light and gay as the moon's
white beams,

Of your fluffy dog and your new
blue ball,

And that's the end, and that is all

Sleep, sleep, sleep,

Oh, you are my darling baby.

(Facing page)

1.15 Children at play
1924 School Arts Magazine, vol. 23

Zinc etching



ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER

31



32

Around a

Vou dont belicve

in fairies ?

Wt” hzms my

solemn word

Today [ saw one

pu‘l‘ his arm

baby bird.

o 2

I'BACHELER
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1.16 You don’t believe in fairies?
Colored pencil on zinc etching



1.18 Sleeping fairy
Printed card
Zinc etching

1.17 Fairy eating
with two children
1921 School Arts
Magazine, vol. 21
Zinc etching

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER
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“It is one of the highest joys to lead young hearts through the woods of life,
helping them to see the beauty that surrounds them.”
(See page 468-469 for full article)

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

1.19 Boy & girl in forest
1921 School Arts Magazine, vol. 20
Zinc etching
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Pets

A puppy is a cunning thing =38 @ The three kifty cals 1 love £2 E2ES
CE3 ¢ 50 furry-soft and :iwt‘t'f.hl_:‘t—_ gL and Mrs Puss their molher,
And my new lamb is precious fuur, -!3-'j1 E‘l:l'l the Pet ] lave lht‘r very besi {J

iy =it with his funny little bleat €7 15 my darhng baby brother 5
— Y A D 1. Bacheler :5_:‘_'.‘!. 1{;’1}.;

1.20 Pets
1922 School Arts Magazine, vol. 21
Zinc etching
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1.21 Bobby gets a new idea*
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 7 (1926)
Zinc etching

1.22 Bobby’s toy train*
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 7 (1926)
Zinc etching

pr_ TN 1 R

TWO LEGS

S FOURE

1.23 Two legs or four*
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 7 (1926)
*Unsigned artwork probably drawn by Isabel Zinc etching
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HE. Grown-ups called him “Bobby Why"—
Of course you'll guess the reason,
The many things he wished to know

Both in and out of season.

But such a quick, attentive ear
He lent to their replies,

They had to change his name, and now
They call him “Bobby Wise”!

Eiraxor C. Haiy

ISAa BILL

1.24 Bobby’s name
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)
Zinc etching
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1SARE MACHE LE By

1.25 By hedgerow elms
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching
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1.26 Where the nibbling flocks do stray
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching
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Miltens cottape at Chalfont StGiles
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ISABEL
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Lsltons rooms at” Christs Collese
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40



1BABE L BALMLLLR.

Ty I{‘myﬂ- Collepe ﬂlap E The Interior of King's CO“%BC clmpﬂl-.

(Both pages)

1.27-1.32 John Milton story illustrations
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)

Zinc etching

L. PENSEROSO

1.33 Il Penseroso

Early Poems of

John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching
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Offering .. his orienl liquoreass Soon as The polion worlkis. &F = x1
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BACHLLE P

(Both pages)
1.34-1.38 Poem illustrations
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching
1.39 Retains her maiden gentleness

Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching

1SABLC L PACHELER,
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I3ASEC. BACH LEP—,

The pmfda.tl mount”

1.40 The guarded mount
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching

(Facing page)
1.42 Towers & battlements
Watercolor on ink

1.41 Ludlow castle
Early Poems of John Milton (1929)
Zinc etching

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

BACHELER
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1.43 Lycidas

Early Poems of John
Milton (1929)

Zinc etching

1.44 Name plate with two girls
Ink drawing

46 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



THE WATCHM EN

e A LIE-AWAKE 30NG
THE watchman goes through the hotel,

Parlors and corridors and all,
To see that we are safe all night.
I hear him passing in our hall.

My window opens on a court

That’s like a deep, dark well at night,
But at the top I see the sky

And there the stars are very bright.

To-night I saw that W

Of stars they call some lady’s chair,
But it was gone in half an hour,
And quite a different star was there.

The world is like a big hotel,

And all night long the watchmen keep
Woalking the sky till daylight comes—
Then they go home to heaven and sleep.
AMELIA JOSEPHINE BURR,

L._
=
1
= |

1.45 The watchmen
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)

Zinc etching
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To fly kites is the finest fun, but swhen the wind blows chill

bys nose aets cold and red as tho' ‘twere winter still,
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ISABEL mACHELER

1.46 Spring
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 14 (1930)
Zinc etching
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The little birds that in the sprind were baby binds are flyiap
With wins grown steond,and deeamy Tom beneath an oak is lyint,

o J

ISABEL BACHELER

1.47 Summer
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 14 (1930)
Zinc etching
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Dick Towes to climb in trecs (he is afearless brother),
And Joan's small apron he will fill with rosy feuit for mother,

‘.“'{’ .

AUuTumn
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i sweatees,mitlens, scarfs and caps and svoolly Icgfginas hiding,

We find out husky Dick aad Jadk all buadled up for sliding.
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1.49 Winter
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 14 (1930)
Zinc etching
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— PETER PAN PLAYS =

ES. Peter is plaving a tune, my dears;
-! Peter 1s playing a tune.
It 1s filled with the sweetest of sounds,
my dears,
Of the wind and the grass and the moon;

| The little low wind that caresses the grass,
And the stars and the brook and the moon.

Peter is playing a tune; no sound
Comes from the little birds’ throats.

They listen to Peter with happy dismay—
At the tender joy of his notes.

They listen to Peter in wonder to hear
The flow and the joy of his notes.

1.50 Peter Pan plays
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)
Zinc etching
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Bruin grew drowsy and sleepy, he did,
While Peter was piping, my dears,

So Peter, the mischievous scamp that he is,
Is tickling old Bruin’s soft ears.

He’s the veriest rascal, is young Peter Pan:
He’s tickling old Bruin’s soft ears.

o=) =

1.51 Peter Pan tickles Bruin
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)
Zinc etching
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Peter is playing a tune. The nymph
Darts out from her shadowy nook:

The baby nymphs, too, in their chubby-like ways
Try to twinkle and dance like the brook.

They all want to dream when he plays of the wind,
But they dance when he plays of the brook.

‘&> 3

1.52 Dancing nymphs
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)
Zinc etching
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Peter is tickling the bear, my dears,
He’s tickling old Bruin, the bear,

And meanwhile who’s trying to toot on his pipes?
But good little Peter won’t care!

You see he is merry and loving and gay,
I’'m sure, very sure, he won't care.

Listen to-night in your beds, my dears,
If the shadows are quiet and deep,

And a white fairy light makes a path to the moon—
For Peter may pipe you to sleep!

You’'ll hear ofthe stars and the wind in the grass,
If Peter Pan pipes you to sleep.

IsapeL BACHELER
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1.53 Rabbit playing the pipes
John Martin’s Big Book, vol. 2 (1931)
Zinc etching
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Hilltop

The wild blue sky of after-noon

Oh silent happiness within my heart

Attune to singing gladness inthe sky, Inat mates the rougish wind,

What rith, gold treasure is it that Thota Is far more gay and music-filled
Than any seng [find; I ]

That manes the birds ne happier than1 ?
Oh silent nappiness withim my neart

Is it +he beauty af+he sun-\it workd ?
Tis beautiful-*is gloriusly so— Aftune to singing gladness in the sk,
Tneclear grey sky of morning What rich,doldtreasure isit that Thold
That makesthe birds nio happier than 12

Is like aprayer I know,

1.54 My hilltop )
1923 School Arts Magazine, vol. 22 (Facing page)
1.55 My day

Ink drawing

Zinc etching
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A VOIVE
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CHAPTER 2

FAMILY YLARS

1929-1944




ot fter leaving teaching to study art, Is-
v “I abel met her future husband, Mon-
wvvvwew ¥ roe William Smith. “At the time,
Isabel recalled, “I had taken a year to study in
New York City and was living at the Studio Club.
At the Studio Club, one of my good friends was
Winifred Smith, Monroe’s sister. In fact, I met
her before I met Monroe. She called Monroe one
day on the telephone, and said, ‘Come down and
meet my friend, Isabel Bacheler. I think that you
would like her very much indeed’

First Date

Isabel continued, “Monroe was teaching at
that time at the Peekskill Military Academy. He
came down to an exhibit that was held at the
Studio Club in which a good many of my things
were shown, and there was considerable festiv-
ity and dancing and so forth. As he was intro-
duced to me and danced with me, he proposed!
I thought that this was pretty fast work, and he

Harry Fosdick’s Baptist Church on Park Avenue, New York City

60 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

probably knew that I was a little country girl and
pretty naive, and that this was all sort of a joke!
So I treated it, more or less, as a joke. Then he
asked for a date the coming week and I told him
[ was busy the whole week. Then he said, ‘Well,
how about Sunday, and I said, very primly, ‘I al-
ways go to church on Sunday, thinking that this
fast and handsome young man probably never
went to church. His response was, ‘Well, fine, I
will take you to church. What church do you like
to go to? And I said, ‘Well, I like to go to Harry
and Mrs. Fosdick’s church! And he said, ‘Great,
I'll come and pick you up and we’ll go to church
together’

“Well, I always left for church an hour or so
early because at that time Dr. Fosdick’s church
was so popular that one couldn’t even get a seat
if one didn'’t get there very early. After the main
part of the church was filled, the basement be-
low was filled and you had to listen to the min-
ister over the loud speaker, and there was apt to
be a group also standing outside. It got time that
[ felt it was necessary to leave for church in or-
der to have a place to sit, and no Monroe had
turned up. I thought, ah, he doesn’t even know
what the condition of the church is. He prob-
ably will get there too late to even get in. And
sure enough, it got to be about 15 minutes be-
fore church time and he hadn’t arrived. Finally,
a taxi drove up, and without saying very much,
[ greeted him and we got into the taxi and went
off to church, and I thought, he’s going to find
that we’ll stand out in the street. When we got
to the church, to my amazement, he brought me
up to one of the ushers, who bowed very courte-
ously and ushered us up to the front of the main
body of the church where two seats had been re-
served for Monroe and me! I realized that he not
only knew that the church was extremely popu-
lar, but that he had made ample arrangements
ahead of time.”s

Engaged
After dating for a time, Isabel concluded

that they were probably engaged (though Mon-
roe never had formally proposed). She later re-



el

-

Isabel & Monroe happily married on their wedding day June 23, 1929
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called, “I finally came to the point that I thought
we were really engaged and I was rather shocked
when Monroe said to me one day, ‘You know, I
have the opportunity to teach in a select school
and the only objection is that they want a mar-
ried man, and I'm not married. But I told them
that I expected to be soon, and I think that would
probably make it all right. Would you like to
come with me while I have the interview?’ And I
thought, ‘Well, he wants me to be a sort of chap-
erone and I'll be happy to do it. So I went and I
looked around for the girl who had got on the
train, and I didn’t see her, and I couldn’t make
her out, and I thought that I'd see her later. And
so that’s the way Monroe proposed.

“After the proposal he said to me, ‘Now
should I be the principal of this select boys’
school? I also have a chance to install docu-
mentation units in libraries, or take a job with
the Boy Scouts. The highest paid position is the

i WL

W |

Monroe, Betty & Isabel in 1929
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select boys’ school, and the second one is the
installation of documentation units, and down
on the bottom of the list is the Boy Scout job." I
thought, ‘Well, money isn’t all that’s good in this
world’” and thought, if he’s with Boy Scouts he
is out of doors in sunshine, and rainstorms, and
in contact with boys who are poor and rich and
every variety; and maybe I could do something
with Girl Scouts. Actually, I became a Girl Scout
Leader and we did Boy Scout and Girl Scout
things together. And my reply was, ‘I'd like it if
you were a Boy Scout Leader; and he became a
Boy Scout executive.”4

On June 23, 1929, Isabel and Monroe were
married by her father, Reverend Francis P. Bach-
eler, at the Talcottville Congregational Church in
Vernon, Connecticut.

Betty Gets a New Mummie

Monroe, at the time of their marriage, had
a three-year-old daughter, named Mertie Eliza-
beth (Betty) Smith, born on October 5, 1925, to
Monroe’s first wife, Hilda Elizabeth Melin. Hilda
drowned in a canoeing accident on October 14,
1926, nine days after Betty’s first birthday. Mon-
roe and Hilda went canoeing on Lake Mahopac
in New York, when Monroe left Hilda in the ca-
noe next to the shore so he could explore one of
the islands. Hilda apparently decided to paddle
the canoe out on her own, and stood up in the ca-
noe to wave to Monroe while he was climbing the
small island hill. When Monroe saw the canoe
overturn, and Hilda “struggling in the water al-
most 200 feet from shore, he swam out and dived
for about 20 minutes but found the water too
deep. He was unable to locate his wife.”s Mon-
roe cried out for help, and soon a local group of
people on the shore heard his exhausted yells.
One hour later, they found the motionless body
of Hilda at the bottom of the lake.

Monroe was devastated and heartbroken. To
add to the tragedy, Hilda’s family tried to kid-
nap Betty because they adored her so much and
didn’t want her to be raised by the seemingly
reckless Monroe. To protect her, Monroe sent
Betty to his aunt Emily for six months, then to
the Morehouse family in Southbridge, MA, un-
til he found Isabel and married her.® Knowing
that this precious child needed a mother, Isabel
raised Betty and loved her as her own daughter.



Isabel & Monroe in 1933
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Almost two years after Isabel and Monroe
were married, Isabel gave birth to her first baby,
Stephen Bacheler Smith on April 13, 1931.

Special Indian Guests

In September 1932, Monroe surprised Isabel,
Betty and Stephen with some very special guests
that he wanted to bring home. “Is it okay, he
said, ‘if I bring an Indian home for supper to-
night?’ ‘Oh, sure, Monroe, Isabel answered en-
thusiastically. ‘Just one? ‘Well, uh, no, he said,
slightly hesitant. ‘There’s an Indian Chief, and
a Squaw, and ... well, he concluded, ‘the whole
family’

“While the group was making its way to her
home, Isabel took a cupboard inventory and
concluded she could take care of it. The Indian
family [which ended up being seven in total]
was charmed by her friendship and hospitality
to the extent that instead of spending one night,
they stayed two weeks! Isabel spread the larder
around as well as she could, and she enjoyed a
genuine rapport with the young Indian woman,

e

Smith Family in 1932 (Isabel, Stephen, Betty & Monroe)
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who had a child only a little older than Stephen.

“One night while she was giving Stephen
a bath, Isabel asked the young woman if she
would like her baby to share the bath. The young
Indian woman said yes, but she almost instantly
regretted it when she put her youngster into the
waterand he let out a scream that could be heard
halfway to Rochester. Isabel was terribly con-
cerned. ‘Goodness, did I burn him?’ she asked.
The young woman put her hand in the water and
shook her head. ‘It’s not too hot, she said. ‘He’s
never been washed anywhere but in the creek’
He expected it, of course, to be icy cold.™”

Two weeks after the grateful guests left,
Monroe and Isabel were formally adopted into
the Tonawanda tribe. Isabel wrote: “That eve-
ning was the time set for Monroe and me to be
adopted by the Indians, so leaving the children
for the night with a neighbor, we left for the 10
p.m. initiation, 50 miles away! We danced two

L: i : ."_‘

Chief Johnson of the Tonawanda tribe at Monroe’s Scout show

Squaw & son who stayed with the Smiths in 1932

Indian dances, were led around to a soft chant,
were grunted over, fed peculiar food (among
which was corn ground up with lard and sugar!)
and at last presented with Indian names: I, being
Jo-yo-da and Monroe, Hi-i-ways. We were then
speechified over in a long Indian oration, no
word of which I understood, but at the end the
announcement was made that we were formally
adopted. All this took place in the ‘Long House’
or ‘Council House, and when I tell you that the
‘feather dance’ was led by ten or twelve braves,
you have some conception of the pageantry of
the ceremony. We left the reservation about 1:30
a.m., [ believe, and were comfortably tucked into
bed by 3:00 a.m. By the way, the Indians worship
Monroe. They got all teary and hugged us while
one old squaw kissed me, again and again! Ugh!
Ugh! I liked them but thank fortune there are 50
miles between us!™®
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Isabel & Betty in 1933

Betty & Stephen

Betty, like her mother, loved the outdoors,
and to travel. “When Betty was nine, she hiked,
biked, and flat-boated the whole summer with
three other little girls. She wrote to her mother,
who was abroad, Tm compitunt to take out a
sponsored trip next summer.”” Isabel, of course
did not agree; she was far too young!

When Stephen was about six years old, Isa-
bel wrote of an interesting experience she had
with her son. “One afternoon [in October]| I
glanced out of my bedroom window to see Ste-
phen walking serenely along the edge of the
porch roof. Going to the window I called him as
quietly as possible, ‘Come here, Stephen. ‘Why
Mummie? He came to the window. ‘You might
trip and fall over the edge, darling ‘But I can'’t,
Mummie. Santa Claus is holding my hand. Then
I noticed Stephen’s right hand stiffly extended,
holding an imaginary one. ‘Oh, I see. How nice
to have Santa here. Let’s invite him in to lunch’
With Stephen inside, I shut the window with
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vigor and was about to lock it when Stephen
shouted as though hurt, ‘Mummie! Mummie!
Stop! You've shut the window on Santa’s leg!
Open it, quick! Of course I did. We rescued the
leg and comforted Santa who was brave and jolly
as all saints should be. And he turned out to be
a veritable household saint, for his residence be-
came our home.

“That night I found Stephen clinging to the
edge of the bed, dangerously near to falling out.
‘Scramble in little man so I can tuck you in. ‘1
don’t want to crowd Santa. He’s lying wite be-
side me, was the explanation. Tact and persua-
sion, and Santa’s own hearty assertions that he
had too much room, and felt less lonesome if
Stephen weren'’t so far away, were alone capable
of luring Stephen back into a modest half of his
small bed. The good saint eats with us, works
with us, plays with us. He even talks of going to
first grade along with Stephen.

“Then, of course, there is God. Stephen knows
more, I sometimes think, about Him than all the rest
of us put together. ‘Do you know, Daddy, how God

Stephen Smith in 1933



Stephen & Betty Smith on the roof about 1932

makes the rain? Well, I'll tell you. He fills his pails
with water down in the rivers and then He flies
on his two white wings high up in the sky. And
when He gets there He spills the water out and
that’s the rain. Do you see, Daddy? ‘Course you
can't really see ‘cause His rivers are in Heaven
and that’s far, far, far off. Heaven is the name of
the town where God lives. Do you see, Daddy?’
But it’s not these ridiculous explanations of Ste-
phen’s that prove his knowledge of God. It’s the
unearthly sweetness of his face that makes you
know that the angels are his big brothers, and
that God and God’s heaven are close to him.”*°
Isabel, on another occasion wrote of Ste-
phen: “Two nights ago between three and four
in the morning I wakened and was immediately
conscious that someone was whispering excit-

edly in the next room. The whisper was one I
recognized at once as being Stephen’s own. Was
he talking in his sleep, I wondered? Tip-toeing
into his room adjoining, I found him wide-eyed
and very glad to see me. ‘Mummie! He drew
me down on the bed, ‘Mummie, a shadow came
and took my hand. We went to such a beautiful
place! Please, Mummie, may I get right up and
draw it? I stroked his alert little head and told
him he'd have to wait till morning to make his
picture. Very sweetly, he acquiesced, hugging me
goodnight and waving me goodbye in the moon-
light as I slipped into my room. But his whisper-
ing continued. ‘Dear Shadow, please come back.
[ like your lovely place. I like the path. Take me
with you again! Anyhow, I'll draw it in the morn-
ing. I'll take all my pencils and crayons, Shadow,
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Isabel ready for winter traveling about 1936
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Isabel & Monroe in 1937 prior to her tragic accident

and a big piece of Mummie’s bestest paper...
And so on until the darkness began to fade. Last
night when [ was tucking him in, he told me once
more about the Shadow. ‘Maybe he’ll come again
tonight! It’s such a lovely place we go to. Have
you been there, Mummie?” Oh darling Stephen,
lying awake over a lovely dream! Yes, I have been
there, time and again!"™

A Tragic Car Accident

On November 1, 1938, when Betty was thir-
teen and Stephen was seven, Isabel was traveling
during a heavy rainstorm, on American Youth
Hostelling business; Isabel was at the wheel of
their Nash with Monroe in the passenger seat.
As she drove, she approached a slower mov-
ing truck in front of them. “Isabel turned out

to pass, and as she did, something on the rear
of the car—possibly the bumper or the bicycle
carrier, hooked into the bumper of the truck. In
an instant, the two vehicles were skidding to-
gether on wet leaves. The truck turned over five
times; the driver was slightly bruised. The Nash
bounced against three different trees before
coming to rest.”*> The vehicle was a total wreck.
Monroe had remained in the car and had exten-
sive bruises on his entire arm; while Isabel had
been ejected from the vehicle. As they searched
for Isabel, they saw a pile of bloody rags caught
against a rusted barbwire fence, only to find that
the pile of rags was Isabel’s mangled body.>
They rushed her to the hospital in another
vehicle and “after several x-rays found that no
bones were broken. Nine stitches were taken in
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Isabel & Stephen ready for a bike ride together about 1938

her forehead, both arms were battered, the right
knee, and back were bruised.”>+ “The muscle
of her left leg was gouged out enough to fit in
a baseball. Seventeen places on her spine were
thrown out of line.”

Monroe stayed with Isabel for the next 36
hours, and then left for several previously sched-
uled speaking engagements. He traveled to Den-
ver where he was notified about two weeks later,
on November 19, to return at once, as Isabel’s
condition had worsened. He chartered a plane
and flew for twelve hours to arrive at her bed-
side. Isabel had a temperature of 105.6 degrees
and had developed lockjaw. The doctor treating
Isabel had not given her a tetanus shot, and had
laughed at the idea of an infection until she fi-
nally had to summon an ambulance, pay his bill,
and go to the Battle Creek Hospital where five
doctors analyzed her case as lockjaw. The doc-
tors told Monroe that her chances of survival
were very slim, yet her temperature dropped on
his arrival >
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Lockjaw, or tetanus, is caused by a poison
from contaminated soil that is introduced into
the bloodstream, generally through a wound.
The poison “blocks nerve signals from the spi-
nal cord to the muscles, causing severe muscle
spasms. The spasms can be so powerful that they
tear the muscles or cause fractures of the spine.”

For the rest of November and the entire
month of December 1938, Isabel remained at the
hospital with such intense pain that she required
morphine on a daily basis. “She would go into
convulsions in which her jaws would snap closed,
sometimes biting off a piece of her tongue. She
had excruciating pain when her head would jerk
back causing her spine to violently bend back-
wards far beyond the normal curvature. She was
completely paralyzed and fed only by a tube.”

During these long days and agonizing
nights, the doctors gave Monroe little hope that
Isabel would survive the lockjaw, let alone live a
semi-normal life. To help motivate Isabel, Mon-
roe placed pictures of Betty and Stephen in her



hospital room where she could see them. Isabel’s
courageous spirit would not give up, and her
family gave her reason to keep fighting.

I[sabel’s nurse apparently became fond of
her, seeing in Isabel an unceasing determination
to overcome. She would go to Isabel’s bed and
manually wiggle her toes, one at a time, while
speaking words of encouragement. She would
then try to get Isabel to bend a toe on her own.
Weeks passed with no progress. Then one day
Isabel was able to bend one toe just a little. The
nurse cried out in joy when she saw Isabel move.
The nurse said she knew at that moment that
Isabel would eventually recover.>

When Isabel finally was able to rouse enough
energy to move her quivering lips, her first words
to Monroe were: “I am in such pain, Monroe, |
need brave thoughts!” She then quoted a favorite
poem that spoke of strength on the battlefield.
Upon hearing this, Monroe said, “As I stood

Isabel & Stephen about 1938

“She is one of the rarest souls on earth” - Isabel about 1939

there quietly with tears in my heart, I knew it
was her rallying spirit that made her cling to life,
to us!™°

When it became apparent that she would
live, she went through a great deal of therapy.
Exactly two months after the accident, on Janu-
ary 1, 1939, Monroe took Isabel home from the
hospital. Isabel would become the first person to
survive lockjaw in the Battle Creek Sanitarium!
Shortly after arriving home, while lying in bed
in great pain, Isabel “came to the realization that
she was addicted to the morphine. There was a
good legitimate reason for the prescription, as
she continued to suffer excruciating pain. Isabel
realized that she must break the habit, even if
it meant terrible suffering. The choice was hers:
break the addiction and suffer the pain, or keep
the addiction, and numb the pain. There was no
question in her mind! She pulled herself out of
bed, dragged herself painfully across the large
bedroom floor, through the bathroom door, and
to the toilet. This journey was laborious as well
as painful, taking over an hour to accomplish.
She said that she knew that there would be no
turning back in her decision as she flushed the
pills down the toilet. Fear gripped her mind as
she watched the pills swirl down and out of sight.
Could she endure the pain? Only time would
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tell. Even though she continued to suffer pain for
the remainder of her life, she never looked back
on the decision she had made.™

On January 4, 1939, Monroe wrote about
Isabel’s recovery from lockjaw: “Isabel slept
last night without any dope, the first time in six
weeks. Today I took her out and we walked the
length of the porch several times. She is gritty.
She is plucky. She is brilliant. She is talented. She
is courageous. She is devoted to the finest living.
She is one of the rarest souls on earth. Her strug-
gle has been amazing. Her doctor told me she
is the only person he has known to get over the
very dreadful agony of lockjaw. She seems to be
coming out of it, and out of her dislocations, and
out of her cuts and bruises 100%. We are very
grateful. We are very happy. She is beginning to
feel herself and will, I know, go thru her conva-
lescence with all her ambition for good health.
Seldom does God make so glorious a person as
Isabel. Fortunate indeed is a man to be wedded
to such a character as Isabel, my darling.”s

Isabel received thousands of letters from all
over the nation and world. Even Mrs. Roosevelt,

the wife of the President, sent Isabel two dozen
carnations from the White House. Isabel was
truly loved by many the world over.

= is Born

“Of course Mother was not supposed to have
any more children,” recalled mmmmmm. “Mother
felt Betty was her own daughter, but she had
given birth to only one child, my brother Ste-
phen. Mother was one of seven children and
she longed for more. After my mother learned
to walk again, she started thinking about having
another child. No, she was not supposed to have
another child! The doctors were amazed that she
lived, and even more so that she could walk. But
surely, she understood that she could not be-
come pregnant. The stress of a baby growing in
her and the trauma of its delivery could kill her.
Still, my mother decided to have another child.

“Circa August 1941, my mother was standing
at a pulpit in an auditorium speaking to a group.
In the group was the doctor who had helped
her recover from her bout with lockjaw. He had
not expected her to live. He had not expected

Isabel with her new baby I in 1942
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her to walk. And there she was, less than three
years after her accident, standing, speaking, and
pregnant! He wept openly as he listened to her
and saw living courage. It has been said that the
greatest battles are not fought on the battlefield
but in the heart of man. She is the epitome of
courage. She survived through sheer faith and
willpower.

Three years after her accident, and ten years
after the birth of her first son Stephen, H—
Smith was born on n— . “It was diffi-
cult for her,” mmmm wrote, “and my birth nearly
did take her life. I came home from the hospi-
tal two weeks before my mother did. As she
could not nurse me, my father purchased a goat,
milked it, and fed me the goat’s milk. My mother
did not speak about what she went through for
me. She acted as if there had never been a prob-
lem. I only learned this in later years from my fa-
ther and others. When I confronted my mother
with what I had heard, she would smile, look at
me with a depth in her eyes, and simply say, ‘Yes,
that did happen.”s

Though she never again had convulsions
after conquering lockjaw, for the rest of her life
Isabel had to endure great pain throughout her
body. However, she never complained, and very
few people knew of her daily struggle with pain.
According to mmmmE one of the most amazing
parts of the story was not that Isabel recovered
from lockjaw, not that this was not a true mira-
cle, but that she “never harbored any resentment
or ill feelings towards the doctor who neglected
to give her a tetanus shot. She loved people too
much to get caught up in those things. She really
loved people.”s®

“One of the many great attributes I recog-
nized my mother having was that she endured
her suffering with quiet and grace; instead of
complaining she regularly thought of and spoke
of her blessings. She had a wonderful, gracious,
consistent, and cheerful countenance and atti-
tude, resulting in a majestic bearing. She truly
was a noble peacemaker. I can say that any ability
I have to love others I learned from her. I love her
with all my heart. 38

Isabel, BB & Monroe with Robin the sheepdog in 1944
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“I love her with all my heart!”
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2.2 God sent His Son

(Chapter page) ] Stephen Smith’s baby book
2.1 Isabel & two younger sisters Colored pencil on zinc etching
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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2.4 Fingers discovered!
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

2.5 Stephen’s trick
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil
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2.6 Baby scale
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

2.7 Stephen as baby
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil
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2.8 Stephen as toddler
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

2.9 Stephen as toddler with teddy bear
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil
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2.10 Stephen as toddler with kitten
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil
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Treasure Box .

2.1 Treasure box
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

(Facing page)

2.12 The diminishing glass
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil
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2.13 Music
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

2.14 Fragrance
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil



2.15 Little troop mascot
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

“Marcia Graver presented the
little troop mascot, Stephen
B. Smith (14 months of age),
to Mary Alice Hughes, senior
patrol leader, who accepted
him in behalf of the troop.”

2.16 Little troop mascot
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Colored pencil

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER

85



2.17 Isabel, Stephen & Betty
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Ink drawing

2.18 Stephen & Betty on bikes
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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2.19 Betty & Stephen Smith
Drawn for 1936 AYH Knapsack
Ink drawing
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2.20 Stephen holding Santa’s hand
1937 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching

(see story on page 66)

“Come here, Stephen. ‘Why
Mummie? He came to the
window. ‘You might trip and
fall over the edge, darling. ‘But
I can’t, Mummie. Santa Claus is

holding my hand.”
2.21 Stephen at barber’s
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
Stephen “climbed slowly into the chair, viewed
the barber’s bald pate a little dubiously, and
3 -""(n remarked ‘Please, Mr. Barber, [ don’'t want my
hair cut on top like yours.”
Yoot Q
‘x._i 43-‘,5‘ et
e
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2.22 Betty & Stephen singing
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

Little Betty loves music and “makes up
little songs, words and music on the —_—
piano, which she teachers to Stephen.” Jratsal.
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2.23 Betty & I
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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2.24 Good news
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



2.25 I one month old
I s baby book
Colored pencil
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2.26 I playing with elephant
I s baby book

Watercolor

2.27 Il tumbling on arm chair
I s baby book
Watercolor



2.28 I playing
I s baby book

Watercolor
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2.29 I
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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(Facing page)

2.30 I with baby goat
Isabel’s sketchbook

‘Watercolor
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2.31 I playing the guitar
Pencil sketch
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2.32 Family cabinet
Painted wood cabinet

2.33 Bird with flowers
Painted wood cabinet
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2.34 Granddaughter Il reading
Painted wood cabinet door



2.35 Grandson Il with baseball bat
Painted wood cabinet door
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2.36 Granddaughter Il with birds
Painted wood cabinet door
100 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



2.37 Granddaughter Il in crib
Painted wood cabinet door
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2.38 Granddaughter
I playing the piano
Ink drawing

A

2.39 Grandson I -—
looking at a bird
Ink drawing
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2.40 Granddaughter I
Colored pencil
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2.41 Grandchildren
I, B (.
1975 family letter

Ink drawing

2.42 Here is my heart
1979 letter to Smith
grandchildren
Colored pencil
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2.43 Granddaughter
I in highchair
Watercolor

2.44 Teddy bears
Watercolor
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2.46 Smoky,
Monroe’s plane
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

2.47 Monroe Smith
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

2.45 Monroe Smith with Nehru
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor




2.48 Monroe Smith
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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2.49 1906 Bacheler family Christmas
(Isabel in center)

1940 AYH Knapsack A H N 0 UN CI. H G

Zinc etching s NS
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2.50 Announcing Twins
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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2.51 Frances & Muriel on roof
Sketch made at Oct 1977 Family Home
Evening at NN < home
Pencil sketch

“Frances and Muriel (Isabel’s sisters)
standing on the porch roof talking;
‘Our daddy says if you have faith you
can do anything! I think that I can fly’
‘Sodo I, Pansy. ‘If we jump it will give
us a good start, ‘Yeah, but Pansy, don'’t
you think it would help to have a bath
towel to land on?”
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CHAPTER 3

FIRST YOUTH TRIP
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uring the summer of 1933, Isabel,

Monroe, Betty, Stephen and 13 oth-

ers embarked on an eight-week jour-
ney to Europe. Isabel wrote in a letter about the
events leading up to the voyage: “From 1928 to
1932, Monroe was a Boy Scout Executive. He had
charge of 100 troops, 3,200 boy scouts, and over
500 committeemen, scoutmasters, etc. He en-
joyed those five years very much but decided to
go to Europe to complete his Doctorate at Hei-
delberg.”® “While he was a Boy Scout executive,
we read an article saying that Dr. Alexander of
Columbia University was sending a group of
young people to Europe and that it was called
an Experiment in International Friendship. We
wrote to Dr. Alexander and told him how inter-
ested we were and he asked if we would be in
charge of the project, which we were delighted
to do. We told our little scouts all about it and
only a few days before we were to go there was an

Stephen on the steamship in 1933
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article in the New York Times headed: ‘Stay Out
of Germany or Get Hurt! And Germany was the
country we were headed for. Every single one of
the Columbia prospects withdrew so that there
was no group at all and some of our little scouts
said, ‘Oh, we'll go, we’ll go, we’ll go!” So we made
up our own group with the same heading and
we went abroad and we had a wonderful time in
Germany.”?

The small group of 17 left on July 5, 1933, less
than six months after Adolf Hitler had been ap-
pointed chancellor of Germany. Monroe stated
that “Indeed it seemed to us a most valuable time
for children to cross. Now if ever, to be sure, they
would see history in the making. That in itself
would be of vital appeal. But greater still, there
would be the opportunity to help shape histo-
ry at such a time and perhaps to help it turn its
course. No wonder that we as leaders were filled
with high hopes as our steamer drove its mighty
way across the sea.”+

The group had planned to stay at hotels while
traveling, however, upon arriving they found
their budget to be insufficient, and decided to
stay the way the German youth stay—in Youth
Hostels. This was the first time Isabel and Mon-
roe had heard of hostels, and as they traveled the
country by hostelling, they fell in love with the
concept. In September, at the end of the eight
weeks, Monroe left Isabel, Betty and Stephen
in Germany, and took the other youth back to
New York to their families. He then immediately
returned on the same boat back to Germany to
stay until February 1934; their purpose, to study
hostelling so that they could bring it back to the
United States.

“We met Richard Schirrmann, founder of
hostelling” Isabel recalled, “and were invited to
the International Conference of Youth Hostels in
Germany. There Richard said that although he
had had many professors and many professional
people, and a great number of learned enthusi-
asts who thought they would take hostelling to
America, they had all failed. They had come with
neatly pressed suits and shiny glasses and note-
books, but they hadn’t come in shorts and with



bicycles and knapsacks, and without spirit, and
while they failed, he felt that we would be the
ones that would succeed.”*

While in Germany, the Smiths not only
learned of hostelling, but of the ravages of World
War 1. On several occasions they shared lunch
with a boy with homemade crutches who had
lost his leg in the war—a powerful reminder
of the atrocities of warfare. They met with na-
tive Germans, fearful Jews, patriotic Nazis, and
friendly youth, all who expressed their concerns
and hopes for the future of Germany.+

The Dream of Hostels in America

While Isabel and Monroe were bicycling on
theirown through Germany, Isabel wrote her feel-
ings of establishing the Youth Hostels in Amer-
ica: “It was a very chilly, wet autumn day. Money
(Monroe) and I had for weeks biked from hostel
to hostel. For the most part, the dour days of fall,
that usually arrive earlier than do our cloudy au-
tumn ones, had delayed their visitation. But at
last the cheery sun had deserted us. All day long
we had biked in a drizzle. Wet, cold, tired, very
hungry we pedaled our way along, cheered only
by the thought of a hostel to welcome us in the
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Betty Smith in Europe in 1933

Traveling to Europe in 1933 (Stephen on far left held by uncle Theodore Bacheler, Monroe fourth from left, Isabel & Betty on far right)
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Stephen, Betty & German friend Trudi playing in puddle in 1933 (colored by Isabel)
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little town, now with evening closing in, only ten
kilometers ahead. Then suddenly Monroe’s bike
lurched—his right pedal, for no rhyme or reason,
had broken clean off! Oddly one can’t bike with a
little thing like a pedal gone, so Money suggested
I ride ahead while he looked up a blacksmith. I
thought an instant, saw the hot meal I'd have all
ready for Money, and agreed.

“There is a saying among hostellers abroad,
‘In looking for a hostel, unless otherwise direct-
ed, go up! Tonight was no exception. As I pulled
wearily into the little town, my enquiries led to
the fact that the hostel was in a rare old castle on
the top of the mountain. ‘Not high, nor far. Fif-
teen minutes by the path—an hourand a quarter
by the road, and you'd better go by the road! ‘Can
you take a bike up the path? ‘Oh yes! Humph!
That settled it! Fifteen minutes against an hour
and a half! So for the path [ headed. Ten minutes
later I was dizzily wondering whether it would
be easier to push on up or climb down. Twenty
minutes later, I definitely decided I could do
neither. I'd sit on the steps (yes, the path was for
the most part steep steps) with my bike braced
against a tree, and wait for Monroe.

“But a bit of waiting, wet and cold in the
evening air made me chatteringly longing to
struggle on. Shakiness and weak knees howev-
er, made the thought intolerable. If only I had
something to eat, I'd probably be able to do it!
In a flash, like an answer to my longing, came a
sudden thought—the hunk of hard black bread
in my knapsack! My stiff fingers were clumsy in
getting it out, but when finally I was gnawing
it, dog-and-bone fashion, how good, how won-
derful that humble fare tasted! The effect of the
rest and food was more miraculous than I'd an-
ticipated. I again lugged my pack-laden bike a
few difficult steps and I found myself at the top.
I had stopped nearly at the summit. There like
a sand-pile mountain with crest patted flat by
childish hands, was a welcoming even space, cir-
cled by forest trees. In its center loomed gloom-
ily a sprawling, utterly unbelievable giant shape
that must be the castle. As I gazed wonderingly,
the dark sky lightened, clouds broke, and a little
moon quite smilingly moved out to greet me. Its
light revealed the silver outlines of the castle, the
silver sward, and the gleaming edged mysterious
depths of the forest.

Isabel biking in Europe in 1933

“Is it such a little thing to find the young
moon, flitting thro’ the tree boughs in her silver
shoon, seeking for the wind flower, there along
the sod? Is it such a little thing? I think it’s God!

“The lines came to my mind, and though
there were no wind flowers, the poem was pat.
I was being so sweetly and cheerily welcomed. I
walked reverently along the path that joined the
road here and led over a real drawbridge, span-
ning a real moat to the castle. A slight rustling in
the leaves of the moat drew my eyes—and there,
nosing in the leaves, was a doe and two little
fawns! Dappled light in shadowy interstices of
leafy oak boughs above the moat, dappled flanks
of little fawns, a tremulous magic seemed to play
over all.

“Within, an ancient couple stared their sur-
prise at my coming, then smiled shyly and told
me ‘Wilkommen. The Youth Hostel was across
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the courtyard. Stepping within the heavy door
one experienced a refrigerator’s gripping cold.
However, there was a black, ugly, but compara-
tively modern little cook stove in the room’s cen-
ter. To my question about fuel—oh, one simply
gathered faggots in the forest! So out to forage,
with God’s little candle to light my way, as the
family flashlight was with Monroe. Two trips,
three trips with arms laden, and the wood-
pile’s size satisfied my eagerness for prospec-
tive warmth and cooking possibilities. As the
last armful clattered down by the door, darkness
seemed to stalk behind me. I glanced away from
the light that streamed from a little sputtering
kerosene lamp, out through the open door to re-
discover my moon. But it was not there! White,
slow, flakes—yes, snow—were now drifting
across the lamp-lit doorway. Those chilly flakes
served to accentuate the blessed fact of roof and
walls and stove! Jubilantly and songfully I made
aroaring fire!

“At last Monroe was there (much delayed by
difficulties in getting the pedal mended), at last
we had eaten gaily and sparsely. At last, we were
deep in our bunks with the wind roaring outside
and our fire roaring in the crooked black stove.

Isabel & Monroe with German friends in 1933
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Isabel with friends in Norway in 1934

I dozed and wakened, and lay there dreaming.
And the dream was so beautiful, so exciting, that
like small Stephen, I could scarcely go to sleep
again. It was a dream that had become daily,
more important, more necessary to Money and
me. Youth hostels in America! Youth Hostels! 1
too, for all my weariness, could scarcely close my
eyes. [t may have been a little the hunger that still
gnawed, for food there on the mountain top was
hard to get. But in any event, I too saw a picture,
many pictures. In spite of weariness and wet and
cold the day had been so beautiful. Young Amer-
icans must have that too! Oh, I could even wish
for them the victory of such a tough climb to the
top and the grateful taste of crusty bread. Earth’s
close comradeship, unforeseen adventure, hard-
ness, and then a little moon’s welcome over a
sturdy youth hostel roof, warmth, a bed—the
great world-circled band of friendly youth who
go a hostelling, joined by young America.

“Not only did we dream that night, but many
days and nights. And it was well. Arriving here
few people believed in the practicability of hos-
tels in America. Of course, in those days I didn'’t
dare to talk of crusts of bread and hardness and
frail moons. We simply outlined the educational
and cultural value of extensive travel made pos-
sible for youth by the very inexpensive youth
hostel way of doing it. We told of the numbers
of youth already hostelling in Europe and of



Isabel with two German friends about 1934 (colored by Isabel)

their eagerness to hostel in America, of the san-
ity and friendliness resulting from such travel,
and of the need of putting an American link in
that great friendly chain. But listeners scoffed
and doubted. We must quite candidly, be a little
mad! It was different in Europe. The tempo here
was faster. So many cars! So much sophistica-
tion! A different youth entirely.”s

“And so hostelling came to America. To me it
was a chance to bicycle and get strong, but that
wasn't the big thing. It was because we were able

to extend the ‘fields of beauty’ and a chance to
show ‘fields of beauty’ to youngsters—to bring
the sunrises and the sunsets and the clover and
the brook and the pebbles to them. It would
teach youth how to really measure a man, and
how to know God, and how to make dolls His
way. In other words, hostels would mean all the
beauty of the fields would be here; and that was
knowing God’s whole world without any bound-
aries, and without any walls, and only His ten-
derness and compassion.”# 3%
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1936 AYH Knapsack Watercolor on ink
Zinc etching

3.2 Bomb of war
1933 Germany Trip
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3.3 German professor
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil

3.4 German woman v
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3.6 Two women in Marburg
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil

(Facing page)

3.5 Gathering wood
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil

3.7 Hans, my special friend
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil
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3.8 Switzerland lodging
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil

3.9 German landscape
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil
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3.10 German Haustrau
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil
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3.11 School, home and church spire of Torwang
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil
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3.12 German town
1933 Germany Trip
Colored pencil
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nly one month after returning to the
United States from their first trip to
Europe, Isabel and Monroe found-
ed the American Youth Hostel Association on
March 16, 1934, with its headquarters in Talcot-
tville, Connecticut, the town where Isabel grew
up. Their statement of purpose was, “To help all,
especially young people, to a greater knowledge,
understanding, and love of the world by provid-
ing for them Youth Hostels, bicycle trails, and
foot paths in America, and by assisting them in
their travels here and abroad.”#

To help advertise and bring in donations
to the new, penniless organization, the couple
planned a two-month adventure to Europe for
the first group of youth hostellers. They would
travel from July to September 1934 through Ger-
many, Austria, Czechoslovakia, Holland, and
Switzerland.*® After returning home to the Unit-
ed States, Isabel wrote, “That fall found us look-

SR e

Isabel Smith aboard the S.S. Albert Ballen in 1935
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ing for our first hostel, determined to open it at
any cost. This time we travelled by car; but even
so it was often rugged and simple hostelling. Ev-
idently, our own pockets would need to supply
the wherewithal to start the thing in America.
We must therefore conserve every cent. We ate
frugally, and at night slept in the car or on the
ground.”#

By December 27, 1934, the first hostel was
established and dedicated in the Schell Chateau
Mansion in Northfield, Massachusetts. “The de-
cision to make the Chateau, which is one of the
show places of the Connecticut valley, the Amer-
ican center for the movement was born of many
things. In the first place, it is as near like the
Castle Altena, the original hostel of the world, as
any building in America. Secondly, it was chosen
because Monroe had lived in Northfield, gradu-
ating from Mount Hermon [located near North-
field] before he attended Wesleyan University;
and third because it is easily accessible to the
Berkshires, the White Mountains, and the Green
Mountains.”#®

The excitement of the youth around the area
was almost instantaneous. During the first week
of operation in the Chateau, “250 boys and girls
of high school and college age spent a five-day
Christmas vacation there, and during the next
two months 1,000 more visited it—this even dur-
ing the winter, when rugged living really is rug-
ged.#

By June 1935, when the lease on the Chateau
ended, the Smiths moved the headquarters to
88 Main Street in Northfield, to one of the old-
est historic homes in the town. It was originally
built in 1795, and at one time housed the town’s
first post office. The huge home and barn would
house the Smith family, AYH headquarter of-
fices, the house parents and their family, and
enough beds for 60 overnight guests.

Schirrmann Travels to USA

As part of the dedication for the new head-
quarters and hostel, the Smiths planned to bring
Richard Schirrmann, the 1909 founder of hostel-
ling, from Germany to Northfield. They would



Smiths home and the Richard Schirrmann AYH Hostel on 88 Main Street in Northfield about 1936
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Richard Schirrmann & Monroe about 1934

Isabel aboard the S.S. Statindom in 1936
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name the hostel, the Richard Schirrmann Inter-
national Hostel, in his honor. Invitations were
sent to President and Mrs. Roosevelt, [only Mrs.
Roosevelt could attend], but, the Nazi regime
would not grant Richard a visa. Letters were writ-
ten back and forth, and finally Isabel traveled to
Europe to see if she could personally persuade
the government to grant him a visa.

“I went to the headquarters of the Nazi re-
gime,” Isabel recalled, “and told them that I
wanted to bring Richard back with me to the
States. They said, well, they were very sorry, but
he could not leave the country. Their leader was
not there, so they wouldn’t be able to do any-
thing about it. I said, ‘Well, now, let me make a
note of this, because President Roosevelt is ex-
pecting us. [ will tell him that Richard can't leave
the country, and the reason he can’t—is that you
can’t get permission from your Head? I said Tl
just jot this down, and I did. ‘But, I said, ‘you
know, in our country, if we had an impasse like
that, we would use the telephone, and we would
call the Head. They looked dumbfounded, and
they finally said, ‘Well just a minute.” Of course,
I speak enough German that I could understand
what they were saying. They were saying, ‘This
has gotten to be a very embarrassing situation.
What shall we do? And on and on.

“Finally the result was that I got permission
for Richard to go. But when I contacted Richard,
he said, ‘Oh! I didn’t think I could possibly go.
I've turned in my ticket, and I don’t have any-
where-withal to get on the ship and go with you!
I said, “Well, I will see what I can do about that.
I told him, ‘I want you to come with me to the
ship.” And we came to the ship. I asked if I could
see the Captain. A very nice gentleman gave me
an interview, and I told him that [ wanted to take
Richard on the ship that was sailing at midnight.
I said, I'm awfully tired, I've had a big day. But
if there isn’t any way that you can manage to get
Richard passage, come and waken me before the
ship sails, and I will stay behind. He said, Tm
very sorry that it happens this way, but we can’t
take any passengers without tickets. So I went
and lay down in my bed, and at ten minutes of
twelve the Captain came in, and he said, ‘It’s all
right, you can go. I said, ‘How marvelous! What
happened? And he said, ‘Well, I advanced the
money personally’

Monroe, Isabel & youth hosteling in Germany

“The vessel on which they were traveling
was the Volendam, of the Holland-American
line, and while it was crossing the Atlantic Isa-
bel faced another difficult task—that of getting
Schirrmann to write out a speech in advance.
The National Recreation Congress was meeting
soon in Chicago, and Monroe had promised that
Schirrmann would speak; Isabel would translate.
For all his international interest, Richard had
never learned more than a few words of any oth-
er language than German. Since he always spoke
from the heart, without notes, in a rather flowery
German, instant translation was difficult.

“Isabel told him, ‘You know, Richard, my Ger-
man isn’t very good. I would like it if you would
sit down and write out all that you are going to
say and let me have the text so it will be easier
for me to translate.’ ‘Oh, you'll do beautifully, he
said. ‘No, I won'’t, Richard, I need to have that
script. They compromised on his terms. All the
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“My mother Isabel had immense courage”
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Isabel, Monroe & Richard Schirrmann at stone fireplace behind Northfield Youth Hostel in 1935

way across the ocean he talked and talked while
Isabel wrote and wrote and then laboriously
worked out a translation.

“They arrived October 1, 1935, and Monroe
was on the dock in Hoboken to meet them. They
left for Chicago that very night by car, Isabel well
prepared for the conference. Speaking to the au-
dience there, Richard poured out his soul in rap-
id German, and naturally enough, not one word
resembled anything Isabel had written. She
guessed there were not five people in the audi-
ence who understood him, but by some strange
process the message got through, and the listen-
ers were fascinated.”

On Richard’s return to Germany, because
of his ties with the United States, a militant
Nazi was asked to guard his home (the Altena
hostel), “and given instructions to make Schir-
rmann’s life intolerable by every means includ-
ing physical violence.” The Nazis invited Richard
to a conference on the pretext that he was to give
a talk, and instead beat and attacked him with
tear gas, nearly blinding him.>* The next year, in
September 1936, Richard again needed to pass
through the German border for a youth confer-
ence in Denmark, however, this time the Ger-
mans would not give him permission. H—
related the following: “My mother suggested

that she and Richard take a bike ride through
a German checkpoint manned by German sol-
diers. Once past the checkpoint they would be
past the reach of German restriction. My mother
stopped at the checkpoint and said that she and
her husband would be returning to the United
States and she showed her passport and papers.
Speaking English and having the appearance in
every way of being an American, she was able
to convince the soldiers to let her pass through.
She then motioned for Richard to hurry up and
positioned herself in such a way as to have him
pass by on her far side, and thus avoid examina-
tion. Richard smiled and waved to the soldiers
as he passed through undetected. Had he been
stopped it would have been immediately ap-
parent that he was a native German, as Richard
spoke essentially no English.

“I thought of how my mother had immense
courage to do this, for if the design had ever been
revealed, she would have been punished as an
accessory to Richard’s escape. I expect that the
punishment would have been more severe than
I can imagine. My mother was courageous, yet
very modest. She was not one to tell this story as
she was inclined to minimize her exploits. Fur-
ther, though my mother never said that Richard
was her husband, I think that she may have re-
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Stephen, Monroe, Betty & Isabel biking together in Northfield in 1935

Isabel & Monroe dancing in the Northfield Youth Hostel in 1938
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Isabel skiing on a cold winter day

flected on the experience as one in which she was
less than proud of, as it would tarnish her repu-
tation of complete honesty.”s*

The Growth of AYH

By the winter of 1935, less than two years after
being established, a local newspaper reported on
the growth of the AYH chain of hostels: “Stretch-
ing through Massachusetts, New Hampshireand
Vermont is a 500-mile chain of 35 hostels locat-
ed not more than 15 or 20 miles apart. The dis-
tance between them can be covered comfortably
each day over trails or highways, either on foot
or by bicycle. This chain has been in operation
since June, and to date nearly 2,000 youth have
tramped or hiked over the loop through these
three New England states.” (See image 4.63 for
New England trail map)

On one of Isabel’s trips through this New
England chain she wrote of a “lovely night” and
a “raw misty day:” “We were traveling close to
the route that today is the original New England
‘loop’ of youth hostels. Night found us in a for-
est, and a wet fall forest is hardly an appealing

spot for a night’s camp, especially if you're a little
tired of sleeping on the ground and the car is full
of luggage. The road grew rough and rougher.
Wet leaves swished against the car. Then sud-
denly there was an opening, a bit of pale gold sky
showed close to the horizon, and in dark outline
against it—a tiny shack! Here is a bit from my
diary written that night before the log fire in the
cabin. T'm sitting at a wobbly table lit by a poor
piece of an oil lamp that Monroe reconstructed
from some discarded bits he found about. Here
again I feel loved of Heaven. And what dull mor-
tal could feel otherwise? A fairy woods, a wide
view of blue mountains, lit by a strip of happy
gold for day’s farewell, an open hill’s crest of
grass (very green and wet and soft for one’s feet),
this bare cabin with unlocked door to welcome
us that reveals to our amazed eyes a bed with
springs (our coats and blanket from the car make
perfect bedding), this table and two chairs—all
specially for us of course. Even if there had been
no little sign by the door saying, ‘Hikers and
skiers here in the forest, welcome. Just sweep
up and leave the wood box filled when you go,
we would have known we were welcome—the
shack so clearly was meant for us! Our own angel
had once again leaned out of Heaven, and had

Isabel, Stephen, Monroe & Betty biking about 1938
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stretched the gold strip of sky to lure us here.
Assurance was doubly sure when the little road
down, which I just ran thru’ the wet trees, led to
a trim clean pool, deep enough for diving, sandy
bottomed for the toes, fresh smelling as rain.
And in the rain, a caressing little rain, we had our
swim before supper. What country for a youth
hostel trail! What a spot for a youth hostel!”>+

In only a few years, American Youth Hostels
grew rapidly. In 1933 seventeen hostellers trav-
eled on the first trip to Europe. In 1934, the trip
increased to 34 participants. In 1935 there were
161, and by 1936 there were 827 American Youth
Hostellers that had traveled to Europe that year.>

In addition, in 1934, the year AYH was found-
ed, there was only one hostel. Just four years later
there were 209 hostels around the nation, with
34,782 overnights recorded for the year of 1938.
In 1947, two years before Isabel and Monroe left
AYH for Youth Argosy, there were 2,580 over-
night stays that year at the Richard Schirrmann
International Hostel [the Smith’s home in North-
field], 20,983 AYH passes issued, 185 chartered
hostels with 3,516 beds and 57,000 overnights

B -

registered, which was one quarter of all hostel-
ling for all youth hostels worldwide.>

AYH Knapsack

In 1936, the first quarterly issue of the AYH
Knapsack was published by Isabel and Mon-
roe as editors. The book contained designat-
ed routes and locations of hostels around the
United States and of sponsored trips around the
world. These booklets were almost entirely il-
lustrated, designed, and typeset by Isabel. Over
400 individual sketches, and numerous articles
by Isabel were included in these booklets from
1936 to 1948.

“You see it’s not just our dreaming, nor Mon-
ey’s wonderful determination, nor my love of
beauty, nor courage, nor cash (of which there has
been rather little), that has made hostels here
come true. It is because at every step of the way
we have felt God’s love making bright our path!
Our hearts are deeply grateful that we have been
vouchsafed the privilege of helping God make a
lovelier world, grateful that a heavenly Presence
came and led us by the hand.”s” %%

Winifred (sister), & Monroe on left, Isabel 4th from right, with youth hostelers June 1936
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“It’s not just our dreaming ... that made hostels come true. It is because ... we have felt God’s love making bright our path!”
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(Chapter page)
4.1AYH logo
From original 1938 AYH poster
Ink drawing

4.2 Two young hikers AYH logo
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.3 Two hikers AYH logo
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.4 Girl on bike AYH logo
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



4.5 Three young hikers
First advertisement poster for AYH
Ink drawing
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4.6-4.12 AYH silhouettes
1936-1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

140 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



4.13 Hosteler hiking

1936 AYH Knapsack 4.14 Hostelers biking
Zinc etching 1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.15 Waving goodbye
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.16 Fireplace singing
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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(Facing page)

4.17-4.19 Biking silhouettes
1936 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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“How many miles to the sun?"he smiled
In answer to my “Where are you going ?’
Lilacs were caupht in his handle bars,
His pedals were mud, his eyes were stars,

Flis hair was blowinp .

What could he find in clouds that were piled
As black as nipht in the early morninp ?

The daily paper, punctual, furled,
Lay on my stoop with news of the world

And doubtless a warning .

Put under the oak beside his bike

The man lay down and the storm was over.
Grass turned yellow and branches blue...
Aftor a while he laced his shoe

With heads of clover.

Where was he poinp ? What was he like ?
The sun came out in a burst of sprinklinp.
He spranp to his bike . 1 see him still ...
Taking the turn and topping the hill,
His spokes are twinkling .

Marion Strobel.

4.20 Man and Bike
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.23 Two bikers going downhill
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.24 Two bikers loading gear
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.25 Two bikers resting under tree
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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BEFORE STARTING ,HAVE




BE FIT!
HAVE FUN?!
GO HOSTELING !

4.27 Be fit, have fun!
1942 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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The rolling carth stops |
AaI climb to the summit,
Then like & plummet

It sucldenly drops...

Down .down 1 o0 -
Past rippling acres ;
Hillsides like breakers

&
-;.'_ s’ Wildly alive
_ 1 hail the green shimmer
fresh as a swimmer

Llike banners unfurled
The skies dip and Flourish ..
¥ Ry The keen breezes nourish ,
" V| While the bright world
\ ¢ Is a ribbon unrvolled
N\ g With a border of grasses .
V¥ Ancd tansies are masses
Y’ And splotches of gold.

& Still T whirl on . .
A 4% Startled, a sparrow
. 4 Darts from the yarrow.
AN Flash .. and is gone . . -
. -‘:_5:, Louis Uantermeyer

(Feom Challgnpe by Louis Unteemeyer.Used by permission
N of Hareourt Prace and Co. Inc. holders of the copyright.)

Iv.

4.28 Down Hill
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.29 Girl standing with bike
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.30 Two on hill top
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.31 Boy and girl bikers
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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THE HOSTELER'S BIKE

LIGHT ,DEPENDABLE,STURDY,
HAS TRAVELLED
MILLIONS OF CARE FREE MILES.

Original 1941 AYH sketch
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4.33 Two bikers
1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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WOO0D SPIOKE BY THE WAY

4.34 Hosteler cooking

1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching 4.35 Biking landscape
1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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GO WANDERING !

4.36 Go wandering!

1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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IO9ONG HORIZONS

4.37 Long horizons
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.38 Downbhill skiers
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.39 Skier
1946 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4-40 Cross-country skiers
1946 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

-
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4.41 Two skiers
Original 1939 AYH sketch
Ink drawing

4.42 Three skiers
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



4-43 Two getting ready to ski
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.44 Young skiers
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

(Facing page)

4.46 What went you to see
1937 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching

4.45 Horse & sleigh
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.47 Hosteler with knapsack
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.48 Two young hikers
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.49 Two hostelers
1942 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching 4.50 Hiker

1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching




4.51 Hostelers resting
1945 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.52 Relaxing in stream
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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YOUNGSTERS

AS 1T SHOULD BE-

4.54 As it should be )
1945 AYH Knapsack (Facing page)
Zinc etching 4.55 The thrill of new trails

1938 AYH advertisement
Zinc etching
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HOSTELING

Hostelinp means a lot to me.

It is a knapsack stuffed not too neatly
f with just enouph to last a week or so,

] it is A pair of walking shoee and a
pair of leps swinginp alonp at a pace
that is aever tiring .never Qurrying ;
it is a rut-filled road i a country that
is really God’s.

Hosteling is homey hostels and theiv
chicerful house parents | it is the odors
of clean hay and fresh tucrned earth,
it is roads that lead everywhere and
aowhere . Hosteling is adventuring ,it
is travel at its best.

Hostelngy is people too. It is the Vermont
farmer with his great tallk of weather and
crops, three nurses from Cleveland who
shared their freindship as well as their salt,
the woodcarver at the post office in lower
Waterford ; the Brooklyn boy who was as
amused by my accent as I was at his ,
the artist putting bits of beauty onto
canvas ; the musician with whom 1 tunched
atop Mf. Mansficlds 4000 feet... Hosteling
is the friendliness of new faces.

Hosteling comforts a rebellious spirit
and shows it what is truly good . it feeds
a hunpry body with a pure simple food
and a hunpry mind with a pure simple
philosophy- Hosteling is life at its kindest
and best.

P2< Hosteling really is the thrill of new trails.
o ¥ JohaW. Durks,

\
i _ ) < hosteler.

4.56 Hosteling
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.57 Steamboat
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.58 Two on steamboat
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.60 Hunger for the sea
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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Georoie GrumerLe ,HosTeLer Matus.

.Ab IT YOUR GROUP THAT STREWED THEIR
BELOiEIHﬁI& OVER THE COMMOM LIVING ROOM ?

-—}G Who norRrROWED THE

HOUSE PAREMNT'S DISH TOWEL AMND RETURMNED

IT BADLY SOILED ?@'Ha USED UP ?

THE WOOD SUPPLY AND DIDNT REPLEMNISH ©
T ? ,,-:'"“--:?.-_:',0\ lqr: BUNK ROOM, NEAT WHEM
YOU CAME , WAS NMOT ATTRACTIVE WHEN YOU
LEFT, { Tu: BLANKETS WIERLR 50
CARELESSLY FOLDED THAT THE ROOM

LOOKED BADLY. LITTER WAS LEFT OMNM THE

Fuaan..'%‘% Wou oip NoT mMix
WITH THE LITTLE GROUP ; FROM
THE MINING TOWN. 4—3 o —t f— v
CRITICIZED AMND COMPLAINED. _T‘.'
'E MISSED IN YOU THE SPIRIT OF J
COOPERATION AND FRIENDLINESS OV wmclu

THE REAL HOSTELER IS KNOWN , . _'O'
st 248 M 24D I HVan. F

I 1s too cao THaT Beorciz lrumaLE
1S EVER FOUND IN Ovr HosTELS. [lowever

A LITTLE SHIFTING FROM THOUGHTLESS NESS
TO CONSIDERATION TRANSFORMS HIM . .F
vou are A [Beoreix Brumpie How amouT

g ' FOR A DBETTER
]

~SJHEH. ?

A RIGHT AROUT FACE

A . Y,

4.61 Georgie Grumble
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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Journ GoooreLLow, HosteLen Bonvus .

Pruers LIKETO HOSTEL WHERE YOU HAVE BEEN .
-ouai PAREMNTS HOPE YOU'LL COME PBACK SOOM.
A ;

lu TOOK THE\ IMITIATIVE INM GOOD HOSTEL
I

ProcepURE. X <A BHE House ParENTS Cy
DID NT @ MEED TO REMIND YOU IT
A OR THAT THE FIRE PLACE

oF

NEEDED A wooD .4
FRIEMDLY TO THOSE MNEW GREEN WOSTELERS .
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4.62 John Goodfellow
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.63 New England trail map

1936 AYH.Knapsack (Facing page)

Zinc etching 4.64 United States map
1936 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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4.65-4.67 AYH route maps
1937, 1942 & 1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



4.68 New England home

1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching 4.69 Oige, Ireland youth hostel

1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

AN OVGE YOUTMH HOSTE L Wicklove Head
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4.70 Mountain hostel
1941 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching 4.71 Vermont hostel

1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.72 New England hostel
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.73 Northfield, MA headquarters
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching 4.74 Meredith, NH farm camp
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.75 Boys making beds
1942 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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CovE TASTLE
Yourr HosTEL

4.76 Cove castle hostel

1946 AYH Knapsack 477 Stahleck, Germany hostel
Zinc etching (First German hostel)
1948 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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4.78 Schell Chateau castle hostel
(First American hostel)

1946 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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4.79 Youth Rally
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.80 In Ireland
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.82 From a hosteler’s sketches:
A brand new world hosteler

1947 AYH Knapsack FROM A HOSTELE R_JE‘

inc etchin
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4.83 Music at the conference
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

AT
THE

ConNFERENCE
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4.84 Charming villages
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.85-4.88 Hosteler’s sketches
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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HOSTELERS
ALL
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4.89 The herring catch
Isabel’s sketchbook
Ink drawing
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4.90 Improvement year
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.91 Hosteling parents
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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l.ur.dla Hargtrove Reynolds

4.92 A house mother’s prayer
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.93 Fall Knapsack cover
Original 1939 AYH sketch
Ink drawing

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 195



Ink drawing

4.94 Take a look at the world
Original AYH 1942 sketch

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH
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4.95 Two hostelers stop for lunch
Original 1942 AYH sketch
Ink drawing
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SUNNY SKIES - ALL CALL

"GO HOSTELING!*®

(Both pages)
4.98-4.99 Spring air
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.103 AYH Handbook
944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.104 AYH welcome
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.107 Fixing a hostel
1944 AYH Knapsack e e e e e —
Zinc etching
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4.108 Canoeing

Noalan 1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.109 The joys of...
Original AYH poster
Paper cutout
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4.110 Youth hostel world
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

L THE YOUTH HOSTEL WORLD ISA FRIENDLY WORLD.
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4.111 Use handbook
SRR S O U M e R e e 1941 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.112-4.123 AYH stick figures
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4.124 Just hostel
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.125 AYH Handbook
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.126 Going hosteling?
1942 AYH Knapsack

| Zinc etching

GOING HOSTELING ?
YOU'LL NEED
M Your 1942 -

AYH HANDBOOK
OF

HOSTELY
MAPS

AI LS

PRICE : .50°

A DAY THAT BECKORNS....
A WAITING BIKE.......
YOUR WELL-WORN
KNAPSACK.....

E YOTU xnow THE

LURE OF GOING
HOSTELING.

LET YOUR FRIENDS

SHARE THAT FUMN.

HELP THEM TO

HAPPINESS

BY TELLING THEM
OF

OUTH HOSTELS.
2 Rk -
4.127 A day... IR =
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.128-4.129 To all merry users
1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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4.132 Christmas cards
2LnmE0n W AL 1944 AYH Knapsack
(‘;:L:EQ'J Npr"'z"'-?-} u Zinc etching
AN DI ANMIAS:

SET OF 5 CARDS, .25% ADORTMENT OF 25,$1.00
(ALL CARDS WITH ENVELOPES.) ORDER NOW.
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4.133 An invitation
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.134 Christmas wreath
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

4.135 Christmas mice
1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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4.136 Noel, Noel
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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¢| n the summer of 1939, less than one year
after Isabel had contracted lockjaw, Isa-
: bel and Monroe again traveled to Europe.
Despite the dangers of a possible looming war,
they planned to attend the International Associ-
ation of Youth Hostels Conference in Ardgartan,
Scotland. Isabel and Monroe left on about Au-
gust 16, 1939, aboard the famous S.S. Normandie,
“the most powerful steam turbo-electric-pro-
pelled passenger ship ever built.”s® The S.S. Nor-
mandie was considered by many to be the most
luxurious ocean liner in existence, and was the
second fastest, only to the S.S. Queen Mary.
Stephen’s nanny, who the Smiths had hired
only a few months earlier, wrote of the farewell
of Isabel and Monroe: “Stevie and I went aboard

the Normandie to help Isabel and Monroe carry
some of their things aboard and to get a look-see
at the fabulous liner. We had but a few minutes,
when the bell rang and loud speakers blared,
as the gang plank was about to be removed. I
grabbed one of Steve’s hands and he grabbed
Isabel with the other. I led the way up to the
deck and through the rail to the gangplank. But
Stephen wouldn’t let go of Isabel and dragged
her along with us. She grabbed the boat rail and
tried to pry loose from Steve, pleading with him
to let go. There we were, in the middle of the Nor-
mandie gangplank, with the ship officers scold-
ing us and the tough dockworkers shouting and
cursing at usand jerking the ropes in their hands.
But Steve wouldn'’t let go, and to complicate and

Isabel & Monroe planning their world travels
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prolong matters he turned on the dockworkers
and gave them a sermon on the evils of swearing
and vile language. They listened in amazement,
their mouths hanging open; then they tried to
coax us off. Isabel finally pried loose. I ran down
the gangplank, pulling Stephen behind me. The
men impatiently started to raise the plank so we
had to jump the last step. Thus was the sailing
of the mighty, famous, and beautiful Normandie
delayed several minutes on her very last trip out
of New York Harbor.”

Beginning of World War 11

They arrived in Europe on about August 21,
1939. However, only a few days before the Inter-
national Conference, scheduled for August 26,
the Conference itself was canceled because of
the concerns of war. Nevertheless, according to
Monroe, the trip was still very worthwhile.

Monroe wrote, “The Youth Rally took place
as scheduled in a most beautiful setting sur-
rounded by the Highlands of Scotland and close
to Loch Lomond. Here were gathered at least

Isabel & Monroe traveling in Europe on bicycles

Talking and singing to Japanese college students

1,500 youth from many lands. The hostel itself
could not of course accommodate so great a
host, but in the country around it, on all sides,
were tents in profusion: tents under great trees,
lined along the lake shore, tents nestled beneath
the brow of a hill, tents clustered on the wide-
stretching garden’s edge, tents, tents, tents ev-
erywhere. And there amid the tents—laughing,
talking, singing, dancing, chatting—were these
happy comrades of world’s long hostel trail. At
one end of the garden was a wooden platform for
speakers with necessary amplifier.

“Isabel spoke, telling of hostelling in Amer-
ica and of the eagerness we all feel to welcome
the Europe hosteller in our own hostels. I, too,
was called upon to speak, and in doing so, I was
stirred by the warm, responsive glances of the
youth before me. Faces were eager, happy, and
welcoming. We felt a pang in all this happiness
to know how closely rested the cloud of war, so
soon to break.

“As it happened, it was only a few days later
that we saw the full significance of war at close
range, the blackouts, the massing of troops, the
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shipment of thousands across the channel to
their slaughter. We were shocked by the listless-
ness of men and women to the waging of a war
which will cost each country thousands of lives
each day, and tens of millions of dollars each 24
hours, a war which all realized would result in no
possible good. Everywhere there was the feeling
that nations were muddling into war. We came
away convinced more than ever of the folly and
stupidity of war.”® “It is both sad and ironic to
think that so many of those young men celebrat-
ing together would soon be fighting each other
as bitter enemies.”®

On September 1, 1939, to the Smith’s great
dismay, Germany invaded Poland and World
War II began. Their trip to Europe was abrupt-
ly ended, only twelve days after arriving. They
booked passage on the S.S. Athenia, with 1,103
other passengers who were likewise fleeing Eu-
rope; 311 of these were Americans. They would
leave Liverpool on September 2, 1939.

One day later, on September 3, while the S.S.
Athenia was only about 60 miles from the coast
of Ireland, it was torpedoed twice by a German
U-30 submarine. The ship slowly began to sink,
and within 14 hours it had disappeared below the
dark abyss of the ocean. Nineteen crew members
and 98 passengers were killed. This marked the
first English-speaking casualties of the War. This
same day England and France declared war on
Germany.

The tragic news reached the nanny of Betty
and Stephen the next day. She wrote, “Learned
today of the sinking of the Athenia. The bread
man told us about it, and said the radio an-
nouncement listed Isabel and Monroe as being
registered on the boat and among those miss-
ing. I nearly fainted. What a terrible, terrible
day, trying to stifle my own emotions so Stephen
wouldn’t wonder, and trying to keep Stephen
from over-hearing the talk among the students
and staff. I finally phoned Northfield tonight
and learned Isabel had written to Muriel, and
that you two had not sailed on the Athenia. I feel
like going out on the hilltop back of the barn and
shouting the ‘Hallelujah’ chorus.”* For what-
ever reason, Monroe and Isabel never boarded
the S.S. Athenia, stating that they were unable
to book passage any sooner. Instead, Isabel left
Europe two days later on September 5, 1939,

224 [SABEL BACHELER SMITH

Monroe at his office desk in Northfield

aboard the S.S. Statendam, and Monroe left on
September 9, aboard the S.S. Aquitania.> With
the news of the sinking of the S.S. Athenia, it is
assumed that Isabel and Monroe felt it would be
safest to travel on separate steamships in case of
another disaster. One can only image the fear
that gripped Isabel’s thoughts as she traveled for
nine days in the very waters where the German
U-30 had sunk the Athenia, not knowing if she
would ever again see her dear Monroe, or their
two sweet, young children. But God watched
over them, and they both arrived home safely.

Founding of Youth Argosy

With the outbreak of World War II, all AYH
travels to Europe were canceled until the situa-
tion in Europe improved. In 1945, as the war drew
toan end, Isabel and Monroe began dreaming of
ways to help the war devastated countries of Eu-
rope. They imagined multitudes of youth travel-
ing at their own expense to help rebuild Europe.
Yet, even at the close of the war, voyages were
restricted to military and other official govern-



mental travel. To accomplish their vision they
would have to find some way to get permission
to send thousands of youth across the ocean to
Europe, for as little cost as possible. Thus began
the dream of the organization of Youth Argosy!
Isabel wrote of the founding of Youth Argo-
sy: “When the war ended Monroe went at once
to the State Department in Washington, in June
1945, and asked Mrs. Ruth Shipley, head of the
Passport Division, if she would approve passport
applications from his youth hostellers so that
they could go immediately to Europe working
in groups to rebuild bombed youth hostels in
France, Belgium, Holland, and Luxemburg. He
explained that they would not live on the Eu-
ropean economy but would take all their own
food, not only for the Americans, but for hungry
European guests as well. They would take their
transportation in the form of bicycles, instead
of using the European railroads. The hostellers

would use sleeping bags so that they would not
even need shelter. And he would take hammers
and nails, putty and glass, tools and equipment
with which to rebuild bombed youth hostels
by invitation from their Ministers of Educa-
tion. Mrs. Shipley told Monroe she had already
turned down 86,000 applications for she felt Eu-
rope was in no condition for tourists, but that for
Monroe’s purpose she could give passports to all
whom he selected.

“He then went to the U.S. Maritime Commis-
sion and the U.S. Coast Guard and asked for a
ship, though much of America’s shipping was at
the bottom of the ocean. They gave him the troop
ship Ernie Pyle, which he loaded with hostellers,
and ten tons of lumber, glass, hammers, nails,
putty, etc., plus food for the entire summer, bicy-
cles, and sleeping bags and off they went during
the summer of 1946. In Europe they set to work
rebuilding bombed youth hostels, not only in

i -

Smith Family in 1948 (BB, [sabel, Monroe, I, Betty, I & Stephen)
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Monroe & Isabel Smith about 1947

226 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



the four countries mentioned, but in Germany
as well. Monroe went to General [Joseph] Mc-
Narney, whom General Eisenhower had left in
charge of the American troops in Germany, and
with McNarney’s approval he conducted a study
going into every Gau, or state, meeting with each
of the German Ministers of Education. When
Monroe completed his report to General Mc-
Narney, the General gave his permission for the
Youth Hostel movement in Germany to become
a national organization, even before the German
Boy Scout movement.

“While in Germany Monroe met John D.
Rockefeller 11, and interested him in youth hos-
telling to such a degree that, upon his return
to America, Mr. Rockefeller became the active
President of AYH, and John H. Winant, who was
President, became the Chairman of the Board.
Monroe continued as the National Director.

“When Monroe returned to the United States
many organizations appealed to him regarding
transportation, asking how he had been able to
take AYH members to Europe when the Passport
Division had forbidden their own groups from
going. Monroe invited them to send representa-
tives to a meeting to discuss the matter of pur-
poseful travel. Thirty-five organizations did so,
and from this meeting a National Student Coun-
cil Travel organization was created, with Monroe

Germany after the ravages of WWII

Monroe flying on Pan American Airways about 1948

as Chairman. Monroe worked closely with the
Passport Division screening applications from
these organizations. He went to Europe and met
with the Maritime Commission of the Dutch
government with the result that two ships, the
S.S. Scythia and the S.S. Samaria, were turned
over for student travel.

“By the following winter of 1947, over 8,000
applications from students were received for stu-
dent travel to Europe. The S.S. Scythia and the
S.S. Samaria could handle only 650 passengers
each. Monroe then investigated the airlines and
found that the Transocean Airlines, the Sea-
board & Western Airlines, and the Flying Tigers
Airlines would charter their planes to him for
$15,000 round trip going over one day, resting
a day, and returning the next. This meant that
with 50 seats the cost per seat each way was $150
as compared with the regular ocean cost of $750
round trip. There were two problems if the low
cost was to be passed on to the students. One
was the problem of flying with one empty seat—
ever. The other was getting a full plane on the
return trips. The airline of course did not care
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whether they flew full or empty. Monroe sug-
gested that the Student Travel Council charter
some planes but Dr. Duggan said his hands were
full with the two ships. He suggested that AYH
charter planes but Mr. Rockefeller said the main
concern of AYH was to set up youth hostels in
America. Both men suggested Monroe set up a
special organization to handle the proposed air
service.

“Thus Youth Argosy was born. Monroe im-
mediately chartered eight round trip flights
costing $120,000 for the first summer of 1948. He
charged $170 a flight, splitting the $20 markup
between Youth Argosy and the sponsoring or-
ganizations. The next summer of 1949, he char-
tered 108 round trip flights and two ships from
Europe. Youth Argosy consistently remained in
the black only because of meticulous booking.
One summer he took 5,000 students to Europe
and brought them all back safely, as usual.”*

To solve the issue of an empty return flight,
Monroe brought over thousands of European
refugees to the United States. Isabel wrote of one
summer: “Most of these refugees were pregnant
mothers in need of better food than the refugee
camps in Europe provided. So it was a blessing

to them and to the refugee officials to have these
mothers in America two months earlier than ex-
pected, for they were scheduled to come by ship
in August. Instead, 3,000 of Monroe’s students”
traded their air seats for the refugees and re-
turned on those ships.®

Isabel & Monroe Resign from AYH

However, newly appointed President John
D. Rockefeller IlI, felt very uncomfortable with
Monroe’s new organization. With only a $20
booking fee, and having to pay the full rental
price for the DC4s upfront, they could lose thou-
sands of dollars if they did not sell every seat.
Monroe, however, was not concerned; he would
rather have a smaller markup and allow more
students to go then make a large profit. Rock-
efeller told Monroe he could not continue under
the name of AYH because of the huge risk in-
volved and took this as an opportunity to sever
the relationship with Monroe.®® With an already
growing rift between the two, both men want-
ing control of AYH, Rockefeller told the board
of directors that Monroe “was not working with
the organization,” that he “had demonstrated
an incapacity to cooperate,”” and asked Monroe

Isabel & Monroe traveling with the Transocean Airlines
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Isabel & Monroe with Jawaharlal Nehru, the first prime minister of India in 1949
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and Isabel to resign as the National Directors of
American Youth Hostels. In the spring of 1949
Isabel and Monroe, the founders of this 20,000
membership organization, stepped down and
were no longer associated with American Youth
Hostels.

A year before their resignation, on May 1,
1948, Monroe and Isabel had already established
Youth Argosy. The headquarters of AYH had
moved to New York, and the old headquarters
building for hostelling in Northfield, which was
across the street from their home, was used as
the new headquarters for Youth Argosy. The stat-
ed purpose for the organization was: “To help all,
especially young people, to a greater knowledge,
understanding, and love of the world by assist-
ing them in their travels both here and abroad,
to enable youth not only to enjoy the educational
and cultural benefits of travel, but also to win
them to a keen appreciation of the out-of-doors,
that they may thereby develop happier, stronger,
cleaner and more wholesome lives; to make pos-
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sible wide friendships that will link youth with
youth the world over.”®®

Growth of Youth Argosy

During the four years that Isabel and Mon-
roe led Youth Argosy, they again published sev-
eral booklets for the members of the organiza-
tion. Once again, the art of Isabel filled the pages
of these booklets. In 1950, Isabel and Monroe
accompanied youth from around the nation on
a trip across the globe. They traveled to China,
Egypt, Greece, Hawaii, India, Iran, Israel, Italy,
Japan, Pakistan, Siam, and Turkey. During this
trip, Isabel painted over 40 large watercolors of
the people and places she saw.

By 1952, Youth Argosy reported 16,626 air
passages and 9,276 sea passages, for a total of
25,902 passages for the four years of operation
since May 1948.% Thousands of youth had trav-
eled around the world at a reduced price because
of the efforts of Isabel and Monroe. The airline
companies were not happy with Youth Argo-

£

1Y gl il . P

Youth Argosy takes over AYH headquarters building in Northfield-renamed Friendship Center
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Betty & other Youth Argosy women at the Northfield headquarters

sy taking away some of their business, so they
spent around $150,000 to try to kill the organiza-
tion. Monroe, tired of the court fights, and the
headaches of acting as a travel agent, went to the
presidents of Pan American and TWA to try to
negotiate a deal that would benefit both parties.
Isabel wrote of these events: “Repeatedly Pan
America and TWA tried to stop Monroe’s flights
and he constantly had to go to Washington to
intervene with the Civil Aeronautics Adminis-
tration. At the same time he met with two airline
boards. Finally, he told Juan Trippe, President
of Pan American Airlines, and Ralph Damon,
President of TWA, that he would gladly close the
Youth Argosy business if they would introduce a
coach ticket for half fare, just as the railroads had
a coach ticket for half the Pullman fare. Finally,
the two boards voted to do that and all airlines in
Europe followed suit. Double-spread advertise-
ments in the New York Times by the airlines an-
nounced a fare comparable to what Youth Argosy
had been charging. Monroe kept his promise
and closed the headquarters of Youth Argosy.””

A Ranch in Florida

In the committee minutes of Youth Argosy,
dated February 19, 1952, Isabel, acting as clerk,
wrote: “Voted that inasmuch as Youth Argosy has
so largely aided in bringing about the universal
reduction in air transportation costs across the
Atlantic by 50 percent, and inasmuch as its over-
seas activities appear this year to be automati-
cally curtailed, the attention of this committee
is turning to the developments of Youth Argosy’s
ideals along the lines of educational cooperative
community living in the country, as also fulfill-
ing the deeper purposes of Youth Argosy. More-
over, rather than have Youth Argosy exhaust its
assets by persisting in the operation of its over-
seas program in the red, it seems wise to invest at
this time an amount sufficient to purchase and
develop a portion, or all of two tracts of land in
Boynton, Florida. This property shall be used as
a Friendship Center for establishment of a truly
nonprofit cooperative community that shall fur-
ther the purposes of Youth Argosy.”” “We like to
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visualize student weekend house parties in this
homey atmosphere with swimming, horseback
riding, and evening talks before the fireplace.””

On May 26, 1952, this 330-acre tract of land
was purchased in Palm Beach County, Florida,
adjacent to and east of the Everglades. In Oc-
tober of that same year, Isabel, Monroe and
B began moving their belongings to the
new Friendship Center, in Delray Beach, Flor-
ida. As there was no home on the ranch, they
stayed in a small travel trailer in town. Over the
next several months, the Smiths cleared the raw
wild land of the palmettos, stretched five miles
of four strands of barbed wire for fences, built a
barn, dug wells and canals, and planted Pangola
and Pensacola Bahia grass. The ranch was nearly
ready for cattle. Isabel worked on the ranch from
before sunup to after sundown each day along-
side Monroe and . In addition, Isabel
completely designed the ranch home that was
built during those same few months.

Isabel Breaks Her Back

After about five months of helping on the
ranch, Isabel broke her back on February 22,
1953. In a letter written the next day, Monroe re-
counted the tragic events of that fateful day. “We
were loading five Shorthorn bulls and cows into

our big cattle truck toward evening, to run them
down to the Delray Gladioli Festival in time for
the opening. We had gotten four in the truck and
were having difficulty with the fifth. I had two
gates on the truck—one was a sliding door half
the width of the truck, and the other was a ramp
so you could load your cattle, either from a plat-
form or from the ground. The tailgate which ex-
tends 11 feet above ground and weighs about 200
pounds was ready to be chained when Big Red
threw his weight against it. Isabel was stand-
ing on the ground beneath it and was struck on
the head and knocked down. All I could see of
her were two fingers sticking out at the end un-
der the edge of the gate. I hastily lifted the gate
back up, smashed the bull’s nose with one hand
to drive him back and locked the gate. I did not
move her as it was evident she probably was hurt
badly. Fortunately, mmmm (mmmmmm) had arrived
with the station wagon so I left him with Isabel
a few minutes while I sped back and got a mat-
tress and blankets. With a gate as a stretcher and
the mattress on it, Isabel herself rolled on to it
and we lifted her into the wagon and drove care-
fully to the Good Samaritan Hospital in West
Palm Beach to have x-rays taken immediately
upon our arrival. Throughout it all she never lost
consciousness, although the tailboard struck the

Aerial view of the Delray Beach ranch
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Isabel, Nenia Palasanian, Monroe & INEEEEE on Delray Beach ranch about 1954
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back of her head where Dr. Norly put six stitches.
She believes, and I believe, she will recover com-
pletely.

“Please help our belief and daily pray for her
complete recovery by summer. We cannot ask
more in my opinion. Please pray to God that we
may soon be joined together here on Friendship
Center ranch and that in six months Isabel may
again be riding with = and me. Please pray
every day for her recovery, for her easement of
pain, for her courage, and patience. God bless us
all, wherever we are. Affectionately, Monroe””

Monroe later wrote, “After they examined
her they found she had a broken back and they
said she could never walk again. But brave Isabel
put her mind on her problems and we all did too,
and in six weeks she walked out of the hospital
and recovered. She said the ride in our ranch
wagon on the box springs was twice as comfort-
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able going to the hospital as the ride back home
in the ambulance. Needless to say, she has suf-
fered much, but there have been rewarding as-
pects of the experience which she treasures. Isa-
bel is grateful for the enduring love of so many
and for their daily prayers for her recovery.”
With the tragic accident of Isabel, and the
immense task of caring for a 330-acre ranch, the
complete fulfillment of their dream of estab-
lishing a large school was never realized. Small
numbers of students did work the land to learn
of hard work, but never to the extent that both
Isabel and Monroe had hoped and dreamed of.

Isabel Homeschools mm

They were able to open a small school in Sep-
tember 1953, after Isabel had recuperated from
her accident. For the next several years, in ad-
dition to helping on the ranch and keeping the

Isabel painting picture of I, ‘our littlest hostler” (see image 2.28)
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Isabel traveling in Japan with Youth Argosy in 1950

house, Isabel homeschooled mmmmm and two
other students.”> I was almost 12 years old.
She taught him English, geography, history and
social studies. She also tried to teach him algebra
and the sciences, which she struggled with her-
self. Monroe would help with these subjects, as
he excelled in those areas, but Isabel did most of
the teaching.

“I recall times when I would try to give her
a difficult time,” wrote mmmmmm “and she would
start to chuckle. Then I would realize that she
was on to my antics, and I would start to chuckle.
Then her chuckle would turn to a laugh, and I
would laugh, and before long we would be howl-
ing uncontrollably with tears streaming down
our faces.”7

Isabel also kept many good books in their
home. mmmmm wrote, “I learned at a young age to
pull a book off the shelf and to enjoy reading it.
She had beautiful works of art, in picture, stat-
ue, and relief. I simply saw and heard only good
things in our home. Our home was plain and un-
cluttered, but adorned with these simple good
things. It was a home of order and peace. My
mother spoke French and German, and could
carry on a conversation in Italian or Spanish. She
would quote poems as part of her conversation.

Her language was refined but she never used
‘big’ words to show off her knowledge. She also
never used a coarse word. But she had an exten-
sive vocabulary, and would quietly weave some
of the words into stories she would tell.””7

By April 1955, they had welcomed several
thousand people from 16 different countries,
of varied creeds and races, to their home and
Friendship Center, which existed to help all, es-
pecially young people, to a greater knowledge,
understanding, and love of the world. They
wrote, “We see the world not only as an aggre-
gation of mountain peaks, beautiful lakes, vast
plains, strange deserts, and mighty oceans, but
more particularly as a great family of peoples
created by a loving FATHER."7

In 1955, when Youth Argosy was experienc-
ing financial problems, the board resolved to
sell 227.5 acres of the ranch, and to significantly
curtail future operations of Youth Argosy. The
organization would continue, still working with
youth, but mainly for the purpose of paying out
the retirement funds to its past employees.

Over the next several years, small tracts of
the ranch land were sold, until in 1962 the last
portion was sold and the Smiths purchased a
home in Delray Beach, at 2910 Bobolink.” The
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house was located in a rather undeveloped part
of Delray, surrounded by wide fields and nearby
groves of pine trees and Florida holly. There they
planted a number of young trees, such as orange,
grapefruit, avocado, calamondin, loquat, lime,
mango, coconut palm, tangelo, as well as rose
bushes, Florida cherry, holly, and hibiscus.®°

Putney Graduate Trip

In 1956 Monroe was asked to head a group of
about 20 graduate students from Putney Gradu-
ate School on an eight-month tour of Europe.
The students would each write their thesis while
studying in Europe and then present their find-
ings on their return. With most of the farm sold
by 1955, and all of the cattle sold, Monroe, Isa-
bel, Stephen and mmmmm all left for this once in a
lifetime opportunity. They left from Canada and
arrived at La Harve, France on September 24,
1956. For the next eight months the Smiths and
the graduate students traveled through Austria,
Belgium, France, Germany, Holland, Italy, Lich-
tenstein, Luxemburg, Monaco, Portugal, Spain,

Isabel admires beautiful hibiscus flowers at Delray Beach ranch
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Isabel & Monroe in Europe during Putney Graduate Trip

and Switzerland. They returned to the United
States, arriving in New York City on May 15, 1957.
It was a trip they would never forget.

School Teachers

After traveling to Europe with the Putney
Graduate School, Isabel and Monroe spent al-
most two months in Mexico during the summer
of 1958, to help Stephen set up an observatory.
That same year, on July 30, 1958, Isabel and Mon-
roe bought an 8o-acre mountain property near
Bryson City, North Carolina, with the hopes of
having youth camps there during the summers.
That fall, Monroe began teaching social stud-
ies at Deerfield Beach Junior High School. He
taught 200 pupils every day. During this time,
Isabel also taught almost full-time and volun-
teered at the local ‘Negro’ elementary school and
high school. Both Isabel and Monroe integrated
into their classes the lessons they had learned
on their many travels around the world. By the
summer of 1959, they had the first ‘summer sci-
ence camps near Bryson City. Over the next
several years, Isabel and Monroe taught during
the school year and held these camps during the
summers at their beautiful mountain property
near Bryson City. 3%
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Poster advertisements for Negro School play by Isabel in 1959

Isabel teaches pupils in Monroe’s Geography class at Deerfield Jr High School about her Youth Argosy World Trip adventures in 1962
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PRICE .25 VOLUME 3

WINTER 1950-51

(Chapter pagfz) 5.2 Youth Argosy cover
5.1 Steamship 1950 Youth Argosy Handbook
1952 Youth Argosy Handbook Zinc etching

Zinc etching
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5.3 Two boys in river
Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching
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5.4 Woman praying with child
1949 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching

5.5 Woman praying with children
1950 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching
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5.6 Man with two llamas
1952 Youth Argosy Handbook

f . 5.7 Woman painting island
Zinc etching

1952 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching
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5.8 Woman with dog cart
1950 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching

5.9 Native American women
1952 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching

5.10 Woman & children in Denmark
1952 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching
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Youru HosteL Racwuy.

5.11 Denmark: Youth Hostel Rally
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor



5.12 Arch of Titus
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

OF FRIENDLY

CURIOUS
c vl LOREN. 5.3 Italian boy

1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 243



5.14 Poverty in Greece

1950 Youth Argosy
World Tour
Watercolor
PoverTy -
AMD
ANGCIBNMT RBEAUTY.
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i —————

5.15 Rich man in Egypt

1950Yo:/1\t,hﬁr;rgl?‘sy TH‘ RI\CH MANM GOES To TowmM .
orld Trip

Watercolor
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5.17 Stepped pyramid of Djoser
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip

5.16 Pyramid & camel Watercolor

1950 Youth Argosy cover
Zinc etching
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5.18 Egyptian man
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.19 Woman with baby
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 247



5.20 Women gathering straw
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

(Facing page)

5.21 Woman on camel

1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.22 Turks and horse
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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AT THE MARKET - SELLING WATER -

5.23 Turkish boys
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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ISRAEL

5.24 Old Israeli shepherd
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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ISRAEL
P

On THE CULTIVATING YOouN¢c
KiduTZ. ~— DATE PALMS.

5.25 Woman cultivating
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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REFUGEERS

5.26 Refugee camps
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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REFUGEES AT NIGHT.

5.27 Refugees at night
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

5.28 Refugee woman with children
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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WE SAW THOUSANDS OF REFUVGEES _
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5.29 Man on donkey
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.30 Shah of Iran
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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WE RIPE TTHROUGH
CALcuTTA..

5.31 Calcutta ride
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

5.32 Begging

1950 Youth Argosy a E‘r GriiNG

World Tour
Watercolor
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HE sToLE mREAD !

5.33 He stole bread!
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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INDIA

Howy
MAN
WIiTH

NECKLACE
OF
HurmMmAan

IYONES .

5.34 Holy man
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor (Facing page)
5.35 The sacred cow
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.36 Rickshaw
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor 5.37 Man caring water
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.38 Monee?
1950 Youth Argosy
World Trip
Watercolor
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AT KAMA KVRA -

5.39 Children in Japan
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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JAPAN

.

5.40 Woman and child in Japan
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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WEe visiT THE GREAT [Buooma.

5.41 The great Buddha
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.42 Wake Island
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
‘Watercolor

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 267



- \WaAKE IsLamp

5.43 Wake Island
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor H
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5.44 Honolulu
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.45 Woman and children
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.46 Siamese Hut
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

(Facing page)

5.47 Siamese woman holding child
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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5.49 Waving boys
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor

(Facing page)

5.48 Siamese youth holding child
1950 Youth Argosy World Trip
Watercolor
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CHAPTER 6

DEOPLL
AND PLACLS




ver the years of travel, Isabel always had

a sketch book with her and loved to

draw the scenes she saw. Her pen and
pad was her camera, her eye the lens. She drew
hundreds of drawings of people, and in particu-
lar, she loved to draw children. Everywhere she
went, crowds of people would swarm around her
as she began sketching the faces and places she
saw. Many of these drawings were later included
in the AYH Knapsack and Youth Argosy Hand-
book.

Though Monroe loved to be the center of at-
tention, Isabel was more reserved and quiet. She
was a simple person, and preferred that no at-
tention be drawn to her. Yet, people were natu-
rally drawn to her because of her goodness, and
incredible heart. Isabel loved people, and they
loved her. She loved nature, and she loved God
who had created both man and beast. In the
1938 AYH Knapsack Isabel wrote of her love of
sketching, traveling, and people with the hopes
of helping others to gain a similar love.

Seeing Things
“Shorts, swimming suit, mess kit—yes take
those. But there’s one thing I never tell a hos-
teller to take with him. That’s a Sketch Book. The
reason that I don’t is that he might laugh me to
scorn before starting, while after he’s out for a

while he’s apt to pick one up anyhow. You may
not believe that, and of course I can’t speak for

NEVER
A SKETCH
Boowr
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the hundreds of hostellers whom I've never seen,
but speaking of those who have been hostelling
with me I'd say that the majority lapse into some
sort of sketching before their youth hostel trek
is done. If one or two in a youth hostel group
start out with sketch books (small pocket size
preferred) and colored pencils, the contagion
is amazing. No one is really immune. Even Tom
Burleigh who bikes farthest and fastest of us all,
was found at night fall in a corner of the hostel
day room drawing rather crude but very funny
things, pictures of a sort, that he’'d seen along the
way and remembered well enough to jot down. I
wish I had some of his sketches here for illustra-
tions. I guarantee they'd show you a brand new
Europe! Tom, incidentally, was always the cen-
ter of an uproariously laughing group of foreign
hostellers who adored his pictorial interpreta-
tion of their native ways and countries.

“If I inadvertently mention a sketch book be-
fore starting out I'm apt to be bombarded with
‘For mercy sakes. I'm not a Mike Angelo! And
‘Sketching en route? While you're hiking and
biking? How in the world! WHEN and WHERE
and WHY would you expect me to do it?’ To such
questions (if asked), I reply meekly, ‘A small
sketch book and colored pencils weigh but a few
ounces, can be tucked with no trouble at all into
one’s wanderbag. As for using it—next to a dic-
tionary it is, for example, the most practical way
I know of speaking foreign languages. Peasants
may not understand your sign language but they
know in a minute that you want to buy fruit, ap-
ples, grapes, oranges, with a mere flourish or two
of your bright pencils. Your stumbling pronun-
ciation of Auberge de la Jeunesse may sound like
Greek to friendly Jacques but the worst drawn
triangle with its AF] is at once understood. In
the hostel at night a Swiss girl asks you if you are
‘lifiing een Noo Yok?’ You shake your head real-
izing that your linguistic abilities are even worse
than hers, but soon youre laughing together
over your rough sketch of the eastern shore line
of the United States, with your Heimat [home-
land] Florida at its southern extremity. Then
you draw the sun (grinning widely to denote ex-



Isabel sketching on the side of the road in Europe

Isabel appreciating the beauty of nature while looking over a mountain valley
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Isabel admiring the Parthenon in Athens, Greece

Isabel drawing a portrait while in Europe about 1948

278 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH




tra warmth) and a palm with a somewhat nosey
crocodile asleep on the shore of an ocean, whose
waves indeed suggest a beauty parlor, but whose
identity is quickly comprehended.

“But it’s not only for the purpose of utilitar-
ian explanations that one draws. You do it be-
cause you ache to. Hostelling means seeing the
world, not glimpsing it from a whizzing car or
train, but truly and meditatively seeing it. That
means loving it.

“When our little Betty was seven she went
with us to Europe for our first hostelling. We ar-
rived one noon at an Alpine hostel. ‘Mummie,
said Betty, ‘I think you're tired. You can stay here
and rest, I'll be back in a few minutes. “Where
are you going in those few minutes, Betty?' I
asked. ‘To the top of that mountain and back,
she replied with such a rapt glance that I knew
what she was feeling. Days later when we had
discovered the mountain together, she asked her
Daddy, ‘Monroe, which country is beautifulest?

To THE ToP
OF THAT

MQOQUNTAIN |

Europe or America? ‘What do you think, Betty?’
he queried. ‘Well, said Betty, ‘I think America
has the beautifulest Lake Ontario and Europe
has the beautifulest Alps, It makes such an inter-
esting world!” Older hostellers discover ‘an inter-
esting world, too, and having been caught in its
lure, they long to keep its pictures. You should
see Betty’s and Stephen’s pictures of youth hos-
tels and mountain ranges!

“Of course you can preserve your trip re-
markably with a movie camera and colored film,
but many of us hostellers can’t afford that luxury,
Also, in many places one may sketch when it’s
too dark to photograph, nights at the hostel it-
self, twilight and dim mornings on the trail. One
of the times that I enjoyed much using my sketch
book (albeit under some difficulty) was in the
Catacombs of Rome. I held my sketch book and
lighted taper in one hand while I sketched with
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A
PASSING
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the other, old inscriptions, early Christian sym-
bols, a passing quiet-sandaled monk, shadowy
corridors. In the fun of sketching I didn’t notice
that my comrades had gone on or that the little
taper was fainting, bending farther and farther
over in my hand. Suddenly it went out and left
me in the dark. The stories of brave early Chris-
tians who hid successfully in those weird subter-
ranean vastnesses came to my mind. Now when
I look at those sketches I again feel the cold wall
into which I ran head on, and smell the frighten-
ing mustiness of that lonely underground crypt.
Sketches do that—bring back keenly, poignantly
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the time and place of your sketch, whether or not
the picture is particularly well done.

“As for ‘Sketching while you hike or bike, it’s
easy as pie, I don’'t mean of course while you're
actually in motion tho even that 14-year-old
Joan Merriss accomplished. She not only could
change her socks, get into her rain cape, read
a map, jot notes in her diary, all while merrily

~.

.

JOAN

wheeling along on her bike, but she could and
did fix flying little sketches in her diary-sketch
book too.

“Sketching while youre hostelling means
that you layout an easy daily itinerary that will
allow time for stops. You leave the hostel bright
and early, having made up your bunks, packed
your knapsacks, tidied a bit, eaten a hearty break-
fast, washed up, and gotten your passes from the
house parents. About ten, perhaps, youre all
feeling hungry again. The spot is a heavenly for-

A RED- ROOFED VILLAGE

est, high on the mountainside, up which you've
been toiling. Thru the trees there shines a val-
ley of bright fields flanking a red-roofed village,
a line of blue mountains beyond. You open your
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wanderbag and take out a hunk of bread, a bar of
chocolate, an apple. There, too, is your friendly
little sketch book. You turn its pages and nibble
thoughtfully at a chocolate sandwich. Yester-
day’s sketches are surprisingly recognizable.

CADBBAGESDS

N THE

That peasant woman and her baby in the cab-
bages aren’t bad at all. Much better than the day
before. Exciting! Could you do the roofs there
between the trees? Two great grey trees like ca-
thedral columns, with that pattern of brightness,
a window, beyond. You could try. Hank, who
can’t draw worth a cent, is standing importantly
against a great spruce with his sketch book out!
Well, if he can, here goes! The grey of the trees
is just the color of that new pencil you bought
in Paris. Fun! Half an hour later you started on
and are sailing down the coast that rewards each
push up. As the pinesweet wind whistles in your
ears you say to yourself, ‘It didn’t do the spot jus-
tice but I can touch it up tonight at the hostel.
And I'm so glad I stared and stared at that valley.
I saw more and more loveliness every minute. I'll
never, never, never forget it!

“Midday with its longer stop means another
sketch perhaps. In a few days, it’s intoxicating to
see how you've improved. It’s great sport, too,
to ‘compare notes’ or sketches with those youth
hostel comrades of yours who have ‘caught the
bug’

“One morning this past summer I drove
from Northfield to Greenfield, a distance of 16
miles, to do some errands. Outside Wilson’s
Youth Hostel Shop, I noticed two girls packing a
newly acquired purchase into a bike bag. ‘Hello,
I ventured, ‘Are you hostellers?” ‘Yes, are you?
Smilingly I nodded ‘Yes’ in answer. ‘We’re bik-



ing to Northfield. they went on, ‘where are you
going? ‘Northfield” with more smiling to myself.
‘Biking? ‘No. ‘Hiking? ‘Why, no. I started but
they interrupted. ‘Youre NOT going by CAR!
SISSY! Even I, you see am not free of the hostell-
ers scorn of him who lazily travels by auto from
hostel to hostel, though I should add that this
specie of animal is practically extinct. The bona
fide hosteller prefers to go under his own steam,
hiking, biking, flat-boating, horseback riding, or
skiing, as the place and time of year suggest. A
sketch book fits into every kind of hostelling. As

your flatboat takes a lazy river bend, your sketch
book itches to be out in the sun. That exciting
‘wild wasser’ bit demands a cartoon born of the
group’s hilarious reminiscing as you loll safely
on a flowery bank. Skiing—well Ellie did a rare
sketch with her ears packed full of snow. And
so it goes, if you become a youth-hostel-sketch-
book fan.

“Once a hitch-hiker, trying to defend his
mode of travel, weakly said that he discovered
many interesting people among those who ‘fell’
for his beseeching thumb. Well, if it’s discover-
ing people that hitch-hiking does, sketch-hiking
and sketch-biking, and all the other kinds of
sketch-hostelling, too, do it a thousand times
over. For it’s not the pictures of snowy peaks and
passes, roaring rivers, placid pools, quaint towns
and lofty tower—no, not even catacombs that
give me deepest pleasure. It’s the people there,
friends all—shy, kindly, curious, warm. You'll
find it so too. And ‘Mike Angelo’ himself had no
more joy I think in his saints and arc-angels than
you will have in the friendly faces of your sketch
book gallery™ #%3%

Isabel noticing the beauty of broken ceramic
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6.2 Buildings on a hill

Colored pencil

(Chapter page)
6.1 Old woman with pine

1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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6.3 Ponte Vecchio, Italy
Colored pencil

1ST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER




6.4 Chapel of St. Francis, Fisole
Colored pencil
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6.5 Savannarola’s Bell Tower
Colored pencil
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6.6 Beyond Monte Carlo
Colored pencil

6.7 Castle on hill
Colored pencil
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6.8 Church in the hills
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil 6.9 Capri, Italy

Colored pencil
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6.10 Arch of Titus
Colored pencil

(Facing Page)
6.11 Rue St. Honoré
Colored pencil
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6.12 House on a hill
Colored pencil 6.13 Orchard
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Colored pencil

Masaio o GuaAnAvAa.
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6.14 Village with clock tower
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.15 Hilled village
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor

(Facing page)

6.16 Hong Kong
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.17 Rotschuo, Switzerland YH
Watercolor

294  ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



6.18 Christening at Kilbride
Watercolor 6.19 Breakfast at YH in France
Watercolor
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6.20 Women and child on bicycle
Watercolor
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6.21 Woman with baby
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.22 Latino man & woman
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.23 Latino boys & dog
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.24 Ruins of Mitta
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.25 Woman washing dishes
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.26 Sleeping boy in street
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.27 Latino pueblo

Isabel’s sketchbook 6.28 Latino man & donkey
Pencil sketch Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch
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6.29 Latino children
Isabel’s sketchbook
Ink drawing
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(Facing page)

6.30 Latino man & woman
Isabel’s sketchbook

Ink drawing






6.31 Woman with child . (Facing page)
Isabel’s sketchbook 6.32 Waiting their turn
Ink drawing Isabel’s sketchbook

Ink drawing
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6.33 Boy carrying water
Isabel’s sketchbook
Ink drawing

(Facing page)

6.34 Little watchers
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.35 Latino girl with goat

1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.36 Mexican wagon

1940 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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SOUTH AMERICA

6.37 South American couple

AYH Meredith School pamphlet 6.38 Mexican landscape

Zinc etching 1941 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.39 Little urchin
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.40 Special launch
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.41 Pyramids of Giza

1937 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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6.42 Ornate veil
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.43 Silk stockings
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



6.44 White camel
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.45 Beloved steed
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.46 A youngster and oldsters
1975 Family letter
Ink drawing

6.47 Three boys
1975 Family letter
Ink drawing

6.48 Woman cleaning pot
Paint
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6.49 Family with adopted son

Ink drawing
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Isabel’s sketchbook

Ink drawing
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6.51 Three dancers

1938 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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6.52 Dancers
e 1937 AYH Knapsack
K Zinc etching

6.53 Lively dancers
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.54 Dancing in wooden shoes

Isabel’s sketchbook

Watercolor

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH
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6.55 Couple dancing
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.56 Do it like this

Isabel’s sketchbook 6.57 Dancing to the banjo
Pencil sketch Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch
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6.58 Joyous thanksgiving
1946 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.59-6.60 Dancer silhouettes

1937 & 194.6 AYH Knapsack 6.61 Around the world dancers

Zinc etching 1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.62 Happiness at Meredith AYH camp
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.63 Old woman caring for pig & girl
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.64-6.66 Farm silhouettes
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.67 Youth with horse
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.68 Horse drawn carriage
1942 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.69 Denmark wagon
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.70 Boys on horse
1951 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching

6.71 Two Dutch farm workers
1952 Youth Argosy Handbook
Zinc etching
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6.76 Crowing rooster

Family letter

Ink drawing

6.75 Child playing

ck

1940 AYH Knapsa

etching

Zinc

6.77 Country family

1940 AYH Knapsack

etching

Zinc
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6.78 Girl carrying fruit basket
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.79 Boy picking fruit 6.80 Girl with deer
1943 AYH Knapsack 1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching Zinc etching

330 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



6.81 Boy milking cow
1942 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.82 Mother working with son
AYH Meredith School pamphlet
Zinc etching
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6.83 Boy feeding baby goats
1942 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching 6.84-6.85 Boys with plow horse

1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.86 Two girls with horse
1942 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



6.87 Gathering hay
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.88 Loading hay
1943 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.90 Hostelers sitting by tree

Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch 6.91 Hosteler enjoying the view

Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch
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6.93 Mountain hikers
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.92 Hiker
Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch
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6.94 Hiker buying beans
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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Fealsan

6.95 Richard Schirrmann
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.96-6.97 Boy with mother
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.98-6.99 Holland sketches
1937 & 1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

340 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



:))A) ~ (g
JIP s,

5&%-&1&%& 0 otn

6.100 Woman & girls in Switzerland
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.101 Girl writing 6.102 Girls with bikes
1939 AYH Knapsack 1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching Zinc etching

6.103 Boy playing guitar
1946 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

342 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH






6.108 Woman
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

6.109 Woman in jacket
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.111 Man with staff
1937 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching \!
\
!_

6.110 Woman in rain
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

Dol

6.112 Bikers in rain
1937 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.113 Man with beret
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil

346 [SABEL BACHELER SMITH




6.114 Alfredo Singulari
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil on ink
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6.115 Man snoozing
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil



6.116 Patrolman
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.117 Man
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.118 Man catching a wink
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.119 Old man

Isabel’s sketchbook (Facing page)
Colored pencil 6.120 Old woman knitting
Isabel’s sketchbook

Colored pencil

352 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 353



6.121 Resting woman
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil

354 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



6.122 Sleeping woman
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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(Facing page)

6.123 Woman
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil

6.124 Old woman with child
Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch

6.125 Boy sucking thumb
Isabel’s sketchbook
Ink drawing
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6.126 Woman carrying package
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.127 Boy listening to minister

Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil
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6.128 Mother with child

Isabel’s sketchbook

Watercolor

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH
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6.129 Mother holding child
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor
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6.130 Mother and children
Watercolor
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6.131 Mother holding her son
Pencil sketch
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6.132 Doctor with boy
1942 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching 6.133 Two youth reading

1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.134 Boy sitting
Isabel’s sketchbook

Watercolor
6.135 Boy’s faces
1945 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.136 Why not shed your swim suit?
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor & pencil

6.137 Boy’s face
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor & pencil
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6.138 For all ages
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor & pencil
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6.139 Boy’s face

Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil

(Facing page)

6.140 Playing boy
Isabel’s sketchbook

Colored pencil

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH
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6.141 Shy girl visitor
Isabel’s sketchbook
Pencil sketch

(Facing page)

6.143 Girls on beach
Isabel’s sketchbook
Watercolor

6.142 Girl holding hand
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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6.144 Girl playing with marble
Isabel’s sketchbook
Colored pencil

(Facing page)

6.145 Girl climbing
Isabel’s sketchbook
Ink drawing
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uring her early years, Isabel was raised

as a Congregationalist in a very de-
.._‘ vout family. Isabel’s father was the lo-
cal minister and her mother the Sunday School
teacher of upwards of 48 students. Isabel re-
called, “These days of our childhood were rich
with happiness and with the blessing of a fam-
ily that lived in the consciousness always of a
loving Heavenly Father. There were daily family
prayers in which we knelt in the living room to-
gether and father would read from the Bible and
follow it by prayer and by the Lord’s Prayer.”®
Her father would also bless the food before ev-
ery family meal, saying, “Lord Jesus, thou hast
spread the feast. Abide with us we beg, and be
our guest. Feed our souls and teach our hearts.

@)

Francis Bacheler preaching from the pulpit about 1936
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And bless this food to our use, and us to thy ser-
vice. Amen.”® Isabel truly tried to live this prayer
of her father, by being in the service of God, by
serving others throughout her life.

Discovered God

Isabel spoke of one of her first experiences
as a child where she learned of God’s existence.
She said, “I not only was sort of odd and perfectly
devoted to every little shaft of sunlight and every
little blade of grass—I felt that they were a piece
of me—but [ wanted to know that God was real.
I wanted to know that there was a God. And I
thought to myself, ‘Well, the sensible thing to do
is to make a little church and this seemed easy
enough—I will go into my room, or what they
called the children’s room, and I will kneel down
by the bed and I will say, ‘Dear God, please put a
doll in that chair over there. And may it be a doll
with blue eyes and long eyelashes and golden
hair and a little dress with flowers on it, sprin-
kled all over it, and then I will know that you are
a God. And so I prayed quite a long prayer and
described the doll minutely and opened my eyes,
expecting to see a doll there, but the chair was
empty. And I said, ‘Well, that proves that there
isn't any God. I felt bereft, terribly, terribly be-
reft. On one occasion, we visited Alice Tolfit. She
took us into her playroom. There were rows of
dolls and they all had golden hair and curls and
they all looked perfectly gorgeous. And I sud-
denly thought, ‘How utterly, utterly uninterest-
ing they are and how utterly I don’t want them.
There is nothing in them that seems to me to be
delightful or lovely. I went home and I went out
in the woods and I took my jackknife and I cut
some sticks and I got some acorns. I put these
together and I made a perfectly adorable brown
doll and I loved it. And I thought, ‘It is a doll!
He showed me how to make a doll! It is much
nicer than the other dolls. Thank you, God! 'm
so glad youre my friend!” So I discovered there
was a God.

“Then I got to worrying about Hell because
it seemed to me a very selfish thing for people
to be willing to go up on the golden cloud and
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Isabel’s mother, Rebecca Bacheler (far left) with her Sunday School class about 1914
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Monroe & Isabel enjoy a horseback ride together about 1942

walk the golden streets and play on golden harps
and cavort in the heavenly meadows, when other
people were down below in a great big horrible
pit where they were eternally doomed. And I
thought, ‘If there is a Hell, I'm going down there
and I'm going to stay with those people and I'm
going to burn with those people and I don't care
if it’s for eternity. I'm just going to burn and be
as miserable and as full of anguish as they are’
My father, whom I loved very much, but who
was closest to me when we were reading books
or when he was preaching a sermon, came into
the kitchen one day and I screwed up my cour-
age and said, in a faltering voice, ‘Father, is there
a Hell? And he said, ‘Well, honey, what do you
want to know about Hell? And I said, ‘Well, it
just seems to me that it’s very horrible for God to
make a Hell and make people burn for eternity
and wars are just as bad, too. And he said, put-
ting his arm around me, ‘Do you think I would
make you burn in Hell forever?” And I said, ‘Well,
[ don'’t think so, but I'm pretty bad.” And he said,
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‘Well, do you think I am as good as God is?” And
I said, ‘Of course not, daddy! Nobody could be as
good as God. Not even you.’ And he said, ‘Well, if
[ wouldn'’t do it and I'm not even as good as God,
do you think that God could do it? And I said,
‘Oh, I guess not! I guess there isn’t any Hell after
all” And he said as he laughed, ‘Well, darling, it
isn’t the sort of Hell where one burns for eternity.
And you won'’t understand this now, but some-
day you will. There is a Hell because I've been
there. And so we dropped the subject of Hell.”34

Smiths Convert to Quakerism

Later, Isabel and Monroe both converted to
Quakerism because of the emphasis placed on
peace, love, kindness, and pacifism, especially
after their experience in Nazi Germany and hav-
ing witnessed the ravages of war. However, they
still often attended the Congregational meetings
and visited many different churches to meet the
ministers and learn their stance on civil rights
and other social and moral issues.



Later in life Isabel wrote of the principles of
Quakerism that she treasured most: “First, to me
‘thou shalt not kill’ means just that, with no ifs
or ands. To go to war doesn'’t really mean giving
one’s life. If it did the enemy would win quickly.
The side that can kill most, be most brutal and
is more terrifying ‘wins. Sometimes I lie awake
with great heartache thinking of the brutality of
napalming innocent little children in Vietnam,
and of causing starvation and devastation. Je-
sus was a young man when he died on the cross.
How easily he could have said: ‘My life is too pre-
cious. I have a message from Heavenly Father. I
must live. He really gave his life, but first prayed
in agony: ‘Father, if it be Thy will take this cup
from me, but not my will but Thine be done. The
Quakers believe we must do that. We are told:
‘thou shalt not kill’ and in accordance with that
I believe. William Penn said: ‘Never do evil that
good may come of it

“Next, Quakers believe in a ‘house not made
by hands, eternal in the heavens. They have only
meeting houses of the simplest sort. This is their
feeling: ‘My body is the temple of the Living

God. I need no columns tall; I need no roof or
wall. My body is the temple of the Living God.
Oh God of love, what greatest ecstasy than to
house Thee? Why need I go where stained glass
windows show? In Thy employ I find my joy. My
body is the temple of the Living God. Always at
home with Thee!

“Another thing, regarding the resurrec-
tion of the body—Quakers believe in immor-
tality. To go to our Heavenly Father ‘eternal in
the Heavens’ is my glad confidence. But what
that body will be like, I leave to God. A worm
does not resemble the butterfly. I may or may
not look like old Isabel Smith, with her insides
torn, her back crushed in five places, her wrin-
kles and her palpitation. My Heavenly Father
knows me and cares for me and will provide for
me a heavenly body. It will be a body markedly
different from Mary Jones or Esther Burnette,
but God alone will fashion me.

“The last point is that Quakers seem much
more inclusive in their feelings that we are all
God’s children and that he cares for us all—even
the dullest and most depraved. Others may say

Monroe & Isabel became Quakers because of their strong belief in world peace
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I S:cphen & family at Northfield Congregational church

‘you first after me’ while with the Quakers its
‘you first” A Quaker could not live in a cave with a
store of food while the world was being bombed
and those without food and shelter were suffer-
ing and dying outside. Quakers would rather die
and give their last crust to a hungry soul. After
all, death is not so important. It is just going to
God who is, as it were, in the next room. I am
not afraid of meeting Him—any more than [ am
afraid of seeing again my father.

“In short, I believe it is that Quakers try to
live lives of righteousness because they love, not
because they fear God.”®

Prayer & Scriptures Direct Life

When speaking of her quiet example,
s wrote: “How do I feel about my mother?
My heart overflows with gratitude for her sacri-
fice and love for me. To me, her example of quiet
unassuming humility is next only to our Savior.
And I had the blessed fortune to have grown
up in her home! My parents, and especially my
mother, lived as wonderful an example as any-
one on this earth. They taught me to listen to
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the Spirit, and then to follow its promptings. I
saw my mother read the scriptures and have
her private prayers daily. This was not just five
minutes a day, she arose early each morning and
invested at least half an hour or an hour ponder-
ing the scriptures, praying, and listening to the
answers to her prayers. She knew the Old and
New Testament stories, the messages behind the
stories, and the individuals in the stories. When
explaining something to me she would casually
retell a story in great detail, and in such a way
that the point was explained, without her hav-
ing to give an explanation. I now look back in
awe! She KNEW the scriptures. | see now that
the Old and New Testaments were guiding bea-
cons in each hour of her life. The day was quietly
directed by what she knew to do from knowing
what others had correctly done. Yet she was so
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Monroe & Isabel visit a humble Quaker meeting house in 1958



Isabel & Monroe loved all people and animals—about 1958

subtle about this that only recently have I come
to realize how much she was influenced by her
hour of early morning meditation.”

“My mother taught me to have faith in prayer.
On many mornings, I would see my mother
in her bedroom in prayer. I asked her ques-
tions about God, and about religion. She never
pushed her beliefs on me, but her answers and
attitude gave me confidence that she believed
in a personal God who heard and answered her
prayers. I recall several occasions when mother
would lose something, and after having looked
for some time, would remember to have a brief
prayer. After the prayer, she would arise and im-
mediately look somewhere she had not previ-
ously thought to look, and find the lost item. I
have been fortunate to have had her beautiful
example of a personal relationship with our Fa-
ther in Heaven, as it has helped form my own
relationship with God.”®”

On one occasion, M asked his mother
what God was like. He pointed to a picture in her
bedroom and asked if God looked like a person,
like in the painting. Isabel told mmmmmm that she
“knew God existed but did not know how to de-

scribe what He looked like. But if I would pray, I
would have feelings to know that He existed and
was real.”® She later wrote, “Perhaps I have not
spoken with God—though I pray very much—
but I feel he has spoken to me. When I ask him
for light and guidance, it comes with wonderful
comfort and clarity. I have asked for light regard-
ing my faith and I have never had such beautiful
and certain guidance.”®

Isabel knew God, and lived what she dis-
cerned was right. Many of her works were reli-
gious in nature, and were inspired by the scrip-
tures and the birth and teachings of Jesus Christ.
She memorized the Beatitudes in the Bible, the
greatest teaching of Jesus, and lived by His teach-
ings to the best of her ability. These profound
truths were a guiding beacon in her life, and re-
flected her devotion to God and man: “Blessed
are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth.
Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst af-
ter righteousness: for they shall be filled. Blessed
are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy.
Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see
God. Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall
be called the children of God* s#3%.
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7.8 Mary holding baby Jesus
Pencil sketch

7.9 Baby Jesus

Pencil sketch
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7.10 Mary and baby Jesus
Poem book for Monroe
Watercolor on ink
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7.19 Angel and two lambs
Stephen Smith’s baby book
Paint

(Facing page)
7.18 Lord make me
Paint on ink
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7.21 San Marco
Colored pencil on ink

7.20 Angel
Colored pencil

Anoel (Lask supper).
. ,T_’?’t : e San Mareo.
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7.22 Come adore Him
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

7.23 Two angles
1950 Youth Argosy Handbook
Watercolor on zinc etching

7.24 Three Christmas angels
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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CHAPTER 8

DE ACE MAKE R

1952-1985




sabel was a kind, simple, and small

woman with brown hair and brown

eyes. “She smiled readily, called a lot
of people ‘Darling, and had unusually wide-
set eyes, and a heart-shaped face.”® She never
dressed extravagantly, and always had simple
hairstyles. She saw no difference between herself,
and the poor and afflicted of the world. When
she would see someone suffering from poverty or
physical deformities, she was often heard saying,
“There but for the grace of God go 1.” She then
would go and seek to somehow comfort or help
the person she saw. She also had no attachment
to her personal belongings. If anyone ever com-

iR

Isabel, a simple, small, yet kind woman
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mented on something they liked, Isabel would
find a moment when she could give them the
item. On one occasion, Isabel’s daughter-in-law,
mmmm commented on a beautiful pearl necklace
that Isabel was wearing and without hesitation,
Isabel kindly gave mummmm the necklace.

Isabel and Monroe also gave generously to
several non-profit peace organizations, paying a
tithe, or a tenth of their yearly earnings to these
groups. In 1965, Monroe wrote, “Throughout the
year Youth Argosy through the efforts of its di-
rectors further the work of many organizations
whose aim is to better understanding through-
out the world. Chiefly their assistance is chan-
neled through the following: American Asso-
ciation of the United Nations, American Civil
Liberties Union, American Committee on AfTi-
ca, American Friends Service Committee, Com-
mittee on Racial Equality, Florida Council on
Human Relations, Fellowship of Reconciliation,
Meals for Millions, UNICEF, and WILPF. Isabel
is President of the Palm Beach County Branch of
the Women'’s International League for Peace and
Freedom. Monroe is Treasurer.”®

Furthermore, Isabel created many works of
art used by these organizations for handouts, fly-
ers, cards, etc. Isabel wanted to give all she could,
and one of the ways she could give was through
her talent with art. Her works included the poor
of the world pleading for help with outstretched
hands, illuminated words of peace and compas-
sion, and works depicting the evils of war. She
utilized her art to inspire others to serve and to
give to good causes, such as feeding the poor in
Europe after the ravages of World War II.

“It’s goodness we are after”

Even from a young age, Isabel demonstrated
her love of God and goodness toward all human-
kind by the following story: “One day a man came
to see father. We children had gone to bed. In
the children’s bedroom, there were two big dou-
ble beds. There was in the middle of the room
a register that would presumably let the heat
from the living room up into the room above and
whenever there was company we would go and



Bacheler Family reading in 1908 (standing: Robert, Muriel, Theodore; sitting: Rebecca, Clementine, Francis, Christine, Frances, Isabel)

open the register and rally around it and peer
down to see who it was, and it was very nice. On
this particular occasion, it was a man from the
Theodore B. Stark Company in New York City.
My father had been, at one time, a part of the
firm. He had a remarkable ability to judge gems
and to tell the value of diamonds, if they were
real or imposters. And they had never had any-
one who could quite fill his place. So the visitor
was talking to father and saying, ‘You know, Mr.
Bacheler, we really need you badly and we will
give you so much if you would come back. We
know that you have all these children who need
to be educated and who will need to go to col-
lege, and as a country minister you have little
or nothing to offer them in the way of financial
security, which you would have if you were with
us. Father said to him, ‘Well, no, no, thank you.
Our family is very happy to be here. I like what
I am doing. I want to do the Lord’s work. And
the bearded-mustached, gentleman representa-

tive raised his voice and paid no attention to him
whatsoever and went on talking, increasing the
offers, doubling the offers and tripling the of-
fers and getting very much concerned about the
whole thing. And finally a little voice, I'm afraid it
was mine, from the upper region called out, ‘Oh,
Mr. Man, you don’t understand. It’s not money
we want, it’s goodness we are after’ This was met
with laughter from down below but ended the
argument and the gentleman said, ‘Well, I guess
you have the backing of your whole family. There
is not much use in my staying longer.” This was
the passion for God and goodness and beauty
and deep powers of being.”

One More Race

s recounted another story that dem-
onstrated Isabel’s peaceable nature: “My mother
tells of an experience she had asa girl. I first heard
the story when I was about 15 and in Europe with
my parents. It seems that we were visiting a facil-
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Smith family in December 1964 (Monroe, Isabel, I, I IS B Bty & Larry )
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Isabel painting works of peace about 1966

ity, possibly a NATO facility, when my mother
told me this story. My mother had been invited
to attend a meeting of delegates from countries
where there were strong differences of opinions.
It seems that the meeting was many years earlier
in the same facility.

“The meeting had been in session for several
hours. There was at stake the reconciliation of
an issue that had been dividing two of the coun-
tries. The repercussions of no reconciliation
between the two countries would have proven
significantly damaging not only to the two coun-
tries involved, but to numerous other countries
as well. The atmosphere of the meeting became
increasingly more heated, and it soon became
apparent that the possibility of reconciliation

was unrealistic. Those in attendance became
weary as the hours of the day stretched into the
evening. Not only had the delegates of the two
countries become loud and rude to each other,
but others had chosen sides and were joining in
debate in an unbecoming manner.

“When it became obvious that an impasse
had been reached, my mother, who was only a
visitor, and not a delegate, asked if she could tell
a short story. She felt that her request did not fit
the protocol of the meeting, but often she did
things she felt impressed to do. Surprisingly, she
was granted the opportunity to relate her story.

“She told of an experience she had as a young
girl. She and one of her friends, another girl of
her age, had been walking together on a beauti-
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Isabel, I & I - ting at the table in 1967

ful day. They both felt the vigor inspired by the
lovely weather and my mother’s friend asked her
if she would like to race to a point ahead. Isabel
liked the idea and off they went. Isabel reached
the chosen point first. The girl was disappointed
and said she had not run as fast as she could and
that they should run the race again. So they did,
and Isabel won again. This time the girl said to
her, ‘1 hate you. I never want to see you again.
My mother thought for a moment, realized what
had happened, and said, ‘You know, I think we
should run one more time. The girl was upset
and did not want to, but finally she agreed. This
time you know who won. It was not Isabel! As the
two stood at the finish to catch their breaths, the
girl turned to my mother and said, ‘Oh Isabel, I
love you!

“My mother sat down and the meeting re-
sumed. There was a completely new tenor to the
meeting, delegates smiled as they reconciled

406 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

their differences, an accord was struck, and the
meeting concluded.”#

A Soft Voice

Isabel was known for her soft voice, and
peaceable demeanor. “I never heard her raise
her voice,” mummmmm wrote. “When she wanted to
get my attention from a distance, she had a clear
little whistle in which she would whistle two
notes, alternating between one high pitched, the
second low pitched. It wasn'’t especially loud, but
it was unique and I could hear and recognize it
at long distances, and would immediately come
to see what she wanted. She never argued with
my father, me, or anyone. If there were a time in
which she could see that the emotions of a dis-
cussion could turn heated, she would ask if we
would each take a turn and express our thoughts
without interrupting anyone else. Then we
would do so, and we would keep going around



Monroe & Isabel Smith about 1966

Monroe & Isabel in front of their home on Bobolink

until all had said all they wanted to. By the time
we had all spoken in quiet tones, the correct so-
lution or position would seem to be apparent.
If not mutually agreed upon, at least we under-
stood each other and were still friendly one to
another. It was most peaceful to be around her.

“My dad would often bring people home to
join us for a meal, and often to spend the night,
or for several days. Mother always made them
welcome and was happy to feed and house them.
But with all her goodness and kindness to oth-
ers, | remember that I felt she loved me. She
once told me how handsome I was. No one had
ever told me how I looked before. I was quite shy
and felt that I was not good looking. I knew she
told the truth and that one little gesture greatly
increased my self-confidence. She expected a lot
from me and that helped me to try to rise to her
expectations.”s

Isabel Gets Cancer

In the spring of 1968, Isabel once again faced
difficult health issues. In a letter, Monroe wrote
the following: “For a long time Isabel has been
having cramps and nausea. On April 16, a Berean
test and x-rays revealed a block in the colon. An
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outstanding surgeon looked at the partial ob-
struction and said he would remove it.

“Last Wednesday Isabel finished her health
program of walking, biking, and being on juices.
Thursday she went to the Bethesda Hospital in
Boynton Beach. Her weight was 108 pounds. Fri-
day she was in the operating room from g a.m.
till noon. The doctors removed 30 inches of her
colon and found her tumor was malignant. The
surgeon told me immediately afterwards that he
felt sure he had taken out all the cancer. She went
into the recovery room for four hours, and then
went into the intensive care unit for two days and
nights where she was fed intravenously.”*® “Isa-
bel’s spirit is remarkable and everything points
to a complete recovery with all normal physical
functions. Doctors and nurses agree her recov-
ery is fast, constant, and excellent.”?

While in the ICU, s visited Isabel and
recalled sitting next to her bed holding her hand
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Monroe & Isabel in front of Bryson City property in 1967
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Monroe Smith about 1965

as she was asleep. As she slowly began to awak-
en, she looked into mEmEE's eyes and with great
effort began to whisper to her youngest son. At
first, s could not understand her and he
reluctantly asked her to repeat herself. With re-
newed effort, and great difficulty, she again slow-
ly, but resolutely said to him: “I have been in the
hands of the Lord.”®

Monroe Retires

About three years later, in January of 1971,
Monroe was diagnosed with prostate cancer. On
February 3, Monroe had an operation to remove
the cancer; however, the cancer had already be-
gun to metastasize to other parts of the body,
including the bones.® The doctors gave Mon-
roe less than three years to live. After his sur-
gery, Monroe continued teaching school in Del-
ray Beach until June 1971. Because Monroe had
turned 7o in January, Florida state law required
him to retire. That year they sold their Florida
home on Bobolink and spent their last summer



in Bryson City before selling the property. By De-
cember, they sold the land and moved to Benja-
min Hill, Mexico, where Stephen and Mila had
been living.

What Christmas is All About

While in Mexico, only days before Christ-
mas, Isabel was home all alone when three
young Mexican men came to her home asking
for ‘monee.” “They made themselves at home,”
Monroe later wrote, “taking off layers of old,
damp clothes and hanging them on the bushes,
peering into the shed and helping themselves to
water. Then they came up to Isabel, who admit-
ted to being frightened at first. And why not? She
couldn’t get out of the locked gate; she couldn’t
lock herself in the tool shed; so she sweetly faced
them asking questions in her ‘poquito’ Espafiol.
She learned they had spent the last three nights
in a ditch nearby, had eaten nothing for days,
and had been driven away by the police. One
had a hacking cough and seemed weak and fe-
verish. Isabel drew pictures, described our fam-
ily, made a map of North America, told them she
would like to help, but doubted if she could. The
sick boy kept pointing into the open door of the

tool shed, at the bed, the chairs, the ‘comforts,
clasping his hands and saying ‘bonita casa, evi-
dently wanting to move in. Isabel grew more and
more distressed at his real need and kept say-
ing to herself: ‘I was a stranger AND YE TOOK
ME IN.” Monroe continued, “When I returned
I was startled, talked with them another half
hour, and took the trio to Michael Angelo, our
neighbor, who speaks both Spanish and English.
After a brief talk with the men, he sent them off.
I walked with them a distance and gave them all
the pesos I had. As far as I could gather, Michael
told them we were not wealthy Americans and
couldn’t help them. This troubled Isabel particu-
larly, but his reply to her was: ‘There will be hun-
dreds of such people coming through Benjamin
Hill this winter for it is like this all over. Mine isa
poor country with work and food for only a small
percent. We left heavy hearted.

“When Isabel asked me to drive her around
Benjamin Hill last evening it turned out that
she was sorrowing for the three men, hoping, by
lucky chance, we might find them. Finally, Isabel
said in a small voice, ‘You know, if one were to
live here I think the ranch would have to be a sort
of ‘Tivoli’ or ‘Hull house, where people could

Isabel in Mexico with a young family in 1958
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Monroe Smith about 1970

work for a meal and sleep on pads on the floor.
This may not be the best idea, but it seems more
‘Christmas’ than all the poor tinsel and holy pic-
tures and less hopeless than simply saying with
Michael Angelo: ‘There is nothing that can be
done!

“We did not find the three men but we knew
again what Christmas is all about—it is loving
and caring and sharing. It is brotherhood that
claims our very lives.”>°

Cancer Takes Monroe’s Life

As Monroe’s condition with cancer wors-
ened, Isabel and Monroe decided to return to the
States in March 1972 to visit I and M
in Colorado. After a short visit they returned to
Mexico until May when they again left Mexico
and traveled to Dodgeville, Wisconsin to live
in a trailer. By November 1972, they returned to
Delray Beach, Florida to live with Betty. Though
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Monroe’s cancer had spread to his bones he still
had hope and would not give up on living. “Every
morning at about 6:00 he rode a bicycle to the
beach, about one to two miles away, but he was
in constant pain and the effort left him exhaust-
ed for the rest of the day.

“The last week in November he went to the
Bahamas to see a doctor there about a reputed
cancer cure, but remained only five days. Then
the doctor in the Bahamas telephoned Isabel to
say that he was putting Monroe on an airplane
and sending him home. The miracle drug did
not work and he was in a bad way—he should
be met by an ambulance and taken to the hospi-
tal for blood transfusions. He was in the hospi-
tal three days and then insisted on going home,
where he went downhill very rapidly.”>

While at the hospital in the Bahamas, Mon-
roe wrote his last letter to Isabel, expressing his
love: “My darling sweetheart Isabel, someone
said this week Thursday was Thanksgiving. Ev-
ery day to me is Thanksgiving. I lay in bed at
6:30 this morning thinking how thankful I am

Isabel Smith in 1977



for so many things. One is that I can walk. [ am
especially thankful that after almost half a cen-
tury I can call you sweetheart and know you like
to have me. I told (the doctor) about you, how I
rushed across New Jersey to meet you the first
time, how I tried to date you but you were tied up
every evening till Sunday, and so I dated you to
go to church Sunday. I told him of how quickly I
proposed to you and what a marvelous wife you
have been all these years. God bless you angel
sweetheart. I love you every minute, Your Mon-
roe.

On December 8, 1972, Monroe lost his fight
against cancer and died. “This is written in
strange and sad retrospect.” Isabel wrote, “None
of us could believe in the devastating illness
that ravaged Monroe’s indomitable spirit. All he
lived and spoke and wrote was as optimistic as
though we were the invalids and he the person
of abounding health. Even I was deceived by his
amazing vitality and unaware of his true condi-
tion.

“About three years ago Dr. Rife of the Mayo
Clinic had given him only three years to live. But
Monroe had immense courage and faith that

Betty & Isabel in 1981

Isabel blowing out candles at her 84th birthday, granddaughter INEEEEEE [00ks on
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he could overcome his illness. He pushed him-
self incredibly. It was, however, a losing battle,
fraught with terrible suffering...

“Just before Monroe left us, when he was un-
able to turn or move, he spoke. His words were,
I think ... T'll ... go to the beach. How charac-
teristic of his spirit! Prophetic too, perhaps, of
breasting great breakers on some far shore, more
vast, more lovely than life.

“Monroe has gone. With his loss, we rededi-
cate ourselves to the love of the world and the
love of mankind. These lie at the heart of all his
work.”%3

Isabel Departs This Life

After the loss of Monroe Isabel wrote, “It
is a sad time of decisions and loss that I face—
homeless, husbandless, alone—I didn’t know I'd
face all this so soon.”* Over the next ten years
Isabel moved in with loving family and friends
who could help care for her in her deteriorat-
ing health. For about a year, she lived in Austin,

Texas with her oldest grandchild mmmm. She then
moved to Apache Junction, Arizona for about
one year. There she stayed in a lovely trailer
park near a dear friend, who had invited her to
help promote a WILPF (Women’s International
League for Peace and Freedom) Mesa Branch,
and obtain donations for adopting Vietnamese
orphans. Next, she moved to Prescott, Arizona
to live near Stephen and Mila. Isabel then lived
with her daughter Betty and granddaughter m,
in Winchester, Virginia for almost four years.

In August 1981, Isabel moved to Boulder,
Colorado where she lived with her granddaugh-
ter M. Then from June to December 1982 Is-
abel lived with a friend of mmmmmm who lived only
a few blocks from his home in Arvada.
another granddaughter, stopped by twice a day
to help bathe, feed, and assist her in any way.
I recalled how frail and thin she was, and
remembered that grandma always wanted the
same thing for breakfast: slightly burnt toast,
with oatmeal and raisins."s

Last known picture of Isabel, with author and grandson, Illl in February 1985
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Tombstone for Monroe & Isabel Smith in the Arvada Cemetery

In January 1983, Isabel moved in with a friend
of s who lived in Boulder, Colorado. Isa-
bel stayed there until the fall of 1984, when
mmmm returned from Boston when she heard
that her grandmother had been diagnosed with
the ‘dwindles’ and it was thought she would live
only a few more weeks. During this time, Isabel
also stayed with mmmm— mmmmm and their five
children for about five weeks in the beginning of
1985. While living with s, Isabel’s health
slowly began to improve when she started swim-
ming therapy at a local rehab swimming pool.*

On April 18, 1985, Isabel was changing into
a swimming suit to attend her swimming ther-
apy. While sitting on the edge of her bed, Isabel
slipped to the floor, and broke her hip. She was
immediately taken to the Boulder Community
Hospital where she was given a strong dose of
Demerol and Phenergan for pain. Isabel’s body
was overly sensitive to the medication causing
her heart to stop. Within a few minutes the doc-
tors resuscitated her, however, this cardiac arrest
led to pneumonia. After this, Isabel was never
the same again, being very lethargic and mostly
unresponsive. Despite her condition, after one

week with no improvement, the doctors oper-
ated on her broken hip. The operation was suc-
cessful, however, Isabel never recovered from the
pneumonia. Very early in the morning of May 3,
1985, Isabel peacefully passed from this life, be-
ing reunited with her beloved Monroe, and the
God she loved. Isabel was 86 years old, and was
survived by three children, Betty, Stephen and
B, and thirteen grandchildren.

Isabel co-founded two worldwide organiza-
tions, taught hundreds of students, influenced
the lives of thousands of youth around the
world, and greatly loved and cared for her fam-
ily. She left over 800 known pieces of art, penned
numerous poems, and left a wonderful legacy.
She lived what she wrote and sketched, by serv-
ing those around her in countless ways. Though
she created numerous beautiful works of art
(most of which she gave away) her greatest work
of art was the work and love that she gave to the
many around her. She once wrote, “Spreading
God’s love every day is the best way we know of
helping people.”*” Engraved in stone on her and
Monroe’s tombstone is the simple, yet powerful
single word, “Peacemakers.” s#3%
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ove shines

e in (e darkness,
©3 e roscless e
7 bears a rose....

®or the sake of the

saddened throush-
out the world ,
@Y, ke in a child
-9 from thie sows !

i Fn 8

8.2 Love shines
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

(Chapter page)
8.1 Peace on earth
1944 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching
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IN MEARTS TOO YOUNG FORL ENMITY, .
THERE LIES THE WAY
TO MAKE MEN FEREE

WHEN ALL OUAR FRIENDSHIPS
ARE WORLD WIDE

NeEw AGES WiLL BE GLORIFIED

LET YOUTH LOVE YOUTH
AND WARS WILL CEASE
DisaAr™M THE HEARTS

FOR THAT 1S PEACE.

8.3 In Hearts too young
Paint on ink
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THE %
THE BOMB.

8.4 Shadow of the bomb
Paint on ink

416 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



MTHERE ONCE WERE TWO CATS
OF KILKENNY .

EACH THOUGHT THERE WAS
ONE CAT TOO MANYV .

S0 THEY FOUGHT AND THEY FIT,
TuevY SCRATCHED AND THEY BIT,

¥
TiL, sTeAap OF TWO caTs -

THERE WERENT ANY 1

8.5 Two cats of Kilkenny
Paint on ink
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8.9 Not this but this
Paint on ink
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Fallout

Words by Mary Caroline Richards.
Drnwmgb by Isabel Smith .

~ “Is it raining |
U mother ,
deor?

I

2 “No,my child,
‘(& ®  the skyis clear.”
How con she tell hor child at play
The sky is raining every doy
On sand. -4
W end swings

| ond

)
o

Ond poisons everywhere it drops.

WIRE OR WAITE PRESIDENT KENNEDY

8.10 Fallout
1962 handout
Zinc etching
(Facing page)
8.1 Priorities
Zinc etching
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ood i..v...
%ud
cannot sanctify
evil means, aot
must we over
do ovil that
good may come

of i....
\M



2ot us then tey what Love will do.. .
Force may subdue, but leve gains,
and he who forgives first, wins....

8.12-8.14 A good end

William Benn .

Ina pe ried of our
history marked by
preat stress and
vielence ,"Lﬁl[ianl Penn
until the time of his
death kept a just:
reliable and Friendly
peace with the
= “savape” Indians. ¢

{.Th‘if- tlcd.'l:ﬂr cLatﬁ.qu ismade from cut P..:.Fh"r.‘.l
.
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If one Tries to end strife Thou shalf nof kill ...
by steife,there will be love your enemies,do

sirife for ever. good tothem who
hale you. JIesvus.

4

w
forbearance alone Iove all life. svooua
can end 5Tfé£gémms_ The carth is the lords.

PSALLLS.

8.15 Peace quotes
Handout
Zinc etching
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eeeeeeeee

soeBae fv:

‘..-‘- -
1 L3
L

k/( IS

@d’ us walk
G in His love.

%M@&m

Zinc etching



we st plant Hrust and love



h‘“

Ioove will overcome some daH-

8.18 Love will overcome

;ieizeef;fng This Christmas card is desioned for the
Palm Beach Eoun"g&.; Branch of the
Women's lonternational Leag‘ur_’ for
Poace and Freedom, an organization
founded in 1915 by Jane Addams
In 1931 she was awarded the Nobel
Peace Prize.. Cards may be ordered
from the Palm Beach Branech WILPF,
2910 Dobolink Rd, Delray Beach.florida.

(Facing page)
CARD DESIGHED BY ISABEL SMITH . PRICE, 10 FOR § 1.00.

8.17 Trust & love
abt. 1960 Peace card
Colored pencil on zinc etching
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Ko
y fnc,%

my country

| is YOI
the world f

Dante.circa 1295

Zinc etching

"Wtzy do
we kill people
who kill people
1o show that
killing peopie

is wrong?




Chere is only one child
in e world and his

name is £l Ehildren.

Cael Sandbuygg.

8.21 All Children
Colored pencil on zinc etching



8.22 Help in Europe
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

8.23 Food packages
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

432 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH




..our daily
l'bro.ad.

: ‘f .,uuaat-
*'l?i"’-' ! pliches
Prot..

nNotre
Pain
quo idien..

<
¢

j;
@

GIve To0 THE AYH
FOOD FUND

MAIL GIFTS TO: AYH

NORTHFIELD ,MASS.

8.24 Give us this day
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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COULD YOU EAT _.WITHOUT SHARING -
IFA HUNGRY CHILD SAT THERE TOO 1

8.25 Could you eat?
Original 1947 AYH sketch
Ink drawing

8.26 Poor child
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

434 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



8.27 For a safe tomorrow
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

8.28 Poor children
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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Inasmuch as ye have
done & uut’o
least of
these ...
even
these
least—..

8.29 The least of these
1940 AYH Knapsack 8.30 Blessed are the merciful
Zinc etching 1940 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching

Blessed are

i the meeciful .

436 ISABEL BACHELER SMITH



Deep v oy beart-1do bolieve,

Love will overcome some day.

d = > =




I].rm-h-icr to end strife by strife.
&hnjt:-t. will be stei ot I::u;g. f
?orbcamnce alone can end f-l'rift -
and this is ‘l’t‘*l-l!& a precious law.

Co nfu elus .

avc our enemies ...do gwd Yo
em that hate you.

{ \. m is the fulfiuin‘g af t:\:ul:w -

Paul .

*A¥

8.32-8.33 Christmas wish
Christmas card

au' wish you and yours:
Love , Joy and Peace
¢ Christmas and
the New Jear .

Christmas
Cheer

8.34 Christmas cheer
Christmas card
Zinc etching
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CHRISTMAS
CHEER

8.35 Christmas cheer
Christmas card
Zinc etching
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A

i When all our friendships
are wotld wide

 (New anes will be

" olorified ..

Let youth love youth
and wars will cease.

Disarm the hearts
for that is peace.

L N /N

4)

Zinc etching



i mme unlmown seas
h 1o unknown mads

8.37 Two shall be born
1948 AYH Knapsack
Watercolor on zinc etching
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e 7 WYy Ve
: _'_ -
i ferhaps sﬁ“}f day
| men will forget their gold,
7 Eﬁ; ot thﬁlr wt%»lth. P 2

' ¢ir old and greedy way

ethaps they wﬁl loo{ up

22 1o note with joy
Al ficld of swayin
buttercups in oy,

o
= 2
- P i - . 0

=

some day
men will forget their haste
iy " he rush and hurry
aat¥ = of their life and wait ,
= Eﬂhhp& they will have time
=~ 1o hear with joy

& robin chirpin

to his patient" mate,
ade b .
' mcrhaps some day
EE men will forget their guns,
}@hc noise of battle,
=rand the world’s unrest,
Perhaps some day
Zmen will be glad to note
curled-up dormouse

sluping in his nest.

\2’ Tleasaunce Catchpool .
1 yaar old Youth Hosteleor.

8.38 Perhaps some day
1941 AYH Knapsack
Paint on zinc etching
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’ a long time coming .
= 2L Man will yet win .
,.j.__'_...Onc hears“Ues but the people .What about
i

2l ) the people 2”7
s ﬂ ) Sometimes as thounh the

&

apain as a hoodlum
o you have to be touph with
&Y And seldom as thouph the people
o is a cauldron and a reservoir
N Of the human reserves that shape history...
4  “Man will never write,”
They said before the alphabet came
and man at last ba,gan to write. ;—
“Man will never fly; 21 )
they said before the planes and blimps
zoomed and purced in arcs <2
winding their circles around the globe.
: il o w
o “Man will never make e e
=% the United States of Europe S

2 nor later yet the
w22 United S?A‘h:& of the World , N
;7 “No,you are poing too far when you
v, 1alk about one world flag for
the preat family of Nations’
| they say that now!...
) and man the stumbler and finder poes on,
man the dreamer of dreams.
man the shaper and ma\ker/
man the answer. e
2, Man is along time cominy, (L\a;_,{;‘f
s Man will yet win. ~—=

4 ople
5 is a child to be pleased or fed
é‘ v
e

*
L=

Fram
THE PEOPLE, YES
Jn!r Carl Sandbury

fwn’*f A3, by Hareourd Brace s Gompueny Ine

8.39 Man is a long time coming
1948 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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{ he beatme,
el he robbed me’l
in those who
harbor such
thoughts fhatred

will nover die.

i e abused me,
he beat meo,

ho robbed me’l
in those who Jdo
not harbor such
thoughts hatred

' 3, _iu die.
:f or hatrod does
I “not cease by hatred.

. Dhammapada.

8.40 Hatred does not cease by hatred
1945 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



o "f e 27
: 3 {:} 2 K >3 iS
RY %
favving for fragrance
£ ’_. 7~ on the 1illied hills ,
N3V, Hungrg for color
1S in a bower of vose,

l Sk Grioving for beaut
' % #tt?id daf{'adias .

7, ~. Man .the enigma .goes -
Ll DO
I\ « ), He covers his head from suns
AN 2N and grieves at cold
\ Q’:i He walks by silver rivers
- and has thirst.

"'! When youth is for the asking
: he prows old :
Man.by himself.accurst,

e
Ay Lord of the overwhelming
/) loveliness,

A OF the flung suunlipht
and the zoning shade

[/
' L Forgive us in these prisons

of distress
A '8 Wheose bars curselves have made.
"& from A Flagon of Peauty
J AT by Wilson Tlac Donard.
100 i > 5
& —— NS
& I/ n ) s s 7

8.41 Starving for fragrance
1947 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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g; W his memony Book
7 is loving

Lk dcdumd’ e o

It _out‘ Fricads whe
!

bave shared

this home
: a5 deatr puests.

Zinc etching



rﬂ Sunlfgﬁt W w-,_-.._tw*

«I sent the snow, "i\f,

And then the showers, # h‘
And then He made ﬁ:} .
The little flowers ,~sto13~ &*’éili

The earth is sweet with Blossoms now

And it was very e
We can :wf an&:{sfaﬂzraiul yet W "P’

His love we must not f'car.
.Iw there come.

And weasry hottrs

He will at last -gretps2- ..r

Send peaceful Flowers.

-
s Isabed Pacheler,.

ER 449



450

s it such a little thing
— To find a wind flower
Twinkli'ny, in the wild wood
DHnur after Tl';:ur ,

ancing o The winds pi
With 3 happy nod ? e
Is it such a little thing ?
] think itis God.

l

\

. From The Hearts Question

by Cale Young Rice. “

9.4 It is such a little thing
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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L]

B o k - .
RN M. ? by Edna St.Vinceat Millsy~

cmttful AS A dandclwn blossom,
golden in the green grass
=== UThis life can be

‘_ Common as adandelion blossom

X Of 4 bcauﬁfuium the clean orass
) ; ¢ youngy,al OtNISING yoar;
A Bcatdtful to the cll:tlcl :

the eye of the child is clear.

% Life itself 1s a weed by the roadside
a common golden weecl
Gwc us bacl
the eyes of our childhood ,feced

= From ﬂie squint of &pr&lﬁ&l
the hoeny glint of greed .

Peautiful as a dandelion blossom,
dolden in the green prass

This life can be .

Common as a dandelion blossom

beautiful in the dean prass,net beauliful

Because common, beautiful because beautiful,

\ Noble because common, because free.

9.5 Dandelion blossoms
1938 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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VNS AN e P BT [

G Nlow spring is coming

ﬂ Our hearts are homing

Q ,/ Where winds are combing
r- 142y The hemlock boushs.

2 NIZ, Hither and yonder

vty Froel wc ‘11 wander,

P V’" Rl that we ponder
28

Q A green wmd 9oughs,.

N
P
L N

‘I Another turning

We must be learning
Our thounhts concerning
With bole and brook , /\
With sun and rmnfall
| Some hidden birds call,
Companion foot-fall,

. A
., L
Y T P
>
»

Q
.
-
.

Ifﬂm

1 & The sky’s deep book .
z:}. a Clementine Culluns

)”’;"j

meﬁ

a“h..-—J

! ’\v%;i: oy

l' /"
' “
94 AYHK p k

tching (F ing page)

( en by Isabel’s sister) 9.7 First breeze of autumn
937AYHK apsack

c etching
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\STY i

ow, like a rough buffet in my face,
The first breeze of Aulumn,
Barlily swaggering throush

the blistered streetls ,
Lashes my summer-dvugged spirit.

X From the chill far hills it comes,
\Brusquely jostling down the fruit
in the orcharvds,
Clawiny the gay-colored leaves
' from the frees ........
{Ah, breeze of Autummn,
You are no conqueror to me,
Dut brother of my spiril.
Your rounh handshalke
Y, /| bugles up my laggard self.
’ & Thouph you bluslter with your chill blast
I will roar you back from my loved ways .
1%14:' fempest heartens my soul

T LA NN e P TN SR

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 453



X b

who made such pretty birches
%‘f‘ﬁﬁﬂw spent such n,olglr i ° 5 :
in dandelions’ crowns .

b y
- Bk made small swallows "

flving oer greal churches |
Made little fishwho =~~~

N paze from slreams at towns...

He made preal woods
To be the small birds perches.
[lade the green meads to be
the crickets’ gowns, @%

B Fle made the snail EAN
A% He made the crab that lurches
Sideways to port ,
A made cockleshells , made clowns. ..
N\Dlessed be God ! So sweet @ :
so near is Ke !

| He made the old man’s sunshin
L % made this hour o :

. iMade stars for rooftops . &
& | Oh Wgat ig(ouigtcsy ' ¢
" "Twas He who dseamed

e, e honeysuckle flower.
L{.‘ Ble pave the nytolc his labyrinth ,
7

7= e pave -
The beach prass %_*3 &
= the embroidery of the wave ™™ .

9.8 Blessed be God
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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[ —" Yo vy ¥

¢asur¢ me, shky !

ell me Ireach by a song |,
IWearer the iy . O
I have been little so lnng 7\

~ >y
Emctg,l-t me, 111311 wind .

What will your wild scales record ?
;-ﬂ:l’d' of Pa!un ? e

:. Joy by the weight of a word ? (

% i@ﬂft’#ﬂﬂ reach out . ’?:’ ?

- Catch at my hands , stretch me taut!

L B3im of ﬂu: world, F{ﬁ
j Widen my cyes by aﬂwugli ! i(
@T. ~

.IMI bo my depth !

Wfl’ud be m tdih and my hcfg,ht !
§ orld, ™y Lar!s span .
[dnlllw WI“E,’ For iy rlight

~  leonora Speyer_

[y

=

9.9 Measure me, sky!
1944 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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PQ\ "u'_""f:?/ 3 n)\ N “‘* ‘\

‘ I QS? oday I have grown faller

5 ﬂi rom walkmg with the ftees ,

The seven sister- poplars

g" who go softly in a line

Fin And 1 thtnk my heast is whiter 1

R { for its parley wtﬂ‘l a sfar

' it H  That Trcmbled out at nightfall
W

3 and hung above the pine.
" g The call-aote of a redbird

§ ,‘ from the cedars in the dusk
D 3 Woke his happy mate within me
V\
)
{4t -

| I

.,.a»

=)

‘;‘:'h

E

»

..i":'_‘

o an answer free and fine ,
And a sudden anpel beckoned
from a column of blue smoke.

Iord,whoaml
‘that they should stoop -
these holy folk of thine ?

Karle Wilson Paler

NN O




year, gvow slowly

Y& . Exqutst e.bo

The days go on
i? I‘W%li al &

ds sh
il STars Plowing

éy / And birds in the daswsi»

ow slowly 3
> /lL ltlw a child tl%% dear

alammb that is m

tittle ,and
I‘tﬁlc = fpsﬁ ’a

6‘1“&0

‘Kai’h\rme Tynan

9.1 Like a lamb or a child
AYH K ck
(Facing page) 1937 ph ng
9.10 Today I have grown taller
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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.
) % M_‘h‘:;\@

#1"\..

=
l The Salutation of the D -
N Q from the 5an5kf=t'!'*hw“

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

Listen to the E*rhorl‘aiion of the Davwn !
Look to this day!

For it is Life, f’h.a. very Life of Life.

In its brief course lic all the

Varieties and realities of your Existence:
The Bliss of Growth ,

The Gloey of Action,

The Splendoe of Beoauty,

For Yosterday is but a Drcam

And Tomorrow is only a Vision,

But Todav well lived makes

Every Yesterday a Drecam of Happiness,

¥ And cvecy Tomorrow a Viston of Hope.

Look well thecefore to this Day !
Such is the Salutation of the D.swu!

,}J’ A EL 4

e &= -
AR

9.12 Salutation of the Dawn
1945 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching



ORGANIZATION

EVERY CREATIVELY BEAUTIFUL
THING IN LIFE COMES FROM
ORGANIZATION. WATER , FOR
EXAMPLE ,15S HYDROGEMN AND
OXYGEN, lF,HOWEVER ,YOU TAKE
UYDROGEN AMD OXYGEN SEPARATELY
THERE 15 MOTHING N EITHER OF
THEM REMOTELY TO SUGGEST
WATER . BUT ORGANIZE THEM
RIGHTLY AND HOW AMAZING IS
THE CONSEQUEINCE ' [ue BripaL
VeiL FALLS OF YOSEMITE . DEW ON
A MORMNIMNG GLORY'S PLITAL ,RAIN
ON A PARCHED FIELD “"THE WINE
DPARK SEA" _ ALL THESE COME
FROM TWO ELEMENTS RIGHTLY
PULLED TOGETHER . _# X 3% w

=3 Fam»za

o]

—_
ya

%

Hannay Emeason Fosoiew

9.13 Organization
1939 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching

(written by Isabel’s minister, see page 60)
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I.if'c ha‘th \ovhnass
ive @u

Beau’cg like a cueve ¥
g,old

Sco.nt ol' pinie teees

) n the rain.
' Eyes that love you
oAt‘ms that hold. 5

’\ And for your spirits
P sl deltght oty
Ho}y thoughts that ¥
‘ & stae the ntg,ht' it

2, -:.-.)Q oM
(x'} s oo LA

LN

MW

9.14 Life hath lovliness

acin e
9.15 God give us a little home
aint on i



| ad oive us altﬁlehﬂu:éJ

[ To Eome back To when we roat..
C‘[rzad.' Glkin little nooks,
BLSEZR) Dim colors,rows of books,
AR ed firelicht and deep cham:':,
‘h Small white beds upstairs

srwWhere To our hearls delight
ere comes from each a

s

s childs “Goodnicht!
gf’i@’ - M
AN )T ),

God bive us alittle pround,
21 Tall trees 5ta.ndtup Tound ,
Hnmz‘;y flowers in brown sod,
* Overhead thy stars , Oh God -
God bless when mtnds blow
Our little home anda all

we RKnow.

L
S,
{;1”(
+

R

-SEQ
E‘?""‘"

-—r&
e
.I.-

e

: *’
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2= he orass grows slowly up the hill
B With taith the torrent cannot kill .
A8 And rocks are rough ,but sfill the clover
% The danl? ficlds will yet run over:
-  And IRnow nothing that the true,
The good ,the gentle cannot do.

TR TS S R W,
DAV bodlands that the winters sadden

3 The leaves of sprinp apain will gladden,
” And so must lite foreves bo § ’
1t The pentle hands work patiently,

&
Alw And yot accomplish more forever

Than those too stronp,or those too clever .
o F Y ] a5 20 N-__--.

. _:.1.’ - 'b " ’ A ~——me e vl = = .‘
: A= L o > Sl e Y Y

lo toils an undiscourased God

And covers barren fields with sod s

nd so must hate and sin surrender

L5 To faith sfill strong,and love still fender.

X And T know nothing thaf the true.
N The good , the g,enﬂ% cannot do.
o) . Author Unlinewn.

NG :

- ’ [ Ty
\ % .
k3 f‘._‘ﬂ- . .E,

<
pmbeat

9.16 The good, the gentle
Zinc etching
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Oh little villape of the florthern Hills
Whose lane-pitl fields the drowsy

warm breeze fills .. ..
Y think of you across the gulf of yeats
A bripht star in an ape of blood and fears ..
For you have faupht'me in a world of strife
To understand the greatest joy in life ,
The wonder of green prass and leafy frees,
The hot noontide, the buzzinp of the bees
Across the joyous carpel of the flowers ,
A cradle where T dreamed away the hours
Lulled by the tinkling music of your stream .

from Lo Potite Villane by Uiric Misbet .

9.17 Oh little village

1940 AYH Knapsack

Zinc etching

(written by Isabel’s brother-in-law)
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~ ] 2

]
R RSk s I

A

LAY

Alhen a ploughman said , Speak to
Aus of WorK . And he answered,
Lsaying : You work that you may

PG keep pace wi the carth and the soul
%,
b
:

¢ of the earth. Tor to be idle is to become
l W a stranger unto the seasouns, and to
! step out of life’s procession that
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9.18 Speak to us of work
1940 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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9.19 The bridge builder
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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CHAPTER 10

WRITINGS
AND POEMS



SCHOOL ARTS MAGAZINE
VOLUME 20, FEBRUARY 1921

TEACHING PATRIOTISM THROUGH ART

othing is more patriotic than filling
the hearts of young Americans with

: ade beauty. It is also one of the highest
joys to lead young hearts through the woods of
life, helping them, meanwhile, to see the rare
beauty that surrounds them. They are so ea-
ger, so hurried, so apt to rush madly after some
will-o’-wisp gleam of happiness and see, as they
stumbled breathless and headlong through the
forest, only the tiny twigs that brush or scratch
their faces. What happiness it is to check their
madly flight and lead them gently through the
mysterious aisles, teaching them to see the quiv-
ering beauty of each tiny leaf and blade, peer-
ing into each shadowed recess and erie haunt,
teaching them to love the tracery of white fern
fronds against black forest mould, walking with
them on tip-toe, and listening to hear “tree mu-
sic, sky music low”; and gradually see come into
their eyes the light of a soul on fire.

The journey may be long and sometimes tir-
ing but it is always joyous and changing. There
is the brook to refresh you, with its “small white
flames of tinkling glee,” there is the rushing
wind that calls to the spirit wind in your own
hearts and proves the reality of things that can-
not be seen and handled. There are the hills
blue and ethereal, to thrill you and call you ever
higher, ever farther. And as you look down upon
the rocky fields through which you stumbled,
the stormy torrents you forwarded, the rough
foot-hills you climbed, you see from your height
just one continuous stretch of beauty, haze-
veiled and lovely.

And how did you take an actual classroom
of pupils under the spell of this beauty? You did
it at first unconsciously. You discovered with
glad amazement a treasure in your own heart,
and you gloated over your hoard of gold like a
miser. But unlike miser, you did not love hoard-
ing it, and unlike his gold, your treasure only
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grew the bigger as it was spent. And with hardly
knowing how or why, by simply putting your
heart into your work, you discovered great rubi-
cund, merry coins rolling all over the classroom
floor. Surely here was fare and more to pay the
gatekeeper of the fairy forest. And the name of
this coin? It is Love.

To teach beauty (which is the responsibility
of an art teacher) is to hold before your pupils
treasures for them to love. Soon their very power
to love expands and grows. What fun to show
them the music of rhythm in design and com-
position. What delight to select such poems for
them to letter that their minds unconsciously
drink deep draughts of beauty as they do their
work. What a pleasure it is to make color for
them a vital and important thing. And then
at last when you find them all eager to be art-
ists, and where smocks and short hair or flow-
ing neckties and long hair (as the case may be),
what joy then to tell them of the real artists,
great masters who have left the world true works
of Art, and who believed that beauty, in its per-
fection, could only be expressed if it were lived,
and so at last inspire them with the fundamen-
tal beautifying of their own souls, and with the
sacred privilege of service. “To give, to serve is
the greatest thing in the world. That is why the
heart of a crowd beats faster when a regiment of
soldiers, each ready to make the great sacrifice,
passes by.”

And do youth think you will find Reds or
Bolsheviki in a group of young people filled with
love of beauty, love of service? You have had your
pupils for four years, the four years of their high
school course; they are rich, their pockets bulge
with the fairy coin; in their eyes glow the quiet
piece of the shadowy forest as they say good-bye.
These are no anarchists, but true and loyal pa-
triots, ready to do and dare great things ... This
is a big result to work for; it takes your time, your



life, your heart. But it is for your country. Your
service could not be more truly patriotic if you
are in the khaki uniform of Uncle Sam. And it
is so worthwhile! Spread your miser’s hoard and
watch your heart’s treasure grow. Life is “good
and fair” Love does “await you everywhere.” And
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as you stand in your forest, the trees “reaching
their leafy arms in prayer,” your heart exalted,
over the stillness of your soul will come the re-
alization of the greatness of your trust, and with
renewed determination you consecrate yourself
toyour task. a3
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(Chapter page)
10.1 Boy juggling books
1936 AYH Knapsack
Zinc etching
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10.2 Education is adventure
Ad for AYH Meredith School
Zinc etching
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THE AYH KNAPSACK
SPRING 1937 VOLUME 2 NUMBER 1

THE FUN OF A BIG FAMILY

it

Belonging to a big family is a great deal of
fun. As a child I was one of a family of nine:
there were father, and mother, Frances, Muriel,
Theodore, Robert, Isabel, Christine, and Tim-
my, the baby. What a great comrade father was!

He would keep very still while I sat on his knee
and braided his beard, tying a bit of ribbon to
each braid end. Being a short pointed beard, the
job was difficult and probably gave father plenty
of time to quietly peruse the paper he was read-
ing over my head.

One of my chief pleasures was to run down
the street to meet him when he had been away
on an afternoon. Once I spied father in the dis-
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tance, ducked my head and sped, not stopping
until, with one of my catapult assaults, I flung
my arms around him and gazed up, over an ex-
panse of strange vest, into the face of—a man
I didn’t know at all! It wasn’t funny until I told
mother about it afterwards, then how we did
laugh together. I am glad I learned as a little girl
the pleasure of laughing at yourself.

No wonder the memory pictures of my
childhood are so bright! Perhaps the times that




were most fun were the holidays together: good
old Gardener’s Lake with a mammoth kettle of
clam chowder, mother’s graham bread, blue-
berries, and enormous quantities of milk. How
the steaming fragrance of the chowder mingled
with that of sun-warmed sweet-fern, and the
keen breeze from over the lake. Always there
were adventures. Timmy, the baby, tumbled
into the lake, for example, and was fished out

fQo 9,
Ihaye”

-

by Fran with great dexterity and a fish net, while
Timmy crowed happily. (The water at the lake’s
edge on that sunny midsummer day was neither
very deep nor very cold.)

Mother baked for us all with a good cheer
and determination that we accepted at the time
as a matter of course, but which now seems
to me miraculous. Always we had homemade
bread—not just ordinary bread either. In addi-

tion to whole loaves and plain biscuits it could
turn into a pan of birthday biscuits, with folded
edges exuding currants and buttery sweetness;
or into a cheery bread boy, raisin eyes mocking,
broad grin on his puffy face, under mother’s deft
fingers.

Deft fingers ...anice possession. When [ used
to sit on a high stool in Cousin George Inness’s
studio to watch him paint I used to think that no
place in all the world was nicer. All the light in
the sky streaming in from the great window on
paint tubes, pots of brushes, pictures finished

and unfinished, hanging or stacked against the
wall, the big easel with Cousin George before it
working silently and swiftly, or in a whimsical
mood with much merriment and joking, while
the light in the canvas grew and the light from
the window faded. I am still very fond of a stu-
dio. It was the joy of creating that fascinated me.
Since then I have found that one may discover
creative joy in many an odd studio, and that a
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kitchen is not the least of these. Surely mother
herself was an artist, and it wasn’t just grinning
bread boys that she molded but the hearts and
minds of her lively children as well. I thought I
was making doll’s biscuits as I stood on a chair
by mother’s side, and perspiringly pressed bits
of dough into hard marbles, but mother was
molding me instead.
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There is, by the way, to be a studio (the kind
with paints and an easel) in the barn at North-
field. Someday it may be every hostel will have its
studio—some to specialize in creating pictures,
others in making gardens grow or in weaving
rugs or hatching baby chicks. It is an idea that
can be widely expanded. An opportunity to do
things makes one feel so at home. That is why
those hostels we have ourselves helped create
we never can forget.

Adventure, warm comradeship, fun in do-
ing simple things, joy in the outdoors, a happy
sense of humor, patience and gentle tolerance,
pleasure in work—these were the ingredients
that made my childhood days so happy.

A fireplace of course belongs in every home.
The one here at Headquarters has already been
a warming spot of friendships. Our Knapsack,
like our fireplace, is bringing into our circle
youth hostellers from far and wide. Increasingly
we feel that we are one big family. Being a fam-
ily I feel free to give you a little motherly advice.
You are all planning now for your summer holi-
days. Let me suggest a few things it would be
well to pack up and take along with you! Be sure
to take a big appreciation of simple things, plen-
ty of joy in the out of doors, an ample supply
of joking—the kind that never hurts, quantities
of patience and tolerance to be shared with all,
even if some of us don’t deserve it, and lastly, joy
in your own deft fingers. If you take these with
you, you'll discover what fun it is to belong to a
big family, the jolly family of Youth Hostellers.

ISABEL




THE AYH KNAPSACK
WINTER 1938 VOLUME 3 NUMBER 4

CHRISTMAS IN TORWANG

One of the most Christmassy Christmases |
ever knew was in theyear that Monroe and [ were
studying youth hostels abroad. We spent the
holidays with Stephen and Betty in a tiny Alpine
village. Tall mountains ringed us round, snow
lay deep on the narrow roads, trim fir spires of
dark green were new plump fantasies of snow:

™Yy,

pert houses had become rounded mounds of
virgin whiteness, even the great barns had lost
their familiar contours and had become mim-
ic mountains of crystal white against the real
mountains that loomed above them.

But it wasn't the miracle of fluffy snow,
deeper, vaster than [ had ever seen before, that
made the season so Christmassy. It was rather
the spirit of the village itself. So much of that
spirit had seemed a trifle ludicrous when we vis-
ited Torwang in the spring. Imagine for instance

believing that birds are holy, that they bring a
sort of magic if they nest, oh, anywhere in one’s
house! Not a single home in Torwang did I en-
ter that spring, but what had at least one cozy
family of fledglings, and some had several. Of
course, it was a bother having birds in the house:
but in Torwang, where one needn’t hurry or feel
pressed, being bothered didn’t matter much.
These Christmas holidays last for weeks,
from December 5 (when Saint Nicholas and the
Schwarzer Mann come) till January 6, which is
“Three King’s Day. The three Kings were a sort
of magic too. We had an “apartment” with Frau
Wagner, a balcony and two little rooms whose
windows stare right into the very top of the
hoary Hochriss. On the last night of December,
little Seppi, Analise, and Paula came solemnly
to our door. Seppi carried holy water, Analise
a lighted candle, Paula, incense and a piece of
chalk! To our amazement they walked silently

thru’ the rooms, quietly sprinkling the holy
water and marking the lintel of each door with
19MKB33—1933—that I decided was the new
year—but MKB? “Melchior, Kaspar, and Belta-
shasser the three Kings. It is to keep the, arch
fiend from entering here. Not even a small devil
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dares come through a door marked with those
holy letters.”

It was shortly after this rite had been per-
formed that Seppi saw his angel. The little boy
came in from the barn where he had been put-
ting bedding in stalls, with a face of rapturous
joy. He had stopped to rest against the wall of
hay when all at once the big brown cow had
spoken to him, had wished him “Gesegnete
Weihnacht” While he sat there, awe-struck and
silent, a light shone beyond the stanchions, a
great light, whiter than fire. He could not turn

his eyes away and at last, in that heavenly bril-
liance, an angel’s wings, a very angel, took shape.
“Oh, it was white, whiter than the moonlight,
Mother! My eyes could scarcely bear the bright-
ness of it!”

Here I am digressing, and I have skipped
entirely the visit of Saint Nicholas, and told
nothing of the Christmas festivities at all! Per-
haps it is as well, else this will grow too long. But
you know, don't you, that the Christmas Child
comes there on Christmas Eve? If you put a box
of hay by the door, He may rest in it as he passes
through the snowy village.

What did we get for presents? Herr Wagner
with his own hands had made us skis—a pair
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for each of us—long ones for Monroe, tiny ones
for Stephen, little ones for Betty, middle sized
ones for me. Frau Wagner gave us a lovely gift—
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a great loaf of Christmas bread stuffed with
pears, that she had dried herself, raisins, plums.
She came up the stairs all flushed and beaming,
the great loaf in her arms. “Frohliche Weinach-
ten!” she held out the loaf. “What is it? Bread?”
“Yes, you are surprised? Oh, it is very special, et
was besonders,” she laughed merrily. “I think in
poor-rich America they have not so wunderbar-
er Brot. It is so?”

Now as I look back, even the swallow’s nests
no longer seem funny. I see little Seppie stand-
ing at the door to share with Betty and Stephen
his handful of cakes and Marzipan. I see that
golden brown loaf of bread of dear Frau Wag-
ner’s patient making. Again, where slopes are
snowy, Herr Wagner’s skis will give me wings.
I wish now I might have another chance to wel-
come those confident swallows. Once more I'd
like to put out a hay-filled manger for the “Child”
at Christmas time! At this distance, the faith of
those peasant people, their warm-heartedness
make a sort of shining parable of all they did.



A quotation I have long treasured seems to
explain something of what I found in Torwang—
where the peasants lived by trust and warmth of
heart, rather than by coolness of reason.

“Where there is great love there are always
miracles. One might almost say that an appari-

tion is human vision corrected by divine love. I
do not see you as you really are, Joseph. I see you
through my affection for you. Miracles seem to
me to rest not so much upon faces or voices or
healing power coming suddenly near to us from
afar off, but upon our perceptions being made
finer, so that for a moment our eyes can see and
our ears can hear what is there about us always.”

Who am [ to scoff at moonlight and chil-
dren’s dreaming? Who am [ to say that Seppie
did not see his angel, nor Analise her miracu-
lous star (which to me was the familiar evening
star of winter) on Christmas night? Indeed my
Christmas wish for you is that you, too, may
have your visions, your miracles and wonders.
Mundane reality is only the horny, lesser half of
truth. May the angel of loving faith touch our
common days and so may we discover life’s star-
ry radiance. 4~
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How Could We Know

How could we know the downs were grey
And gold at once on a wind blown day?

How funny fat rabbits that tumble -
Altho’ we were a mite sorry to
frighten them so.

(We had climbed by a hill that never stops
Past a roof of thatch and a hazel copse.)

How could we know the sea would lie
A magic strip between downs and sky?

We passed where berries of tawny red
With honey-suckle waved over-head.

We lay in the heather and there were taught
How in the bloom the clouds are caught.

But how could we know all this
Or feel its beauty if no love made it real?
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To-day I walked in heaven!
And oh, the sky was blue!

I'd never seen the sky before -
Sky, trees, rocks, hills were new.

The air, as only heavenly air can be,
Was cool and sweet,
I heard low laughter ripple

in the grass around my feet.

</ HEAVEN

I thought at first the sunlight lay
Upon my lifted head,

Then all at once I knew, I knew!
It was God’s hand instead.

I've walked the whole day long in Heaven
Thru’ golden gleaming light.

Good night dear hills and trees and stars -
Oh God, dear God, Good night!
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Mother dear, I saw a little angel.
A little baby angel! I did!

Up there where sky is softest,
High over the apple tree. He hid

Mother dear, when I called to you,
In that littlest, softest cloud.

I think perhaps I frightened him
When I called to you so loud.

I could see his eyes so blue!
And a bit of shining hair,

And a tiny round pink cheek-
I could, when he was there.

And Bruce looked too, for I held him up;
And the baby angel saw,

For he laughed a dear little angel laugh
When Brucie waved his paw!

Oh that darling angel, Mother dear,
I love him so! Do you see

The cloud where he hid so quickly,
High over the apple tree?
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Papa walked in the door
And said “How it snows!”
He opened his coat and I
Saw a furry nose!

It was a baby puppy.

Papa put him on the floor.
I'd never heard a baby dog
Crying before.

He cried and he shivered
So I knelt by his side,
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And put my arms around him.
The kitchen was so wide—
And he was so little...

But now he’s made a hole

In my stocking-and he drank

All the milk in his bowl],

And he chewed up my shoe strings
And he chewed my rubber ball.

[ guess he isn’t homesick
Any more at all.



Hllhave a puppy .
Vind Dracic has
. #:#llﬂfc
Tapa bou‘ghr ir
for him
i think it cost

P g A dﬁllﬂf o

| 1 co“at““d‘;‘;

5

ARTIST, TEACHER, MOTHER & PEACEMAKER 483



To make a wreath around the neck
Of Betty’s little dress,

Each leaf is woven of my love,

The wreath is caress-

To build a tiny little house
High in our apple tree,

For that small bird who sings
For us such lilting melody.

To weave a rhyme of homely love
For my dear Pal’s surprise,

What depth of tenderness for me
Within his loving eyes!

Wreaths, rhymes and little homes!
[ find such joy in making these,

ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

CREATION 2

Can God find any more delight
In making stars and seas?

(Betty loves the neck of her little dress-
But it’s Betty’s neck that I love.)




A Little Prayer for Betty

Gentle Jesu, may I be
A little child like unto Thee
In Thy sweet humility.

Find in my heart,
Tho' it be small,
Love and tenderness for all.

And gentle Jesu, this I pray:
[ would be good. I would not stray
From Thee. Oh keep my heart alway!

Dusk

Flowers are asleep in the grasses,

Stars are lit overhead.

My glad heart is singing of flowers
and of stars,

[ kneel by a dear little bed.

Flowers, I love you! Stars, I know you!
It is but seeming that you are so far.
My lips press the cheek of a

tired little flower,
In my heart shines the loveliest star.
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To Money Dear
1953 Birthday poem written for Monroe

Of all the men I know

In any shape or size,

You have the nicest shape -
You have the kindest smile.

No other guy can work,

Can lift or run or heave,

One half as much, one tenth as well;
That is what I believe.

I really know it’s so;

I'm sure it’s truly true!

So you see I love you best of all;
The man I love is you!

And when your Birthday comes
[ give you what I've got:

Trust, admiration, faith & love
Tied in a lover’s knot!

Our Love
1979 letter to NN

If you love me as I love you,

No knife can cut our love in two.

If T love you as you love me,

How happy our two hearts will be!
And being close together so

Our joy will always grow and grow!
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Understanding

Oh there are strange things I'll admit,
Sometimes one heart is two.

But your heart seemed a single one,
Of fun and gaiety.

My tired spirit rested in

Your joy. A glad surprise

Filled me to see how constantly
Mirth played within your eyes.

Our strides were matched, oh all we did
together was such fun!

My laughter echoed yours. The spring
winds shouted t’ the sun.

But always when you'd gone I'd think,
Can such dear lightness be

Enough? He does not know a single
Of aching misery!

Has he once walked alone with grief

Or born a tortured mind?

Or sought for peace where peace was not,
Or looked in vain to find?

Some comfort in the dimpled hills,
Some tenderness in trees?

Does he know even harping winds
Forget their melodies?

That even flowers can droop with pain
The winsomest that grow?

Oh darling one, I did not dream

You too had suffered so!

Oh rarely does one find a heart

So strangely, seemly two,

With one dear half to know your grief,
And one to laugh with you.



To Monroe’s Class
1962 Deerfield Beach Junior High class

If you look up at me and frown
Then like a stone my heart drops down.

Often I see beyond your book

A bit of sunshine, when you look
At me, your teacher, standing there.
How nice to have more than a stare!

With hate or love, somber or gay,

With smiles or frowns we build each day.
And your school days here—

I've hoped they would

Help build a world that’s kind and good.

Why, we could even end all strife
If kindness marked our every life!

Saturday Night
1978 letter to NN

Every Saturday night

My bunnies take their tub.
Their faces pink and white
Look brighter for a sub.

[ have a tub of tin,

It’s wide and deep and round.
But I put just a little water in

For fear they might get drowned.

One

Gold strewn rocks above the sea,
Blue sea gleaming back,

Kisses salt with the briny breeze—
Joys we do not lack.

You are my world. The sky draws close—
Around us shines the sea.

God made me dear, for you, for you,

God made you dear, for me!
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Your Wishing Well
1979 letter to NN

Your grades are swell, and I can tell
You've been looking deep

into your wishing well.
A wishing well is where you see
Things all mirrored that you

most want to be!

And there, surprise! Quick as a wink
You are—oh all the things you think.
Precious, loving, earnest and dear
And kind to your old grandma here.

Yes, your grades are swell and I can tell
That yours is a first class wishing well!

Grandma's Here

Sometimes I hate to have my bath
With all the soap and scrubbing,
And splashing water in my eyes

And then the fastest rubbing.

I cry so hard I nearly howl,

When nursie rubs me with the towel!

But grandma came to visit us

And mother said that maybe,

"T would be most help if grandma would
Just go and bathe the baby.

I'm not a baby any more—

They call me that, but I am four!

And grandma turned the water on
And got the ball, the rubber one,
And got the kitchen pantry sieve
And then we had the mostest fun!
[ wish that now my grandma's here
That papa 'd make her stay a year!

494  ISABEL BACHELER SMITH

Ex Libris

Books are paths that lead to where one sees,
Shining sky between the trees.

Books are paths of patterned sun and shadow,
That lead one on and on until one sees,

With eyes of wonder almost beauty blinded,
The glad gold sun itself between the trees.

Homes

I've never seen houses that fishes live in,
They are deep in shimmering seas.
But I've seen crows’ houses,
Tim showed them to me
In the tip-toppest tops of the trees.

The robin's nest is tidy, the crow’s nest is not!
(Homes differ so much from each other)

But mine is the dearest, dear home of them all,
And mine is the darlingest mother.



Tripand I

WEe like nice days and bad days too,
Trip (my dog) and I both do.

WEe like blue sky, we like those days
When the sun shines, in lots of ways.
Those days are when we hear the birds
Sing joy-songs in the trees.

And when we see the grass and flowers
Dance tip-toe in the breeze.

We like gray sky, we like those days
When it rains, in lots of ways.

In my great big rubber boots

I can splash and dash right thru’
Puddles big as anything.

And my dog, Trip, loves it too.

Trip and I we play together
Out-of-doors in all kinds of weather.

Dad

When [ was little as could be

[ used to ride my father's knee.

Oh how I lashed my steed and pled
When came Dad’s “son it's time for bed.”

And I was seldom very good,

But always Dad he understood.

He made me want to be like him

And so with all my youthful vim I tried.

He was so kind and wise

And somehow when a fellow tries,

He gets somewhere—he's not half bad.
But all that’s good in me—is Dad!

Little Tom

Precious joy! She said that I
Might rock Tom to lullaby.

“Oh Aunt Leurbell sing a ‘tory
‘Bout a bear and ‘bout John Dory

'”

Light and warm against my arm
Wide awake lies little Tom.
“Now sing how little Jackie went
To a great big hikers tent!”

Tired little body his,

Oh how beautiful it is...

“Sing ‘bout the party Mommie had
and how Billy Sniff was bad!”

How he blinks, how hard he tries
Not to close his heavy eyes.

Thru’ the windows shines a star
Not as bright as Tom's eyes are.

Hush! I will bend low and peak
Tommie's lashes touch his cheek.
How the evening breezes bless
His baby head with their caress.

Light and warm against my arm
Fast asleep lies little Tom.

From my heart I breathe a prayer
With my lips against his hair.
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New Words

I'm six years old, six whole years old
And going on seven already;

I'm learning how to read in school
And do two times two and study.

And the part that I like the very best
That I think is the finest fun,

Is the reading part and I'm going fast
Altho’ I have just begun.

In the baby’s “coo” there are two little mouths
That are laughing and open wide.
Those are O’s and the C is a little curved smile;
And in “little” right side-by-side,
Are twins with their short stubby
arms stretched out.
They are T’s, and they're reaching as far
As they possibly can, the way our twins do
To show us how big they are!

When I've gotten acquainted with all the words
That ever were printed in books,

And can make every word all over again

And know how each sounds and looks,

I'll make up some new words and
new letters too,
And then print them all out by myself.
And I'll make them tell stories and songs
and they’ll have
A cover and live on a shelf.

I love getting acquainted with all of the words
They're pretty and friendly I think.

I'd like making up some new ones real soon
And print them with shining black ink.
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My Ragdoll

I know my ragdoll loves me well

Tho’ she has button eyes,

When I have bad dreams in the night
She comforts me and cries.

And then I comfort her and hug
Her tight as tight—and then,
She comforts me a little more
And we're asleep again.

Ned Andrews drowned the kitty cats
‘Cept only one I found,

And hid away for Tim and me—
The others were all drowned.

And once I read about a page—
Oh just a little chappie—

Who cried for his dear mother till
The queen’s kiss made him happy.

Oh dear! I hope that soon I'll grow
Up to a grown-up age;
I'll live alone with kittens then and
My ragdoll and a page.

To Little Children

Children let your words be sweet,
Help dear baby’s little feet,

To small shy wild things be kind,
And with fair pictures fill your mind.



My body is a temple

Year-end family letter

My body is the temple of the living God!
What joy, what ecstasy,

What blessedness for me.

I need no columns, no great choirs,

No glory of this world.

Here, humble as a manger,

I welcome Him, a stranger,

With silentness like quiet flags unfurled.

My body is the temple of the living God!
And here [ welcome all the poor,

Dirty, despised, rejected, and forlorn.
Were we not born for this one thing?
Indeed it’s what the angels sing!

A rapture bright, a joy to which I cling.
Our bodies all are temples, housing God”.

Christmas Eve

If you stay up to see St. Nick
You'll be a little goose,

You'll fall asleep before he comes
It isn't any use.

Christmas

On Christmas morn, oh holy!

Oh lovely Christmas morn.

To bring us peace and tenderness
Was little Jesus born.

Little King Jesus come again

Into my heart to reign.

On Christmas morn, oh holy!

Oh lovely Christmas morn.

To fill our hearts with love and joy
Was little Jesus born.

Dear King we pray for love and peace
May hating ever cease.

A Christmas Wish

These things are what I wish for you:
peace falling light as snow,

And Joy like that in children's eyes
And Love with heavenly glow.
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Autumn

Now autumn’s come some folks are glum,
And gloomily they’re saying,

“Bright days are gone” and all forlorn,
They watch the grasses graying.

Oh autumn hours are sweet as flowers,

Old winter has its holly;

And bleak young spring does make me sing,
Its raw winds are so jolly.

Some folks are glum now autumn’s come,
They sigh while leaves are falling.

But oh, not I! I couldn’t cry,

For I have you my darling.

Spring Sky

In every bit of spring’s sweet sky

In every patch of blue

My glad heart sees forget-me-nots —
They make me think of you.

And oh I think and think so hard
I know you too must see
Those little blue forget-me-nots -
They carry love from me.
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New Snow

The night is around me
Dark tender and deep,

With its small dreamy voices
To soothe me to sleep.

Soon I shall be sleeping

As freely and still,

As the light snowflakes sleeping
On my window sill.

The Cat-bird’s Song

In the lilac-bush by my kitchen door
The cat-bird trills and sings.

He flits his tail and cocks his head
And he spreads his glad gray wings.

Does he sing of the sky so far and blue?
Does he sing of the sun-filled day?

[ think he sings of a small round nest
Hid safe in the leaves away.

Some sing of a Heaven that’s far and dim
But the cat-bird knows the best,
When he sings in the spring
by my own backdoor
Of heaven the size of a nest.



Springtime Song
1978 letter to N

On the first day of springtime, alone, alone,
I went to the woods and sat on a stone.

I sat on a flat stone and sang with the birds.
God made the music, but I made the words.

Sky

Oh, silent joy within my heart
Attune to singing sky,

The birds that whistle all day long
Are not more glad than I.

No hallowed saint or angel bright
Such loveliness can wear as I,
When out to greet the dawn

Pale stars shine in my hair.

Then when the sun strides up the hill
Wild wind, a dazzling sweep

Of blue, and clouds of gold and white,
Oh how I run and leap!

And later on the evening sky
With cool rain in my face,

Seems oh, so near and tender too,
There is such gentle grace.

In silver trees, I lay my cheek,
Against the wet bark while

[ smell the fragrant mists of night;
They are so sweet [ smile!

Oh silent joy within my heart
Attune to singing sky,

The birds content in cozy nests
Are not more glad than 1.

Merry as the May
1981 letter

Who is joyous, who is gay?
Who is merry as the May?
“I am joyous. I am gay!

[ am Merry as the May!”

Just hear the birds in their delight
Welcoming the morning light!

“It’s our Te Deum,” sings each one
And greets with joy the rising sun.

Rejoicing is the birds glad prayer.
Let’s make it ours, my sweet, my fair,
For we too are thankful for all these—
Sunrise and fields and forest trees.

With happiness we laugh along

And thank Him with our joyous song.
Joyous and thankful, thankful, gay—
And merry, merry as the May!

If joy and thanks filled heart and mind
A world of beauty we would find.

Here love would rule and hatred cease
And we would always live in Peace.
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Bluets

Yesterday was winter-bound,
Bitter winds were blowing;
Now are tiny bluets found

In sun-lit patches growing.

Keep your courage high and sweet,
The spring will follow after.
Winter’s storms and saddened lips
Will curve once more with laughter.

Wrap your hills, your steepest hills
With beauty sit you singing;

And may you find among the thorns
The sweetest roses clinging.

A\.\h

My Years

60 seconds make a minute—
How much good can [ do in it?
60 minutes make an hour—
All the good that’s in my power.

24 hours makes a day—
Time for work and sleep and play.

7 days make a week—

What is it that I truly seek

In the 12 months of every year?
Love and peace and Heaven’s cheer.
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Seeking

[ sometimes think that only God
Can be a friend to me,

So long I've watched the forest aisles
So long I've watched the sea,

So long I've watched the meadowlands
That stretch beneath the blue,

So long I've watched the evening mist
Where stars shine dimly thru!

If it were in the forest aisles

[ found my friend forsooth,

His eyes would be lit up, I know
With quietness and truth.

And if I found him on the beach

Striding beside the sea,

His eyes would sweep the sparkling waves
[ know—oh joyously!

And if he came from out the mist
The still, still misty night,

I know that in his eyes would shine
A brave and tender light.

Oh some have quiet eyes but they
Are far from being wise;

And some are glad but are not true
And some have cruel, cruel eyes.

And so I think that God alone

Can be a friend to me.

And when I walk thru’ meadow grass
When misty stars [ see,

And when glad sea-songs in my ears
[ run upon the shore,

It's only God I really want

It's God I'm looking for!
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Upward

My soul goes on from day to day
Like a traveler climbing a mountain road.
The way is rough, the sun beats down,

And my soul breathes hard beneath its load.

Yet perils I do not fear to see

No cold dark chasms wait for me.

I can be sure for by my side

Is my soul's Companion, the Unseen Guide.

My hand in His and the path grows plain
Thru rocks of struggle and steps of pain.
When I rest with Him on the upward way
My soul looks back and sees today

Those rough sad paths of other days,
All fair with light and soft with haze.
Paths that I thought were lost, I see,
Were ways of beauty He chose for me.

Tis but a foretaste of the sweet
That'll greet my eyes at the farthest steep.

My soul goes on from day to day

Like a traveler climbing a mountain road.
The way is rough, the sun beats down,
But my soul is singing beneath its load!

Artists

Some artists paint with brushes
On canvases and such,

But there are other artists

And I prefer them much!

They paint on dark and gloomy hours
And with their joyous ways,

Paint out the sad and gloomy parts
And paint in happy days!

Longing

I saw the big trees blowing

In gladness on the hill

Their joyous beauty made me cry;
[ wished them to be still.

But that was in the daytime, now
The night has shut them out.

Oh trees, great trees, be glad again!
Oh wind, big wind, please shout!

Please stars, don't look so quietly
Down at my tears. I know

That tears are dull compared to you
But maybe they will grow

To loveliness. Perhaps someday
Earth beauty will be mine.

[ want it so! Oh little stars

Please dance! And sing! And shine!
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God’s Heart

By the sea along the marsh

Where the grass is coarse and harsh,
A weed with little bells I've found
Growing in the oozy ground.

Pebbles, round and smooth and cool,
Gleam in a wave-abandoned pool;
Their web bright hues are fairer far
Than any sparkling diamonds are.

I'm friends with winds that strain the trees;
I'm friends with every pensive breeze.

The pool, its pebbles, blossoming bells

Of weeds, and sand, and curling shells,

Flat marshes, and the wave that sends,
A lacey spray - all are my friends.

In their dear love I think I see

That really God is loving me.

I'm glad a weed is just a part
Of God’s great overflowing heart.

A cobweb glistening frail and still,

A sprawling, mighty shouldered hill,

The fresh, keen air, the sun-drenched sod
They are but living parts of God.

A minute beetle comes and clings
Upon my finger. Fragile wings

He folds beneath his armor case.
The sky seems melting on my face
So I look up, what tenderness!

I'm glad God’s heart could stoop to bring
Perfection to a beetle’s wing.

I'm glad God’s heart could stretch so wide
That it has put the sky inside.

But most of all I'm glad that I

Am here between the earth and sky.
Beneath, behind, around me lies
The wonder of God’s Paradise.
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For a card

This little boy all dressed in blue
Carries a birthday card to you.

But as [ wished so much and so hard
He had to carry a great big card.

Your Birthday

A little child is very sweet

Of four or maybe three,

Perhaps, tho', when more birthdays come
She grows less sweet to see.

But you grow sweeter every year,

Not only that - you grow more dear

To others - and to me!

For Memory Books

We don't need gold to give our friends
True gifts of loveliness.

A gentle heart, like springtime sun
Can clear and lift and bless.



Where?

Oh, whence comes strangest happiness,
And where do heart aches start?

The very song I love the best

With beauty hurts my heart.

A stained-glass Window

Your life can be like a fair window
With colors all beautifully blent

For so it was planned by an Artist

And the shapes and the colors are sent

To you, but they lie like a puzzle,
They are waiting the touch of His hand;
You must ask the great Artist for guidance

That your window be made as He planned.

Then you'll see blackness grow into lilies,
That blue is a star in the night,

That the stern white of everyday duty

Is a glad angel’s halo of light.

Loneliness

I'm lonely when I go to town,

I'm lonely in a crowd;

And oh! the stillness frightens me
When words are harsh and loud.
And oh! the clamor makes me dumb
When only cold polite words come.

I do not fear the forest trees

Nor any beast or bird;

The stillness and the voices there
Are kindest ever heard;

Nor do I fear the tranquil eyes

Of stars, — they are so glad and wise.

My heart is hurting me with grief,
It hurts with joy untold.

The strangeness and the beauty are
More than my heart can hold.

Oh, for someone, kind as a tree,

To share my fears and joys with me!

The Search (1979)

Though I gladly greet each day

My eyes grow wet with what I see,
My loneliness won’t go away

For beauty alone won’t comfort me.

Such lovely light—
Tree tops and sky,
Yet I'm lonely still
And wondering why.

Sunrise and sunset
Promise peace,

But will my loneliness
Ever cease?

When I race down the sandy beach
Or swim along the shore,

[ know it’s God I really want,

It's God I'm looking for.
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Gets lockjaw from car accident 69
Goes to Nazi headquarters 131
Home schooled by her mother 10-13
Isabel gets cancer 407-408
Lives in Mexico 409
One more race with friend 403
Prayer & scriptures direct life 380—381

Oh Jack The EGGS in your knapsack!
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Putney graduate trip to Europe 236

Seeing things through a sketch book 276

Sneaks Richard past Nazi guards 133

S.S. Athenia, sinking of 224

Teaches at two ‘Negro’ schools 236

Travels to Europe with Scouts 112-117
Bacheler, Muriel 11, 13-14, 16, 108-109, 224, 403, 470
Bacheler, Rebecca. See Fuller, Rebecca Hope
Bacheler, Robert 11-14, 108, 403, 470
Bacheler, Theodore 11, 13—14, 108, 113, 403, 470
Bryson City, North Carolina 5, 236, 408—409

C

Clark, Emily Loomis (Aunt of Monroe) 62
I B 08

D

I , Muriel. See Bacheler, Muriel

I BN 5. 7, 98, 225, 404
Isabel lives with 412-413

I . 39, 225

F

Fosdick, Harry Emerson 60, 452, 459, 463

Fuller, Margaret 24

Fuller, Rebecca Hope 14, 16, 19-21, 108, 377, 403
Home schools children 10-13
Isabel’s memories of her mother 470472
Taught Sunday School 376-377

H

I, B 7, 402, 406, 410, 413
Hartford Public High School 15-18, 384
Hitler, Adolf 112,120

|

Inness, George Jr. (cousin & famous artist) 15, 471

M

I . 409, 412
Melin, Hilda Elizabeth

Drowns in Lake Mahopac 62
I B Sce Smith, I

N

Nehru, Jawaharlal (Indian prime minister) 106, 229
Norwich Free Academy 13, 15, 17, 382



Resigns from AYH 228-230
Retires from teaching 408
Sells Florida ranch 235
Teaches at Deerfield Beach Junior High 236
Teaches at Peekskill Military Academy 60
Smith, I 102, 104
Smith, I 104, 411
Smith, Stephen 64-67, 70-71, 73, 7688, 112—-114,
134-135, 225, 380, 409, 473
Born to Isabel 64
Climbs on roof 66—67
Living in Mexico 236
Putney graduate trip to Europe 236
Tours the great S.S. Normandie 222-223
Travels to Europe 112
Smith, IS 104-105
Stahleck, Germany Hostel 184

R T

Rockefeller, John D. IIT 227-228
Roosevelt, Eleanor (wife of President) 72, 131

. Scc I, .
Pahlavi, Mohammad Reza (Shah of Iran) 229, 257

I B Sce Smith, I
I B (cc I | B

S Tonawanda Native American tribe 65
Schirrmann, Richard 112, 129, 339 W

Physically assaulted by Nazis 133 . 00 404

Travels to USA for hostel dedication 128-133 ’ ’

I 404
Sla‘ger Museum 13 I, (00, 404
Smith, NS 102-104, 493-494 0], 404, 412
Cares for Isabel 412 B BN Sce Smith, B
Smith, Betty 62, 64, 66—67, 73, 86-89, 113—114, N B Scc B .
134-135, 225,231, 410412, 473, 484485, 485\ 1d Warl 113

Betty’s mother drowns 62 World War Il 223-225, 378, 402
Loves outdoors 66
Travels to Europe 112 Y

Smith, I 5-7, 412

Smith, N Scc N, B Youth Argosy 136, 221-231, 235, 402

Smith, Flora Winifred Established in Northfield 228-230
Introduces Isabel & Monroe 60 Friendship Center Headquarters 230

Smith, NN 72-74, 90-96, 225, 233, 380, 406, 410 Growth of Youth Argosy 230-231
Asks Isabel about God 381
Born to Isabel 72
Home schooled by Isabel 234-235
Putney graduate trip to Europe 236
Smith, IEEE. Scc I HEEN
Smith, Monroe 61-64, 69, 73-74, 106-107, 113, 116,
130-131, 133-137, 222-229, 233, 236-237,
378-381, 404, 407-408, 410, 492493
Cancer takes his life 410412
Converts to Quakerism 378
Establishes Youth Argosy 230
First date with Isabel 60
First youth trip to Europe 112-117
Gets cancer 408
Purchases ranch in Florida 231
Putney graduate trip to Europe 236
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Backdrop for granddaughter’s elementary school play



