									Escalante, Utah
									Nov. 5/42
Dear Son,
	Your letter came Monday night, but I was in Enterprise, just got home.  I say every time I go with Dema I won’t go any more, but I do.  We were going out Sun and back the same night, didn’t get here until 10 Tues. nite. Went out and got Daddy Hall.  He was sure glad to come, guess from what few things he has let slip that old she Hitler makes it so unpleasant for him he is glad to get away.  Will stay here 2 wks.  Dema brot (sic.) Sherry too. Coming over she wanted to know where grandpa would sleep, Dema told her we could just hang him on a nail somewhere.  Quick as a wink she said “what did you come and get him for if you didn’t have a place to put him.”	
	They will take him home sometime b4 gas rations start.
	Daddy has to leave next week with the sheep, but will be home for Christmas this year,
	The gift, Alpine is just lovely, but I had to cry, thinking maybe you had deprived  yourself of things you needed to send to us.  I’ve always wanted a nice set like that, but never expected to own one.  Thank you so much, and also for your kind thot’s expressed in your letter, I only wish every mother could be as proud of her son as we are of you.  I only wish we were financially able to help you more, but know we will do all we can – we got your note from St. George.  I just forgot to tell you.
	Have you seen George Andrus(?)-He is there to school and working at the Geneva plant.
	Did you ever find out anything about the gov. loan to students – I have read where ever so many schools are loaning money to students.
	Jus how much will you need for this quarter – (finish)
	I have had all this canned stuff ready to send for weeks.  Last Sat. Grant thot he could bring it but was loading Almey Heap’s furniture out, so couldn’t – If we don’t find a way before Daddy has to leave we will take it to Marysvale and put it on the train.  I sent some butter a wk ago. And am sending more today, also your gloves.  Mrs. Watson said D.C. was staying there now.  Is he a reserve too?
	Coming home Tues. we passed the Bakery truck from S.L. went about 50 yards and there in the Road was a box of bread = 36 loaves – wish the poor (?) had it – as we don’t need it all.
	Carol Joy is awake now and trying to help me with – so guess I’ll have to close.
	Daddy traded the old red cow off, while I was gone, on a young one as yet haven’t got the young one.
	Hope you are getting adjusted more each day and will eventually like it there.  Have you heard any more from the army?
	Perhaps I can write more next time, Carol Joy thinks she’s being neglected.  
	Once more thanks, but don’t go without things just in order to give to us - 			Love,
		Mother
p.s. Did you read where Orval Porter had lost his license because of drunken driving?
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