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B ecom ing an  A uthor . . . 

1930s Style

PHILIP GERBER

A s a p ro d u c t of th e  farm ing  coun try  of 
W estern  Iow a d u rin g  the  first q u a rte r  of th is cen tu ry , Paul 
C orey ra th e r na tu ra lly  selected  th a t tim e a n d  place as the  
setting  for h is first w orks of fiction. By th e  very  early  1930s, 
a lready  pub lish ing  in  periodicals like The M idland , Pau l h ad  
begun  w riting  earnestly  on  the  m an u scrip t w h ich  even tually  
becam e his first novel, Three Miles Square. W hen  his Iow a sto ry  
"B arn D ance" ap p e are d  in  1934 in  Hub , a fragile a n d  short-lived  
m im eographed  quarte rly  p u b lish ed  in  C edar R apids, it w as 
accom panied  by  an  au tob iograph ical sketch  in  w h ich  Paul 
ra the r g rand ly  a n n o u n ced  th a t he  w as "w o rk in g  on  a novel 
abou t a section of the  coun try  th ree  m iles square  a n d  te n  years 
d e e p ."

His m eth o d  invo lved  w riting  in  d iscrete  u n its , in c iden ts  in  
the  lives of the  C hris M an tz  fam ily th a t m igh t be p u b lish ed  
separately  as sh o rt stories a n d  a fte rw ard s  in co rp o ra ted  in to  a 
larger pa tte rn . In  fact, in  the  very  first d ra ft of h is novel each 
chap ter is n am ed . Som e of the  titles are  "D ea th  in  the  V alley ," 
"M eat R ing ,"  "A u c tio n ,"  "Ice P o n d ,"  "A  Barn D ance ,"  "A  
Bridge is B uilt," "H o rses  a n d  M u les ,"  "H is  P u n ish m e n t,"  
"D uck Flying H ig h ,"  "T he Fat D oes N o t B u rn ,"  a n d  "T o u ch ,"  
all or m ost of th em  h av ing  been  u se d  as titles of sto ries w h ich  
w ere p u b lish ed  sequen tially  as Pau l w ro te  them . The au tob io 
graphical e lem en t w as p red o m in an t from  th e  beg inn ing . As an  
exam ple, h is sto ry  "A  Bridge is B uilt" in  the  Windsor Quarterly 
for Spring  1934 con ta ins the  su m m ary  s ta tem en t, "A  w idow  
had  a h a rd  row  to hoe to  keep  h e r fam ily respectab le . She h a d  
to be a m an ag e r,"  reflecting ra th e r  precisely  th e  p rob lem s faced
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by  M argaret C orey  w h e n  h e r  h u sb a n d , E dw in , d ied  in  1905, 
leav ing  h e r substan tia lly  w ith o u t fu n d s  b u t w ith  a large young  
fam ily a n d  a farm  to m anage. In  the  sam e story, Paul experi
m en te d  w ith  the  "D u tch y "  accent p rev a len t am ong  G erm an 
se ttle rs in  Shelby C ounty : "G ood  n ide  vo r a pu g g y  ride, ja. You 
sh u tt  p o rro w  ze o ld  v o m an 's  p u g g y  a n d  dake ze fraulein vor a 
p u g g y  r id e ."  H app ily , the  p hone tic  excesses w ere to ned  dow n  
by  th e  tim e his novel w as pub lished .

The stories th a t p o u red  o u t of P au l's  fam ily m em ories cam e 
th ick  an d  fast, a n d  p u b lish e rs  w ere  receptive. H is farm  tales 
a p p e a re d  in  a varie ty  of m agazines, m ost of th em  no  longer in 
existence, jo u rn a ls  such  as: Hinterland, Blast, The Magazine, The 
Frontier and Midland, 1933: A  Year Magazine, Signatures, Direc
tion, Kosmos, The Anvil, Story, a n d  Scribner's. The Magazine, 
p r in tin g  P au l's  sto ry  "A  Son of M y B one" in  1935, announced  
positively  th a t the  y o u n g  a u th o r w as w ork ing  on  the  first book 
of w h a t even tua lly  w o u ld  be a trilogy dealing  w ith  a typical 
m id d lew este rn  sm all tow n.

T hat first book  h a d  a lready  been  d rafted , in  fact, an d  had  
b een  p ro p o se d  to  S im on a n d  Schuster, w hose  C lifton Fadim an 
w ro te  Paul o n  13 N ovem ber 1934 th a t S&S w o u ld  like to see the 
novel w h e n  it w as com pleted . W ith in  a w eek , Paul w ro te  back 
to say th a t the  novel w as d o n e  an d  already  u n d e rw ay  in a 
second  draft, a n d  he im p lo red  F ad im an  to counsel h im  con
cern ing  his career:

I'm  in a quandary and badly in need of some sound advice. In 
1927 you gave me some sound writing criticism after reading an 
early attem pt at the novel which I submitted to Simon and 
Schuster. Might I presum e to ask your advice now? The novel I'm 
working on is the beginning of a middle-western trilogy and runs 
to a hundred and fifty thousand words. Living up here on what 
doesn't quite am ount to a "subsistence hom estead," I hesitate to 
submit it because I feel that no publisher will risk starting a fellow 
off on as big a venture as this. I feel that perhaps I should shelve 
the idea and do a sixty or seventy thousand word book and try to 
get that published first.

I'll give you a rough summary of this trilogy. The first part covers 
the period 1910 to '17. I've taken a typical section of farm country 
three miles square; the story centers about one family — the Mantz 
family — but interwoven with the struggle of this family are
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sketches; a la "A Barn Dance," dealing with the other families in 
the "square," building up the social and economic patter of the 
work. The second and third books cover the periods 1917 to '23 and 
1923 to '30. The second takes the Mantz family through the war 
boom and the succeeding panic — the scene shifting between the 
section three miles square and the county seat town. In the third 
book the family has settled in tow n, —a typical middle western 
county seat town. And in the second and third, like the first, I will 
build up the collective and social pattern by means of short 
sketches interwoven with the story.

I admit that the idea is ambitious for a beginner; and ambitiously, 
I like to think of this trilogy as the center panels in a written mural 
of the collective spirit of America. Eventually, I'd like to carry the 
idea farther somewhat after the m anner of M. Zola's Rougon- 
Macquart stories. But right now I don 't know which way to step. A 
chapter of the novel appears in the spring issue of the Windsor 
Quarterly: "A Bridge is Built." I'm attaching a list of the places my 
short stories have appeared and some of the things said about 
them. Will appreciate it very much if you can see your way clear to 
giving me a little directing.

O n  24 N ovem ber Pau l p ro m ised  to have  h is n ew  version  of 
the novel in  F ad im an 's  h a n d s  by  7 January  of the  com ing  year. 
S&S did  receive the  m an u scrip t, a p p a ren tly  o n  schedu le , 
because by  the  first of M arch 1935 F ad im an  rep o rted  th a t an  
editorial decision m igh t be expected  w ith in  a w eek . Paul w as 
keep ing  in  close contact, p ro v id in g  S&S w ith  in fo rm ation  abou t 
his roo ts as a w riter. The da ta  in c lu d ed  h is read in g  " a s s id u 
ously" in  au th o rs  such  as John  C ow per Pow ys, T heodore  
D reiser, S herw ood  A n d erso n  an d  o th e r recen t A m ericans, as 
well as novels by  the  F rench  Zola a n d  the  R ussian  Tolstoy. "I 
do believe the ir in fluence has s tam p ed  m y  w ork  w ith  v a lu e ,"  
he w ro te  in  an  u n m ailed  le tte r to  F ad im an , w h o  on  7 M arch 
sen t the  w orst new s a fledgling  novelist can  hear: rejection  of 
the  m anuscrip t. R eaders a t S&S h a d  fo u n d  th e  book  too  long, 
afflicted by  p ed estrian  p rose , p eo p led  by  characters lacking in  
h u m o r an d  im agination , an d  b ased  u p o n  a less th an  en th ra lling  
p lot in w h ich  no  single character s tood  o u t as be ing  cen tral to 
the  story.

Such new s m igh t be e n o u g h  to p lu n g e  the  o rd in a ry  w rite r 
in to  to tal dejection  a n d  set h im  b u rn in g  h is ty p ew rite r  on  a
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fiery py re  bu ilt of all h is ho log raphs. But Paul C orey persisted , 
early  in  1936 se n d in g  Three Miles Square on  to M cGraw-Hill, 
w h e re  it w as sum m arily  rejected  because  its story  line lacked 
"d ram atic  h ig h -lig h ts ."  U n d a u n te d , Paul in  N ovem ber ap 
p ro ach ed  W .W . N orton , b u t w ith  the  sam e pessim istic  result. 
O n  15 F ebruary  1937, Pau l tried  T hom as Y. Crowell: no  luck 
there . Six w eeks later, Three Miles Square w e n t to W illiam 
M orrow  & C o., a long  w ith  a le tte r  to ed ito r Frances Phillips in 
w h ich  Pau l p o rtray ed  h im self as " th e  Jam es T. Farrell of farm  
fic tion ,"  y o u n g  Farrell ju s t th en  bask ing  in the  national lim e
ligh t afte r a g rea t success w ith  Studs Lonigan, the  first of his 
m an y  chronicles of C hicago 's Irish-C atholics. M orrow  k ep t the 
m an u sc rip t for seven  w eeks, th en  rejected  it, find ing  th a t its 
p eop le  d id  n o t live as in ten se ly  as th ey  p e rh a p s  shou ld .

S eem ingly  d e te rm in ed  in  m asoch ism , Pau l in  M ay 1937 tried 
th e  im p o rta n t h o u se  of H arcourt, Brace & C o., pub lishers  of the 
best-selling  m id w este rn e r, Sinclair Lewis. Rejection. A t the 
e n d  of July, d esp ite  review er-critic G ranville H icks's en th u s i
asm  for Pau l as a w riter, M acm illan declined  the  o p p o rtu n ity  to 
pub lish . O n  24 July, a t the  suggestion  of Benjam in A ppel, E.P. 
D u tto n  a sked  to  see Three Miles Square, w h ich  by  n o w  Paul w as 
energetically  rev ising  in  h o p es  of overcom ing  its perceived 
flaw s. But th is  ausp ic ious beg in n in g  led  only  to an o th er 
le td o w n . A n o th e r y ear d rew  to an  e n d  w ith  the  m anuscrip t 
p o sitio n ed  at S cribner's, w h e re  E rnest H em ingw ay , F. Scott 
F itzgerald , a n d  T hom as W olfe w ere  im p o rtan t w riters. M arian 
Ives of S cribner's  w ro te  to  tell Paul th a t, h av ing  read  th ro u g h  
the  first a n d  final sections, h e r  feeling w as th a t the  low s in  his 
sto ry  w ere  n o t low  en o u g h , the  h ighs n o t sufficiently  h igh . Far 
from  losing  h is su sta in in g  sense  of h u m o r altogether, w hich  
m igh t hav e  b een  m ore th a n  u n d e rs ta n d ab le  u n d e r  the  circum 
stances, Pau l rep lied  the  very  next day  (2 D ecem ber), saying 
th a t "If tim e en o u g h  goes by, [Three Miles Square will] becom e 
a real h istorical novel"!

In  rap id  succession , o th e r d isap p o in tm en ts  cam e in: 11 
January  1938. A fter considering  the  full m anuscrip t, Scribner's 
tu rn e d  it dow n .
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By M arch 1938, The V iking P ress, p u b lish e rs  of the  rap id ly - 
rising John Steinbeck, h a d  k e p t C orey 's  book  lo n g  e n o u g h  to 
stir the  em bers of ho p e , a n d  he  w ro te  to  M arshall Best a t th a t 
firm  w ith  the  th o u g h t of overcom ing  any  d o u b ts  as to  h is 
m arketability:

Thanks for your letter informing me of the status of my m anu
script with Viking.

Of course the author's opinion of his own manuscript and its 
commercial possibilities has little weight with a publisher, but I 
believe "Three Miles Square" will pay for itself in the long run. 
Supposing it doesn't pay for itself immediately. I believe that if I'm 
given an opportunity, and with it as a good sound foundation, I 
can write stuff that will be commercially successful and will 
eventually pull "Three Miles Square" into a paying-its-way class. It 
seems to me that my novel can't be considered solely as fiction — 
it's social history. If it is published, no future historian of the 
middle west of this period can't adequately deal with his subject 
without considering carefully "Three Miles Square." D on't you 
think so? W hat I'm  trying to do is an agrarian "M iddletown" — 
farms can't be dealt with the same way the Lynds handled a typical 
town, that's the reason for my approach. Don't you feel that upon 
this basis of considering the book, sales to libraries alone would 
take up considerable of its cost of production.

I'm dumb about publishing, but I would like to convince you that 
I've the stuff in me for a successful investment.

O n  18 M arch, n ew s of the  V iking rejection  w as delivered .
3 June 1938. H av ing  conside red  the  rev ised  version  of the 

novel, sen t a t the  suggestion  of P au l's  friend  G ranville H icks, 
H arcourt, Brace issued  a second  a n d  final N O .

A t the  en d  of July 1938, Pau l h av in g  gone w ith  the  M cK eogh 
and  Boyd literary  agency, R uth  Boyd su g g ested  a m yriad  of 
changes in  the  m an u scrip t a n d  sen t it back to  P u tn a m 's  for 
ano th er try. H av ing  ju s t fin ished  a to tal rev ision  a n d  n o t 
find ing  his a lte ra tions effectual, Pau l ba lked  at any  fu rth e r 
changes. W ord abou t h is book  w as g e tting  a ro u n d  N ew  York: 
early in  July Paul h a d  a le tte r from  D onald  S. K lopfer of 
R andom  H ouse  ask ing  to see Three Miles Square; an d  a m o n th  
later M avis M cIntosh  of the  M cIntosh  & O tis agency  to ld  Paul 
th a t Jerre M angione h a d  reco m m en d ed  the  novel to  th em  as a 
w ork  they  m igh t w ish  to  rep resen t.
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N ow , after fou r years  in  w h ich  soaring  h o p es  h a d  a lte rna ted  
w ith  p lu n g in g  d isap p o in tm en ts , even ts  began  to pick u p —b ut 
nearly  too  late to k ind le  m uch  en th u s ia sm  in the  beleaguered  
au th o r. M angione h a d  also reco m m en d ed  Three Miles Square to 
the  Bobbs-M errill com pany  of Ind ianapo lis , an d  on  6 A ugust 
Paul w as inv ited  by  the  Bobbs-M errill N ew  York rep re sen ta 
tive, L am bert D avis, to b ring  his novel in  for consideration . 
M avis M cIn tosh  soon  concu rred  in  the  decision to do  so, an d  in  
N ovem ber, b e ing  favorably  im p ressed  him self, D avis told Paul 
th a t he  w as se n d in g  th e  novel to com pany  head q u arte rs  in  
Ind ianapo lis  w h e re  a final verd ic t w o u ld  be forthcom ing. The 
tw o -m o n th s ' w ait from  late N ovem ber u n til 24 January  1939 
m u st have  been  agon iz ing  for the  au th o r, b u t th e  outcom e w as 
g u a ra n tee d  to  cause all a n g u ish  to pass  as if it h ad  been  a bad  
d ream , for on  th a t day  M avis M cIntosh  told Paul C orey tha t 
L am bert D avis h a d  offered  h e r  a Bobbs-M errill contract for 
pub lica tion  of h is Three Miles Square.

M cIntosh  a n d  O tis received  an  advance  of $100.00 for Paul 
C orey 's  first novel. D educting  th e ir 10% com m ission, they  
fo rw ard ed  $90.00 to  Paul, an d  he, w ith  un im aginab le  relief and  
v in d ica tio n —a n d  also w ith  a b it of h is to n g u e  in  h is cheek, 
a p p a re n tly —w ro te  to tell L am bert D avis, "I am  h ap p y  to have 
m oved  a n o th e r s tep  in  th is g rea t m o d ern  literary  g am e."  
A n o th e r $100.00 advance  w as pa id  in  June, recognizing  Pau l's  
delivery  of a final m an u scrip t inco rporating  the  few  changes 
req u es ted  by  the  pub lisher.

Three Miles Square w as p u b lish ed  on  20 Sep tem ber, w ith  as 
m uch  advance  publicity  as a first-tim e novelist m igh t expect. 
N ew s stories ab o u t Paul w ere  p a rt of the  p lan  to d ru m  u p  
in te res t in  h is book  an d  ap p e are d  in  a varie ty  of versions in 
n ew sp a p e rs  n a tionw ide . This account w hich  p o p p e d  u p  in  a 
m ost un like ly  spo t, the  C harlo tte , N o rth  C arolina Observer, is 
typical:

C orey  Sells Eggs A head ; F in ishes H ouse  A nd  Book 
A u th o r of "T h ree  M iles S quare" H its U pon  Ingen ious Idea 

T hat P erm its H im  to C om plete  H is H om e.
Because a customer for his egg business agreed to buy and pay 

for in advance, a three-year supply of eggs, Paul Corey, author of
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"Three Miles Square,"  was able to complete a house he was 
building with his own hands near Cold Spring, New York. The 
customer paid $300 in advance for three years' egg needs. The 
money permitted Mr. Corey to finish a small stone cottage secure 
against winter. Snug in his new house Mr. Corey was then able to 
finish an ambitious writing project which resulted in the m anu
script for "Three Miles Square," a story of farm life in Iowa, where 
Mr. Corey was born. Louis Mumford has called "Three Miles 
Square," "one of the best novels of agricultural America which 
anyone has produced in our generation." It was published Sep
tember 20.

In 1931 Paul Corey, with his wife, Ruth Lechlitner, poet and 
critic, bought a rugged, undeveloped farm near Cold Spring, New 
York. There they established a chicken and egg business and began 
the construction of a stone cottage. The cottage stands on a hillside 
with a view of the H udson and Bear Mountain. All of the work on 
it was done by Mr. Corey alone, though he had never before any 
experience in construction. At one time, with winter coming on, he 
ran short of money needed to complete the house.

Then he developed the ingenious idea of selling his eggs far in 
advance for cash. So the money to complete the house was raised, 
which in turn made possible the completion of Mr. Corey's novel 
of the farming region where he grew up.

In  add ition  to  the  u su a l m agazine  notices, Three Miles Square 
w as rev iew ed  in  d ozens of n e w sp a p e rs , w h o se  regu lar book  
colum ns w ere  the  m ost im m edia te  link  w ith  p o ten tia l p u rch a s
ers and  readers. Som etim es th e  eva lua tions w ere  w ritten  by 
local rev iew ers, b u t ju s t as o ften  th ey  a m o u n te d  to little m ore 
th an  regional ad ap ta tio n s  of sy nd ica ted  rev iew s issu ed  from  
N ew  York. The praise  g iven  by  the  h igh ly -respected  a u th o r 
Lewis M um ford  in  h is jacket b lu rb  w as o ften  excerp ted  locally. 
The World Herald of O m aha, N ebraska , com p ared  Pau l C orey  to 
Iow a's b e tte r-know n  au th o r, R u th  Suckow , a u th o r  of Iowa 
Interiors (1926) a n d  The Folks (1934). The Advocate of S tam ford , 
C onnecticut, n o ted  th a t "T he M an tz  fam ily occupies the  cen tral 
position  in  the  novel an d  each  of its m em bers  becom es a real 
person  as w e read  of h is o r h e r sto ry  in  . . . th e  years  b e tw een  
1910 a n d  1916." T hey could  n o t k now , of course , h o w  very  
closely the  fictional M antz  fam ily resem b led  its m odel, th e  very  
real C orey fam ily. Paul h a d  co n stru c ted  a ra th e r  com plete
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" C ensus For T hree M iles S quare"  w h ich  w as rem oved  from  the 
p r in te r 's  copy of the  novel before  publication . In  it he  h ad  listed 
the  m em bers  of the  M antz  fam ily as being:

Christopher Albert Farmer [age] 40
Elizabeth Bohning [Mantz] Housewife 35
Andrew Earnest 14
Verney Margaret 12
Charles Wolmar 10
Otto Christopher 2

In  P au l's  fam ily, h is fa ther, E dw in  O lney , h a d  been  forty-nine 
w h e n  he  d ied  in  1905, h is w id o w ed  m o th er forty-tw o. The 
e ldest son , Jam es O lney , w as th e n  n in e teen , th ree  years o lder 
th an  the  e lder d a u g h te r , E lizabeth  F lourence. Two years 
y o u n g e r th a n  " Bess" w as P au l's  b ro th e r H en ry  Fuller, an d  after 
a n o th e r  tw o-year period  R obert Longfellow  h ad  been  born . 
Probably  for dram atic  p u rp o ses , Pau l deletes a n o th e r sister, 
E thel G ertru d e  a n d  a n o th e r  b ro th e r, C hallenge R ichard, thus  
w id en in g  the  actual gap  b e tw een  h im self an d  his next-in-line 
sib ling from  five to e igh t years. These are significant changes, 
ye t the  fam ily M antz  is qu ite  recognizably  th e  fam ily Corey. 
" C orey 's  w ritin g ,"  said  The New Republic for 18 O ctober, "is  as 
fo rth rig h t an d  h o n e s t as h is ch arac te rs."

The key rev iew , the  m ost telling  of all, a n d  no  d o u b t the m ost 
in fluen tial, w as th a t w h ich  ap p e are d  in  The New York Times, 
w ritten  by  M argaret W allace a n d  en titled  "A  Very Fine N ovel 
of the  R ural Scene":

We have had in the past few years a number of honest and fairly 
impressive novels about farm life in the Middle West. This latest 
entry, Paul Corey's "Three Miles Square," stands head and shoul
ders above any of them. This is not simply because it is bigger— 
though a good case could be made for the thesis that size itself is a 
virtue in a novel. It is certainly not bigger physically than Sophus 
W inther's Nebraska trilogy, and perhaps only a third again as long 
as Herbert Krause's "W ind W ithout Rain." It is undeniably more 
inclusive than these or than any similar story that comes to mind.

One would say from a study of recent novels that there were two 
ways of looking at life on the farm, and Mr. Corey has adopted 
them both. The pattern of his story, which is technically interesting 
in itself, has made this possible. The burden of his theme is
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concerned with the Mantz family and their hard and ambitious 
struggle to get ahead. Chris Mantz died suddenly in 1910, leaving 
Bessie with a heavily mortgaged farm and four small children. She 
could have sold the farm and moved into the village. Her neighbor, 
Jensen, who was anxious to get his hands on the Mantz land, 
strongly advised it. She might have married again. This seemed to 
every one a reasonable course and Billy Hildebrande, Ed W heeler's 
landless brother-in-law offered himself as a logical candidate.

Young Andrew Mantz, who considered at 14 that he was fit for 
a m an's job, stoutly opposed both expedients. His father had 
cherished great plans for the farm and for giving his children a 
good education, and Andrew insisted that he could carry them out. 
He could take over the work and study at night. By the time he was 
21 the mortgage would be nearly paid off and he could go away to 
school, leaving Wolmar in charge of the farm. From Bessie's point 
of view it was less a matter of choosing than of postponing any 
final choice. Meanwhile Andrew set doggedly to work on the 
winter wheat he knew his father had intended to plant.

The Mantz family by themselves would have been enough for 
most novelists. But Paul Corey has here a corner of Iowa three 
miles square and an acute awareness of the fact that it takes all 
kinds of farmers to make anything resembling a farm problem. 
Some of the Mantz neighbors are competent and industrious and 
some are not. Some are content to worry along with a horse and 
buggy, others are too optimistically willing in good times to borrow 
money and buy a car. Some are hard as nails — like Jensen, who will 
take advantage of a defenseless widow if he can — and these tend to 
prosper. Others, like Pete Thorne, are kind hearted and somewhat 
liable to bad luck. Each year, from 1910 to the dawn of 1917, we are 
given a fresh panel for this picture of the changing life of a farm 
community. Through the separate stories of these dozen families, 
through their rivalries and common enterprise and local enthusi
asms and scandals, a pattern appears. The rural world is gradually 
shedding the last rem nants of its pioneer individualism and taking 
on a contemporary color of cooperation and mechanization and 
confused economic philosophies. Mr. Corey is too good a story
teller to put it in so many words. Wolmar Mantz playing with his 
toy piledriver and planning to build an automobile is a more 
expressive symbol.

''Three Miles Square" is consistently a good story first of all. Mr. 
Corey never loses sight of his hum an values and he knows the 
country he is writing about inside out. He would certainly agree 
that farmers have a hard life, for he is as familiar as the next writer 
with hailstorms and hog cholera, mortgages and money-lenders.
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These are not enough to rank him with the doleful school of farm 
novelists. Nor is he tem pted, on the other hand, to build a rustic 
idyl of the relative security and self-respect that go with landown
ing. Both aspects are part of the same picture, and he reminds us 
how incomplete one is without the other.

Mr. Corey has the novelist's sure instinct for interpreting life 
solely in terms of the people who are living it. It is mainly because 
the Mantzes themselves are so real because we take such absorbing 
interest in their purely private struggles and ambitions, that "Three 
Miles Square" strikes one as the best farm novel that has come 
along in many a day.

As 1939 w o u n d  d o w n  to w ard  the  T hanksg iv ing  holiday, 
w ith  a n o th e r  W orld  W ar (a lthough  no  one called it th a t yet) 
u n d e rw a y  since S ep tem ber an d  the  G reat D epression  (al
th o u g h  few  k n ew  it yet) ab o u t to  en d , the  Poughkeepsie  
Eagle-News in v ited  fledgling  novelist Paul C orey to be its guest 
ed itorialist. H is con tribu tion  ap p e are d  on  25 N ovem ber and  
exp ressed  h is in n a te  sense  of ind iv idualism  th ro u g h  an  appeal 
to  the  p re-in d u stria l ag rarian  sp irit w h ich  he  saw  as rep re sen t
ing  th e  essen tia l s tre n g th  of th e  A m erican  peop le . To him  that 
sp irit, as W illa C a th e r a n d  o th e r m id w este rn  w riters h ad  also 
w ritten , seem ed  v itia ted  by  the  g rea t change from  farm ing to 
factory  jobs, from  th e  in g en u ity  of "m ake  d o "  im prov isa tion  to 
an  en e rv a tin g  reliance u p o n  p ro d u c ts  of technology. The 
factory  a n d  the  farm  lay at o pposite  an d  inim ical poles. A good 
deal of w h a t lay a t th e  h e a rt of Three Miles Square a n d  w ould  
m otivate  the  rem ain in g  tw o  vo lum es of the  M antz  trilogy  — as 
w ell as serve as a behav ioral gu ide  d u rin g  th e  rem ain ing  
ha lf-cen tu ry  of its a u th o r 's  p ersona l life—w as expressed  in 
P au l's  editorial:

A N O TH ER SPIRIT
A great many people today blame the ills of our times upon the 

vanishing of the Pioneer Spirit from one-third of the Nation, 
without asking what gave this spirit and what took it away. It was 
born of necessity w hen our forefathers raced to conquer a conti
nent, ripping their standard of living from their environment. Sods 
were good enough for a hu t wall, and dried buffalo dung burned 
with a clear blue flame. The women dehydrated beans and the 
milk-full kernels of corn, storing them away for winter; they
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harvested buffalo berries and the tart wild plums in the valleys. 
The men tilled the land with cumbersome tools and w hen these 
tools broke down they were repaired with the best available 
material. They learned to fix things quickly, ingeniously: there was 
much work to be done and no money for fancy repair jobs — and no 
place to get such repair jobs done. A dream built from the wealth 
of the land around them was enough to drive them  on. This life 
conditioned a pattern of behavior — a contriving to "make do," a 
way to outwit circumstance and progress. Two decades ago that 
cunning of fingers was still with u s  — w hen a man could tie the old 
Ford together with baling-wire and make it go.

But in the early twenties young men, sons of pioneers — old foxes 
of environm ent — were pulled from school and field and enveigled 
into the greatest form of regimentation yet devised, the assembly 
line. They repeated one task hour after hour, day after day; they 
were well paid for it. But when the assembly line broke down, they 
were not called upon to contrive some ingenious way of making it 
go again. They squatted on their hams while the mechanic did the 
repairing. Had they offered to help, they would have been fired for 
meddling. Thus were these sons of the pioneers conditioned, and 
when the economic assembly line of our nation broke down they 
squatted on their hams waiting for some mechanic to fix it.

What about the daughters of pioneers? They have been given 
ready-mixed flours, vegetables in tins, and a synthetic fog in 
packages, which has been sliced and called vitamin full bread. 
Their electric irons have heat indications for Wool, Silk and Cotton, 
and it's no longer necessary for the daughter of a pioneer to test the 
heat, judging it for the cloth to be pressed. None of these things are 
designed to build self-reliance, a will to "make do" w hen they are 
no longer forthcoming.

Our industrial refinements have conditioned the pioneer spirit of 
our people. They can hardly be blamed for not having this spirit 
now to use to cope with the ills resulting from the system which 
produced these same industrial refinements. The dream built from 
the wealth of the land around them is still present, but they are 
looking for another spirit to find its realization.

D uring  th e  long  years  th a t Three Miles Square tru d g e d  the  
d iscouraging  ro u n d s  of the  pub lish in g  h o u ses , Pau l C orey w as 
far from  idle as a novelist. H e u se d  th a t tim e to  con tinue  
w riting  his stories a n d  to  com plete  th e  second  an d  th ird  books 
of h is M antz  trilogy. The second  in sta llm en t, called The Road 
Returns, w as p u b lish ed  by  Bobbs-M errill on  the  s tren g th  of the
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p rom ise  sh o w n  by  Three Miles Square. It ap p e are d  in  O ctober 
1940 a n d  w as rev iew ed  for The New York Times by Edith  H. 
W alton:

Paul C orey 's  "T he R oad R e tu rn s"  . . .
Some seasons ago Paul Corey published a fine, solid novel called 

"Three Miles Square," which dealt with an Iowa farm family, the 
Mantzes. "The Road Returns" continues this family's story, but it 
is a better book, even, than its predecessor and its scope and 
implications are wider.

Starting with America's entrance into the war, it covers the years 
of feverish prosperity followed by ruinous decline which were 
w ar's particular gift to the Middle West. Like all their friends and 
neighbors, the Mantzes were crucially affected both by the boom in 
farm prices and by their ensuing, unforeseen collapse. They shared 
the bewilderment and tragedy of a whole, far-flung region, and 
their story, therefore, has more than a personal significance. 
Though the Mantzes come first, as they should, "The Road 
Returns" sets them  brilliantly against a background of change and 
ferment in the Midwestern farm country.

By 1917 the Mantzes are well on the way to winning a long 
struggle which started when Bessie was left a widow with four 
young children. As Mr. Corey recounted in "Three Miles Square," 
she was enabled, somehow, to hold on to her farm thanks to the 
precocious strength and firmness of her eldest son, Andrew. 
N ow  — as "The Road Returns" opens — Andrew has at last been set 
free to pursue his dream  of studying architecture and the farm is 
being run by Bessie's second son, Wolmar. Though the latter's real 
interest is in mechanics, he has agreed, somewhat reluctantly, to 
carry on this burden until the youngest brother, Otto, can step into 
his shoes. In short, Bessie's plans, and her fierce ambitions for her 
children, seem destined to be slowly realized. For Bessie is deter
mined that they shall better themselves and "be somebody," using 
the income from the farm to implement their climb.

Then, abruptly, the war which had seemed so remote disrupts all 
Bessie's plans, for Andrew is called to fight in the first draft. Bitter 
and heartsick, he is obliged to abandon his studies, and when he 
returns two years later he lacks the spirit to resume them. The war 
has broken some essential spring in Andrew. He is neither willing 
to go back to m anaging the farm nor to make the difficult effort to 
continue his schooling.

A ndrew 's defection, plus the increasing restiveness of Wolmar, 
who is running things so slackly, in the end convince Bessie that it 
is futile to retain the farm. Though it w ounds her to do so, she sells
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out at a price which would at one time have seemed staggering and 
moves her family to the adjacent town of Elm. Richer than she has 
ever been, she figures that the income from her mortgage pay
ments will amply suffice to educate Otto, on whom  her hopes are 
now centered. The years that follow are full of struggle and 
incident. Andrew and Wolmar both marry, and as Andrew sinks in 
the scale — descending to odd jobs of carpentering and the like — 
Wolmar by sheer gasping selfishness begins to make his way until 
he is the owner of a small garage. That he forces his mother to lend 
him money at the expense of O tto's education bothers the ruthless 
Wolmar hardly at all. To detail the fortunes of the Mantzes seems 
to me, however, necessary. The real point is that they all become 
engulfed in the blackness of depression which descends upon Iowa 
and the country in 1921. As crop prices and land values plummet 
downward, as farmers go broke and banks fail, Bessie discovers 
that her security was illusory. Not only are the mortgage payments 
discontinued, but soon the farm itself is once more on her hands. 
The Mantzes are just about back where they started from and 
Bessie's dreams are still unfulfilled. Real and vivid, however, as the 
Mantzes are, from the caddish Wolmar to sensitive young Otto, 
there are other more general pictures which flash before one's eyes, 
leaving an unforgettable impression. One sees the newly rich 
farmers, swaggering in fine cloth and silk, and reaching out 
greedily for more and more land. One sees them  later, deflated and 
disheartened, with all their cars and their gadgets lost to them. As 
well, there are swift, stinging glimpses of the influenza epidemic, 
of the suicide of a German who has been hounded quite unfairly, 
of bank runs and mill failures and m ounting poverty and distress. 
In brief, a people who have deserted their slow, steady ways to 
pursue a false rainbow find themselves tricked and cheated, 
disillusioned and bereft. In the end, war and its aftermath returns 
them whence they came — to hard, plodding labor and the land.

Mr. Corey tells a full, rich story, sweeping in its scope, and 
leaves the possible implications to the reader. W hatever moral one 
may draw from it, "The Road Returns" is, first of all, an honest and 
admirable novel which deals with living people juxtaposed against 
a community. Not only is it one of the best M idwestern stories 
which we have had for some time but it re-creates superbly an era 
of the first importance.

The M antz  trilogy cam e to  a p ro m p t close w ith  County Seat, 
pub lished  in  1941. The New York Times rev iew  by  the  p o p u la r 
novelist Louis Brom field ra th e r  fittingly  su m m ed  u p  n o t ju st
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County Seat b u t th e  en tire  trilogy as well:
A  Sm all M idd le-W estern  W orld

Mrs. Christian Mantz is dead. They buried her yesterday and 
half the town of Elm and part of the county were present at the 
funeral. There were wreaths and wheels of flowers and tears were 
shed not only by those who loved her but by those who disliked 
her or were indifferent to her. They did not come, I think, to sit in 
the church or stand in the cold by the open grave because they 
loved her. She was not a lovable person. Even her own children 
could not have loved her, although sometimes her son Otto, more 
sensitive and intelligent than the others, m ust have felt pity for 
he r — at least toward the end of her life after he had escaped her 
domination.

No, I think her town and county neighbors paid her respect at 
the end not because they loved her but because somehow, without 
quite knowing why, they understood that she was a symbol, a very 
integrated part of the American life of her time. There are fewer of 
her kind nowadays and perhaps it is a good thing, although there 
was much in her that was strong and virtuous and admirable. Yet 
in the end what was good was nullified by the iron quality of her 
will and the fanatic quality of her determination that her children 
"should am ount to something." That is an expression which is 
pre-eminently American. It has been at times in American life the 
slogan of a million dominating mothers.

Mrs. Mantz was the grim yet sometimes sympathetic and pitiable 
heroine of three novels by Paul Corey which together make as true 
and recognizable a picture of one large phase of American life as 
has been written. The novels are "Three Miles Square," "The Road 
Returns," and "County Seat." The last concludes a remarkable and 
absorbing trilogy devoted to the life of a humble woman who 
began life as a country school teacher, married a Middle-Western 
farmer, was widowed and devoted the rest of her life to a fanatic 
endeavor to mould the lives of her children to her own ends. It was 
not that she wanted them to be happy or attain a rich fulfillment of 
their abilities and talents and happiness. Blindly she wanted them 
to be "som ething better" than she and her husband had been. 
Blindly she never saw that their capacities were far below the 
standard of her ambitions for them. Like so many American 
mothers, she refused to understand until the end that you cannot 
either by will or ambition or bullying, make brass into gold. It takes 
silk to make a silk purse and there w asn't any silk in the Mantz 
children. They were simply good, undistinguished average people. 
Mrs. Mantz pushed too hard and she only succeeded in embitter
ing herself and very nearly ruining the lives of her children.
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The theme of the book takes on an almost classic quality because 
of its truth and its prevalence in America. Mr. Corey has treated it 
simply, as it should be treated, with what by the literary fashions 
of today might be called an old-fashioned realism. His m ethod is 
fundamentally right, although there are moments when one 
wishes that for a time he might have relaxed the conscientious 
realistic attitude and given us some of that inner fantastic unrea
soned and romantic reality which is a part even of the dullest and 
most respectable citizens. Even the small town business man, 
going his unvarying monotonous daily round, has moments of 
unbalance, of poetry and of fantasy. It is the conscientious deter
mination to avoid all evidence of such vagaries which makes the 
three books seem to belong to the '20s where " photographic 
realism" was a la mode.

Nevertheless all three books have the peculiar absorbing quality 
of a familiar photographed scene in which there is an abundance of 
clearly lighted details in each one of which one finds a nostalgic 
pleasure. The books too are remarkable in the accuracy of detail in 
picturing the past thirty or thirty-five years in a small Middle- 
Western world. Future historians seeking material for theses upon 
such a subject would find it all, alive and real, in these three novels. 
Reading them is very nearly the same as living in such a world in 
time and space.

The three novels are of equally excellent quality. They have the 
same warp and woof. "County Seat" is a true and absorbing book, 
and the three together make a notable achievement in American 
writing.

In w riting  his M antz  trilogy, Paul C orey  alw ays looked  back 
over his Iow a p a s t from  the  v an tage  p o in t of the  1930s. Yet th a t 
im portan t a n d  d istu rb in g  decade  d id  n o t figure in  h is fictional 
story, w hich  e n d ed  d u rin g  the  later 1920s, p rio r to the  W all 
S treet crash . Paul w as m arried  to  the  p o e t a n d  critic R uth  
Lechlitner, w ho , like him , w as a g rad u a te  of the  U niversity  of 
Iow a, an d  th ey  w ere  living n o rth  of M a n h a ttan  in  C old-Spring- 
o n -H udson , w h ere  he  w as sep ara ted  by  1500 m iles from  his 
boyhood  hom e. In  w e ste rn  Iow a, the  d esp era te  farm  crisis of 
the  th irties w as u n d e rw a y  s im u ltaneously  w ith  the  w id esp read  
d ro u g h t th a t h a d  a lready  co n trib u ted  the  o m inous term  " d u s t 
bow l" to the  A m erican vocabulary . In  1935 Pau l w as d raw n  
back to Iow a, ostensib ly  to  g a th e r m ateria l for co n tin u in g  his 
trilogy. But he  w as cu rious also to  see for h im self the  d ev asta 
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tion  th a t h a d  b een  w ro u g h t in 
te rrito ry  th a t he  rem em bered  
as v e rd an tly  g reen  and  
G ran t-W oodish . In  h is story  
" A u n t B irdie's C ookies" (Hin
terland, O ctober-N ovem ber 
1936) he  d rew  u p o n  his jour
ney, after long absence, to see 
his aged aun ts  in  Atlantic, 
Iowa. U nder the guise of the 
fictional John Benton, Paul 
no tes tha t the  green line of 
m aples he  had  rem em bered 
from  his you th  are gone, killed 
by the  drought; and  his aunts 
are penniless. But their inbred 
spirit of self-sufficiency, like 
his ow n, rem ains as strong as 
ever. It is expressed in  fiction 
by  his A un t Birdie Benton: 

"The Bentons take care of 
themselves, Johnny, and 
don 't you forget it! They 
w on't accept charity, they'll 
work their fingers to the bone 
first — they'll starve. . . .
W hat's the country comin' to? 
Folks ain 't got no pride no 
more. I'd be asham ed— 
ashamed to take charity."

But traveling  a n o th e r tw o 
days w estw ard  to the  even  
m ore  d rough t-stricken  plains 
of S ou th  D akota, w h ere  his 
sister Bess h a d  gone to h om e
s tead  tw enty-five years be
fore, Pau l found  h e r in  1935 
d ev asta ted  by  th e  D epression

http://ir.uiowa.edu/bai/vol61/iss1



23

and  the  dust. H e p o rtray s  h is en co u n te r w ith  " H ild a"  in  "A u n t 
B irdie's C ookies,"  tran sla tin g  literally  th e  n am e of h e r  n ew  
hom etow n , Fort P ierre, as Fort S tone. H ilda h a s  lost he r 
hom estead  an d  h e r  teach ing  job a n d  is red u ced  to liv ing w ith  
an o th er w om an  in  the  m eager back room s of a n o th e r  fam ily 's 
residence. It takes John  B enton  on ly  a few  m in u tes  to  size u p  
the situa tion , an d  a t th is  m o m en t of reve lation  he  speaks 
invo lun tarily  w ith  w o rd s th a t s im u ltaneously  describe an d  
accuse: "Y ou 're  on  the  C o u n ty ."  H ilda, even  m ore  firm ly 
g ro u n d ed  th a n  he  in  o ld -fash ioned  ten e ts  of self-reliance, 
adm its h e r sham e:

"I stayed off as long as I could. My savings ran out, my certificate 
had expired and I couldn't get a teaching job. I had to apply or 
starve. More than once this last year, I've been hungry. I was 
forced to do it. . . .  I want to work! I've offered to do house work.
. . but people can't afford to have anyone help them  in their 
homes."

So im pressive w as the  havoc w ro u g h t by  w in d  a n d  b low ing  
d u s t in  Iow a an d  S ou th  D akota th a t Pau l C orey, ever the  
fictionist, w as m oved  to  reco rd  h is im pressions a t once in  a 
story  a n d  th e n  to in se rt the  sto ry  in to  h is m an u sc rip t of Three 
Miles Square, in v en tin g  for th a t p u rp o se  a sim ilar n a tu ra l 
ca tastrophe  w h ich  he  p laced  som etim e a ro u n d  the  y ear 1912. 
T hat sto ry /chap ter w as g iven  the  sim plest a n d  m ost inevitab le 
of titles: " D u s t."  It h as  the  p o w er a n d  im m ediacy  of recen tly  
experienced  events:

By the third day the farm country had passed into a perpetual 
dusk. The sun, at high noon, was a white gold spot passing over a 
saffron-colored world. Out of the southwest howled the wind, 
wave after wave, sweeping the ridges and hilltops, scooping down 
into the valleys, adding new substance to the unnatural twilight.

Jim Bradley told his hired man to quit work in the field. There 
was no use trying to harrow in the oats because it only stirred up 
more dust. The grey horses had turned brown. They shook 
themselves, the harness jangling. The wind whirled away the 
cloud of silt loosened from their coats and they emerged grey 
again. The hired m an's face was black where the dust had caked to 
the perspiration. Jim Bradley set him hauling manure.
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The farmer, a strapping six-footer, big-boned and with a tough 
tanned face, walked slowly across the yard to his house. He leaned 
against the wind stream. Once its force ebbed and he took several 
quick steps to keep his balance. Then it struck him with new 
strength and he fought his way forward, leaning again.

The farm buildings seemed submerged in swift currents of 
brown water. An eddy whipped his crumpled felt hat from his 
close-cropped iron-grey hair, but he caught it and jammed it back 
on his head. His eyes were watering and bloodshot from the 
stinging dust. He coughed and spat a brown clot on the ground. In 
an instant the spot was covered with coagulating silt. The wind 
snapped the house yard gate out of his grasp and swung it back, 
straining the hinges. With an effort he pulled it shut and latched it. 
Once in the kitchen, he paused like a sleepwalker awakening; then 
went to the water pail and gulped down a dipper full of water.

His wife, robust and bony like himself, said nothing but looked 
at him in the shadowy room with a harassed expression. The wind 
howled about the angles of the house and the fine dust beat against 
the window panes. He said: " It's blowin' the grain right off the 
fields."

" It's so dark in here I need a light to work by," she complained. 
"And it ain 't two o'clock yet. "Bradley turned to the kitchen 
window. "If it keeps this up for a couple more days we won't get 
half a crop of small grain." He had seeded a hundred and fifty acres 
into wheat, oats and barley. He was depending on his small grain 
crop because he had to raise two thousand dollars by the middle of 
September.

An apathetic frown darkened his already dark face. He felt more 
annoyed at not being able to work in the field than by seeing his 
fields swept bare. The rolling dust clouds fascinated him but they 
were merely evidence of an impending tragedy that would not 
make itself felt for six months. He didn 't need the two thousand 
this very minute. Those promisory notes weren't due for a long 
time yet. After a while the dust storm would pass, — ten days, a 
week — then he would watch his sparse remaining grain germinate 
and the fields come on with half a stand. Ah, by fall, he would be 
used to the fact that he had lost his grain crop. He had six months 
to grow hardened to the reality. That was the advantage of 
farming.

Tragedies came slowly and you had a chance to get used to them. 
For the swift blows of Fate, — lightning, cyclones, hail — you 
carried insurance, but these gradually growing destructive forces, 
dust storms in March, scorching winds in August, floods and
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droughts, — well, you got used to them. Perhaps by autum n he 
could raise the two thousand some other way.

Bradley turned away from the window. He couldn't stay in the 
house. He couldn't see the dust clouds and his fields being blown 
away when he was in the house.

"Do you suppose Catherine and Jigger will stop this afternoon?" 
his wife asked.

"D on't know," he answered and plunged again into the brown 
sea. Somehow, all thoughts of his daughter and son-in-law and 
grandson were obscured by clouds of dust. The wind at his back 
swept him across the yard and into the barn. He passed down the 
long line of stalls to the slope on the lea side where Lark, the hired 
man, was loading manure.

"By cripes! Almost blow you away," Lark said. He grinned and 
his white teeth flashed in his flexible dust mask.

From the high position of the buildings the two m en could look 
about over the half circle of hills and valleys and watch the dust 
clouds roll up. It seemed as if the rumps of the ridges were 
sprouting huge brown ostrich plumes. Each plume meant a bushel 
of wheat loss. Each plume was worth about a dollar and as fast as 
they grew they were plucked.

Bradley helped with the loading. He had to do something to 
keep occupied. The wind made him nervous. It banged the doors 
on the barns and blew about the yard everything that was loose. 
There was no lull in the rushing wind tide. Sometimes a cluster of 
bare-branched trees would stand out sharply in the brown land
scape, then suddenly disappear, — apparently vanish completely 
because the landscape remained brown. The white gold spot that 
was the sun moved slowly down the brown sky.

"The air's so thick with dust," shouted Lark, "that if it'd  stand 
still you could farm it." The cattle bellowed in the lot, huddled on 
the lea side of the old strawpile, coughing and milling about. The 
hogs grunted in the hog house. Little dust drifts formed at the 
corners of the buildings, extending farther and farther into the 
yard.

Lark said: "If it'd  rain now, boss, your oats would be growin' up 
in the clouds."Bradley grinned. This fellow, Lark, was a joker all 
right.

A little after three o'clock, Jigger Curtis and wife and child drove 
into the yard. The young man came down behind the barn and 
talked to his father-in-law and Lark. Yes, his small grain was being 
blown to smithereens. The whole neighborhood's small grain crop 
was being blown to hell. He said: "There's only one place in luck, 
I know of. That's the Mantzes. They've twelve acres of winter
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wheat that's ankle high and the wind can't do much to it. And 
Andy Mantz got his oats and barley harried in before that last 
soaker. The stuff's up and got roots." The young man leaned his 
wiry body against the wheel of the m anure spreader and hooked 
one heel over the hub cap. He hocked and spat.

"That Mantz kid's always in the field early," remarked Bradley. 
He was thinking that maybe there was something to this winter 
wheat idea after all. Now if he just had that field of his in winter, 
instead of spring wheat, half of his crop would be saved. "You 
gotta have a drill for winter w heat," he said. "W here'd the Mantzes 
get one?"

"Andy rented it from a guy south of Elm."
There was other news of the neighborhood. Carter had to buy 

hay for his stock because it was too early to put them out to grass. 
He hadn 't gotten any hauled before the storm started and now the 
wind blew the stuff off the hayrack as fast as he put in on. His cattle 
hadn 't had anything to eat for several days.

A large white plymouth rock rooster tried to lead his little flock 
of hens around the corner of the barn. Once in the open, the wind 
stream caught him, sending him tumbling down the slope, squalk
ing and flopping his wings. The hens scurried back to shelter, 
cackling with fright. The m en laughed.

"That fellar better be careful or he'll be pecking grain up in the 
sky," yelled Lark.

"D idn 't it send him a rollin'," shouted Jigger. Bradley was 
gradually growing num b to the wind, indifferent to the suspended 
tragedy which hung over him, yet whirled so furiously past. He 
was still thinking that if he had sown winter wheat he 'd  saved half 
his crop. The thought somehow compensated for the fact that later, 
 — come August, come September, he 'd  do a dance for Oscar 
Rhomer, the banker, to get two thousand dollars. His son-in-law 
was happy-go-lucky. If the wind blew the seed off the fields, there 
w ouldn't be so much to harvest. Not so much work, hey? And you 
couldn't work in the fields a day like this. The w ind'd blow you to 
smithereens. Almost tipped the car over, drivin' along the road. 
Jigger Curtis was a renter, paying five dollars an acre. But he didn't 
worry about whether or not he would be able to pay the balance of 
his rent come fall. W hat was the sense of worrying, hey? He and 
Catherine had been looking at a radio that afternoon in town. Mr. 
Stark, who owned the music store, said he'd  sell it to them on time. 
They didn 't have to pay it all down.

W hen the daughter told Mrs. Bradley about the radio they were 
going to buy, the m other only shook her head. That w asn't the way 
she and Jim Bradley had m anaged to get on all these years. No
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siree! But the baby, her first grandchild, was such a little honey
bunch that she forgot about Jigger and Catherine buying on credit. 
And Bradley said nothing to Jigger about it. He didn 't believe in 
interfering with the young folks and w hat they wanted to do. He 
and his wife stood with their backs to the abrasive wind and 
watched the young couple drive away in the dust storm. Oh, 
they'd made sure that baby Jim was well bundled. The loose top of 
the model "T" tilted ahead of the wind, occasionally the car was 
obscured, then revealed again, finally it disappeared over the hill 
on the road home. Darkness came swiftly. The wind did not lessen 
and in the black night the dust beat and choked and stifled 
everything exposed to it and the fields were swept cleaner and 
cleaner.

Bradleys and the whole neighborhood went to sleep to the sound 
of clacking doors and the hissing of dust against the window 
panes. They slept later than usual in the morning, not knowing 
when dawn came. The wind kept up its fury and the farmers 
plunged into the brown sea as if they had lived forever in its 
depths.
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	In 1931 Paul Corey, with his wife, Ruth Lechlitner, poet and critic, bought a rugged, undeveloped farm near Cold Spring, New York. There they established a chicken and egg business and began the construction of a stone cottage. The cottage stands on a hillside with a view of the Hudson and Bear Mountain. All of the work on it was done by Mr. Corey alone, though he had never before any experience in construction. At one time, with winter coming on, he ran short of money needed to complete the house.
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	In addition to the usual magazine notices, Three Miles Square was reviewed in dozens of newspapers, whose regular book columns were the most immediate link with potential purchasers and readers. Sometimes the evaluations were written by local reviewers, but just as often they amounted to little more than regional adaptations of syndicated reviews issued from New York. The praise given by the highly-respected author Lewis Mumford in his jacket blurb was often excerpted locally. The World Herald of Omaha, Ne
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	In Paul's family, his father, Edwin Olney, had been forty-nine when he died in 1905, his widowed mother forty-two. The eldest son, James Olney, was then nineteen, three years older than the elder daughter, Elizabeth Flourence. Two years younger than "Bess" was Paul's brother Henry Fuller, and after another two-year period Robert Longfellow had been born. Probably for dramatic purposes, Paul deletes another sister, Ethel Gertrude and another brother, Challenge Richard, thus widening the actual gap between hi
	In Paul's family, his father, Edwin Olney, had been forty-nine when he died in 1905, his widowed mother forty-two. The eldest son, James Olney, was then nineteen, three years older than the elder daughter, Elizabeth Flourence. Two years younger than "Bess" was Paul's brother Henry Fuller, and after another two-year period Robert Longfellow had been born. Probably for dramatic purposes, Paul deletes another sister, Ethel Gertrude and another brother, Challenge Richard, thus widening the actual gap between hi
	In Paul's family, his father, Edwin Olney, had been forty-nine when he died in 1905, his widowed mother forty-two. The eldest son, James Olney, was then nineteen, three years older than the elder daughter, Elizabeth Flourence. Two years younger than "Bess" was Paul's brother Henry Fuller, and after another two-year period Robert Longfellow had been born. Probably for dramatic purposes, Paul deletes another sister, Ethel Gertrude and another brother, Challenge Richard, thus widening the actual gap between hi

	The key review, the most telling of all, and no doubt the most influential, was that which appeared in The New York Times, written by Margaret Wallace and entitled "A Very Fine Novel of the Rural Scene":
	The key review, the most telling of all, and no doubt the most influential, was that which appeared in The New York Times, written by Margaret Wallace and entitled "A Very Fine Novel of the Rural Scene":
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	One would say from a study of recent novels that there were two ways of looking at life on the farm, and Mr. Corey has adopted them both. The pattern of his story, which is technically interesting in itself, has made this possible. The burden of his theme is
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	concerned with the Mantz family and their hard and ambitious struggle to get ahead. Chris Mantz died suddenly in 1910, leaving Bessie with a heavily mortgaged farm and four small children. She could have sold the farm and moved into the village. Her neighbor, Jensen, who was anxious to get his hands on the Mantz land, strongly advised it. She might have married again. This seemed to every one a reasonable course and Billy Hildebrande, Ed Wheeler's landless brother-in-law offered himself as a logical candida
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	Young Andrew Mantz, who considered at 14 that he was fit for a man's job, stoutly opposed both expedients. His father had cherished great plans for the farm and for giving his children a good education, and Andrew insisted that he could carry them out. He could take over the work and study at night. By the time he was 21 the mortgage would be nearly paid off and he could go away to school, leaving Wolmar in charge of the farm. From Bessie's point of view it was less a matter of choosing than of postponing a
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	The Mantz family by themselves would have been enough for most novelists. But Paul Corey has here a corner of Iowa three miles square and an acute awareness of the fact that it takes all kinds of farmers to make anything resembling a farm problem. Some of the Mantz neighbors are competent and industrious and some are not. Some are content to worry along with a horse and buggy, others are too optimistically willing in good times to borrow money and buy a car. Some are hard as nails — like Jensen, who will ta
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	''Three Miles Square" is consistently a good story first of all. Mr. Corey never loses sight of his human values and he knows the country he is writing about inside out. He would certainly agree that farmers have a hard life, for he is as familiar as the next writer with hailstorms and hog cholera, mortgages and money-lenders.
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	These are not enough to rank him with the doleful school of farm novelists. Nor is he tempted, on the other hand, to build a rustic idyl of the relative security and self-respect that go with landowning. Both aspects are part of the same picture, and he reminds us how incomplete one is without the other.
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	Mr. Corey has the novelist's sure instinct for interpreting life solely in terms of the people who are living it. It is mainly because the Mantzes themselves are so real because we take such absorbing interest in their purely private struggles and ambitions, that "Three Miles Square" strikes one as the best farm novel that has come along in many a day.
	Mr. Corey has the novelist's sure instinct for interpreting life solely in terms of the people who are living it. It is mainly because the Mantzes themselves are so real because we take such absorbing interest in their purely private struggles and ambitions, that "Three Miles Square" strikes one as the best farm novel that has come along in many a day.

	As 1939 wound down toward the Thanksgiving holiday, with another World War (although no one called it that yet) underway since September and the Great Depression (although few knew it yet) about to end, the Poughkeepsie Eagle-News invited fledgling novelist Paul Corey to be its guest editorialist. His contribution appeared on 25 November and expressed his innate sense of individualism through an appeal to the pre-industrial agrarian spirit which he saw as representing the essential strength of the America
	As 1939 wound down toward the Thanksgiving holiday, with another World War (although no one called it that yet) underway since September and the Great Depression (although few knew it yet) about to end, the Poughkeepsie Eagle-News invited fledgling novelist Paul Corey to be its guest editorialist. His contribution appeared on 25 November and expressed his innate sense of individualism through an appeal to the pre-industrial agrarian spirit which he saw as representing the essential strength of the America

	ANOTHER SPIRIT
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	A great many people today blame the ills of our times upon the vanishing of the Pioneer Spirit from one-third of the Nation, without asking what gave this spirit and what took it away. It was born of necessity when our forefathers raced to conquer a continent, ripping their standard of living from their environment. Sods were good enough for a hut wall, and dried buffalo dung burned with a clear blue flame. The women dehydrated beans and the milk-full kernels of corn, storing them away for winter; they
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	harvested buffalo berries and the tart wild plums in the valleys. The men tilled the land with cumbersome tools and when these tools broke down they were repaired with the best available material. They learned to fix things quickly, ingeniously: there was much work to be done and no money for fancy repair jobs — and no place to get such repair jobs done. A dream built from the wealth of the land around them was enough to drive them on. This life conditioned a pattern of behavior — a contriving to "make do,"
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	But in the early twenties young men, sons of pioneers — old foxes of environment — were pulled from school and field and enveigled into the greatest form of regimentation yet devised, the assembly line. They repeated one task hour after hour, day after day; they were well paid for it. But when the assembly line broke down, they were not called upon to contrive some ingenious way of making it go again. They squatted on their hams while the mechanic did the repairing. Had they offered to help, they would have
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	What about the daughters of pioneers? They have been given ready-mixed flours, vegetables in tins, and a synthetic fog in packages, which has been sliced and called vitamin full bread. Their electric irons have heat indications for Wool, Silk and Cotton, and it's no longer necessary for the daughter of a pioneer to test the heat, judging it for the cloth to be pressed. None of these things are designed to build self-reliance, a will to "make do" when they are no longer forthcoming.
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	Our industrial refinements have conditioned the pioneer spirit of our people. They can hardly be blamed for not having this spirit now to use to cope with the ills resulting from the system which produced these same industrial refinements. The dream built from the wealth of the land around them is still present, but they are looking for another spirit to find its realization.
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	During the long years that Three Miles Square trudged the discouraging rounds of the publishing houses, Paul Corey was far from idle as a novelist. He used that time to continue writing his stories and to complete the second and third books of his Mantz trilogy. The second installment, called The Road Returns, was published by Bobbs-Merrill on the strength of the
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	promise shown by Three Miles Square. It appeared in October 1940 and was reviewed for The New York Times by Edith H. Walton:
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	Paul Corey's "The Road Returns" . . .
	Paul Corey's "The Road Returns" . . .

	Some seasons ago Paul Corey published a fine, solid novel called "Three Miles Square," which dealt with an Iowa farm family, the Mantzes. "The Road Returns" continues this family's story, but it is a better book, even, than its predecessor and its scope and implications are wider.
	Some seasons ago Paul Corey published a fine, solid novel called "Three Miles Square," which dealt with an Iowa farm family, the Mantzes. "The Road Returns" continues this family's story, but it is a better book, even, than its predecessor and its scope and implications are wider.

	Starting with America's entrance into the war, it covers the years of feverish prosperity followed by ruinous decline which were war's particular gift to the Middle West. Like all their friends and neighbors, the Mantzes were crucially affected both by the boom in farm prices and by their ensuing, unforeseen collapse. They shared the bewilderment and tragedy of a whole, far-flung region, and their story, therefore, has more than a personal significance. Though the Mantzes come first, as they should, "The Ro
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	By 1917 the Mantzes are well on the way to winning a long struggle which started when Bessie was left a widow with four young children. As Mr. Corey recounted in "Three Miles Square," she was enabled, somehow, to hold on to her farm thanks to the precocious strength and firmness of her eldest son, Andrew. Now — as "The Road Returns" opens — Andrew has at last been set free to pursue his dream of studying architecture and the farm is being run by Bessie's second son, Wolmar. Though the latter's real interest
	By 1917 the Mantzes are well on the way to winning a long struggle which started when Bessie was left a widow with four young children. As Mr. Corey recounted in "Three Miles Square," she was enabled, somehow, to hold on to her farm thanks to the precocious strength and firmness of her eldest son, Andrew. Now — as "The Road Returns" opens — Andrew has at last been set free to pursue his dream of studying architecture and the farm is being run by Bessie's second son, Wolmar. Though the latter's real interest

	Then, abruptly, the war which had seemed so remote disrupts all Bessie's plans, for Andrew is called to fight in the first draft. Bitter and heartsick, he is obliged to abandon his studies, and when he returns two years later he lacks the spirit to resume them. The war has broken some essential spring in Andrew. He is neither willing to go back to managing the farm nor to make the difficult effort to continue his schooling.
	Then, abruptly, the war which had seemed so remote disrupts all Bessie's plans, for Andrew is called to fight in the first draft. Bitter and heartsick, he is obliged to abandon his studies, and when he returns two years later he lacks the spirit to resume them. The war has broken some essential spring in Andrew. He is neither willing to go back to managing the farm nor to make the difficult effort to continue his schooling.

	Andrew's defection, plus the increasing restiveness of Wolmar, who is running things so slackly, in the end convince Bessie that it is futile to retain the farm. Though it wounds her to do so, she sells
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	out at a price which would at one time have seemed staggering and moves her family to the adjacent town of Elm. Richer than she has ever been, she figures that the income from her mortgage payments will amply suffice to educate Otto, on whom her hopes are now centered. The years that follow are full of struggle and incident. Andrew and Wolmar both marry, and as Andrew sinks in the scale — descending to odd jobs of carpentering and the like — Wolmar by sheer gasping selfishness begins to make his way until 
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	Mr. Corey tells a full, rich story, sweeping in its scope, and leaves the possible implications to the reader. Whatever moral one may draw from it, "The Road Returns" is, first of all, an honest and admirable novel which deals with living people juxtaposed against a community. Not only is it one of the best Midwestern stories which we have had for some time but it re-creates superbly an era of the first importance.
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	The Mantz trilogy came to a prompt close with County Seat, published in 1941. The New York Times review by the popular novelist Louis Bromfield rather fittingly summed up not just
	The Mantz trilogy came to a prompt close with County Seat, published in 1941. The New York Times review by the popular novelist Louis Bromfield rather fittingly summed up not just


	County Seat but the entire trilogy as well:
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	A Small Middle-Western World
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	Mrs. Christian Mantz is dead. They buried her yesterday and half the town of Elm and part of the county were present at the funeral. There were wreaths and wheels of flowers and tears were shed not only by those who loved her but by those who disliked her or were indifferent to her. They did not come, I think, to sit in the church or stand in the cold by the open grave because they loved her. She was not a lovable person. Even her own children could not have loved her, although sometimes her son Otto, more 
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	No, I think her town and county neighbors paid her respect at the end not because they loved her but because somehow, without quite knowing why, they understood that she was a symbol, a very integrated part of the American life of her time. There are fewer of her kind nowadays and perhaps it is a good thing, although there was much in her that was strong and virtuous and admirable. Yet in the end what was good was nullified by the iron quality of her will and the fanatic quality of her determination that he
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	Mrs. Mantz was the grim yet sometimes sympathetic and pitiable heroine of three novels by Paul Corey which together make as true and recognizable a picture of one large phase of American life as has been written. The novels are "Three Miles Square," "The Road Returns," and "County Seat." The last concludes a remarkable and absorbing trilogy devoted to the life of a humble woman who began life as a country school teacher, married a Middle-Western farmer, was widowed and devoted the rest of her life to a fana
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	The theme of the book takes on an almost classic quality because of its truth and its prevalence in America. Mr. Corey has treated it simply, as it should be treated, with what by the literary fashions of today might be called an old-fashioned realism. His method is fundamentally right, although there are moments when one wishes that for a time he might have relaxed the conscientious realistic attitude and given us some of that inner fantastic unreasoned and romantic reality which is a part even of the dul
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	Nevertheless all three books have the peculiar absorbing quality of a familiar photographed scene in which there is an abundance of clearly lighted details in each one of which one finds a nostalgic pleasure. The books too are remarkable in the accuracy of detail in picturing the past thirty or thirty-five years in a small Middle- Western world. Future historians seeking material for theses upon such a subject would find it all, alive and real, in these three novels. Reading them is very nearly the same as 
	Nevertheless all three books have the peculiar absorbing quality of a familiar photographed scene in which there is an abundance of clearly lighted details in each one of which one finds a nostalgic pleasure. The books too are remarkable in the accuracy of detail in picturing the past thirty or thirty-five years in a small Middle- Western world. Future historians seeking material for theses upon such a subject would find it all, alive and real, in these three novels. Reading them is very nearly the same as 

	The three novels are of equally excellent quality. They have the same warp and woof. "County Seat" is a true and absorbing book, and the three together make a notable achievement in American writing.
	The three novels are of equally excellent quality. They have the same warp and woof. "County Seat" is a true and absorbing book, and the three together make a notable achievement in American writing.

	In writing his Mantz trilogy, Paul Corey always looked back over his Iowa past from the vantage point of the 1930s. Yet that important and disturbing decade did not figure in his fictional story, which ended during the later 1920s, prior to the Wall Street crash. Paul was married to the poet and critic Ruth Lechlitner, who, like him, was a graduate of the University of Iowa, and they were living north of Manhattan in Cold-Spring- on-Hudson, where he was separated by 1500 miles from his boyhood home. In west
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	tion that had been wrought in territory that he remembered as verdantly green and Grant-Woodish. In his story "Aunt Birdie's Cookies" (Hinterland, October-November 1936) he drew upon his journey, after long absence, to see his aged aunts in Atlantic, Iowa. Under the guise of the fictional John Benton, Paul notes that the green line of maples he had remembered from his youth are gone, killed by the drought; and his aunts are penniless. But their inbred spirit of self-sufficiency, like his own, remains as s
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	What's the country comin' to? Folks ain't got no pride no more. I'd be ashamed— ashamed to take charity."
	What's the country comin' to? Folks ain't got no pride no more. I'd be ashamed— ashamed to take charity."

	But traveling another two days westward to the even more drought-stricken plains of South Dakota, where his sister Bess had gone to homestead twenty-five years before, Paul found her in 1935 devastated by the Depression
	But traveling another two days westward to the even more drought-stricken plains of South Dakota, where his sister Bess had gone to homestead twenty-five years before, Paul found her in 1935 devastated by the Depression
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	and the dust. He portrays his encounter with "Hilda" in "Aunt Birdie's Cookies," translating literally the name of her new hometown, Fort Pierre, as Fort Stone. Hilda has lost her homestead and her teaching job and is reduced to living with another woman in the meager back rooms of another family's residence. It takes John Benton only a few minutes to size up the situation, and at this moment of revelation he speaks involuntarily with words that simultaneously describe and accuse: "You're on the County." Hi
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	"I stayed off as long as I could. My savings ran out, my certificate had expired and I couldn't get a teaching job. I had to apply or starve. More than once this last year, I've been hungry. I was forced to do it. ... I want to work! I've offered to do house work.
	"I stayed off as long as I could. My savings ran out, my certificate had expired and I couldn't get a teaching job. I had to apply or starve. More than once this last year, I've been hungry. I was forced to do it. ... I want to work! I've offered to do house work.

	. . but people can't afford to have anyone help them in their homes."
	. . but people can't afford to have anyone help them in their homes."

	So impressive was the havoc wrought by wind and blowing dust in Iowa and South Dakota that Paul Corey, ever the fictionist, was moved to record his impressions at once in a story and then to insert the story into his manuscript of Three Miles Square, inventing for that purpose a similar natural catastrophe which he placed sometime around the year 1912. That story/chapter was given the simplest and most inevitable of titles: "Dust." It has the power and immediacy of recently experienced events:
	So impressive was the havoc wrought by wind and blowing dust in Iowa and South Dakota that Paul Corey, ever the fictionist, was moved to record his impressions at once in a story and then to insert the story into his manuscript of Three Miles Square, inventing for that purpose a similar natural catastrophe which he placed sometime around the year 1912. That story/chapter was given the simplest and most inevitable of titles: "Dust." It has the power and immediacy of recently experienced events:

	By the third day the farm country had passed into a perpetual dusk. The sun, at high noon, was a white gold spot passing over a saffron-colored world. Out of the southwest howled the wind, wave after wave, sweeping the ridges and hilltops, scooping down into the valleys, adding new substance to the unnatural twilight.
	By the third day the farm country had passed into a perpetual dusk. The sun, at high noon, was a white gold spot passing over a saffron-colored world. Out of the southwest howled the wind, wave after wave, sweeping the ridges and hilltops, scooping down into the valleys, adding new substance to the unnatural twilight.

	Jim Bradley told his hired man to quit work in the field. There was no use trying to harrow in the oats because it only stirred up more dust. The grey horses had turned brown. They shook themselves, the harness jangling. The wind whirled away the cloud of silt loosened from their coats and they emerged grey again. The hired man's face was black where the dust had caked to the perspiration. Jim Bradley set him hauling manure.
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	The farmer, a strapping six-footer, big-boned and with a tough tanned face, walked slowly across the yard to his house. He leaned against the wind stream. Once its force ebbed and he took several quick steps to keep his balance. Then it struck him with new strength and he fought his way forward, leaning again.
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	The farm buildings seemed submerged in swift currents of brown water. An eddy whipped his crumpled felt hat from his close-cropped iron-grey hair, but he caught it and jammed it back on his head. His eyes were watering and bloodshot from the stinging dust. He coughed and spat a brown clot on the ground. In an instant the spot was covered with coagulating silt. The wind snapped the house yard gate out of his grasp and swung it back, straining the hinges. With an effort he pulled it shut and latched it. Once 
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	His wife, robust and bony like himself, said nothing but looked at him in the shadowy room with a harassed expression. The wind howled about the angles of the house and the fine dust beat against the window panes. He said: "It's blowin' the grain right off the fields."
	His wife, robust and bony like himself, said nothing but looked at him in the shadowy room with a harassed expression. The wind howled about the angles of the house and the fine dust beat against the window panes. He said: "It's blowin' the grain right off the fields."

	"It's so dark in here I need a light to work by," she complained. "And it ain't two o'clock yet. "Bradley turned to the kitchen window. "If it keeps this up for a couple more days we won't get half a crop of small grain." He had seeded a hundred and fifty acres into wheat, oats and barley. He was depending on his small grain crop because he had to raise two thousand dollars by the middle of September.
	"It's so dark in here I need a light to work by," she complained. "And it ain't two o'clock yet. "Bradley turned to the kitchen window. "If it keeps this up for a couple more days we won't get half a crop of small grain." He had seeded a hundred and fifty acres into wheat, oats and barley. He was depending on his small grain crop because he had to raise two thousand dollars by the middle of September.

	An apathetic frown darkened his already dark face. He felt more annoyed at not being able to work in the field than by seeing his fields swept bare. The rolling dust clouds fascinated him but they were merely evidence of an impending tragedy that would not make itself felt for six months. He didn't need the two thousand this very minute. Those promisory notes weren't due for a long time yet. After a while the dust storm would pass, — ten days, a week — then he would watch his sparse remaining grain germinat
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	Tragedies came slowly and you had a chance to get used to them. For the swift blows of Fate, — lightning, cyclones, hail — you carried insurance, but these gradually growing destructive forces, dust storms in March, scorching winds in August, floods and
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	droughts, — well, you got used to them. Perhaps by autumn he could raise the two thousand some other way.
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	Bradley turned away from the window. He couldn't stay in the house. He couldn't see the dust clouds and his fields being blown away when he was in the house.
	Bradley turned away from the window. He couldn't stay in the house. He couldn't see the dust clouds and his fields being blown away when he was in the house.

	"Do you suppose Catherine and Jigger will stop this afternoon?" his wife asked.
	"Do you suppose Catherine and Jigger will stop this afternoon?" his wife asked.

	"Don't know," he answered and plunged again into the brown sea. Somehow, all thoughts of his daughter and son-in-law and grandson were obscured by clouds of dust. The wind at his back swept him across the yard and into the barn. He passed down the long line of stalls to the slope on the lea side where Lark, the hired man, was loading manure.
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	"By cripes! Almost blow you away," Lark said. He grinned and his white teeth flashed in his flexible dust mask.
	"By cripes! Almost blow you away," Lark said. He grinned and his white teeth flashed in his flexible dust mask.

	From the high position of the buildings the two men could look about over the half circle of hills and valleys and watch the dust clouds roll up. It seemed as if the rumps of the ridges were sprouting huge brown ostrich plumes. Each plume meant a bushel of wheat loss. Each plume was worth about a dollar and as fast as they grew they were plucked.
	From the high position of the buildings the two men could look about over the half circle of hills and valleys and watch the dust clouds roll up. It seemed as if the rumps of the ridges were sprouting huge brown ostrich plumes. Each plume meant a bushel of wheat loss. Each plume was worth about a dollar and as fast as they grew they were plucked.

	Bradley helped with the loading. He had to do something to keep occupied. The wind made him nervous. It banged the doors on the barns and blew about the yard everything that was loose. There was no lull in the rushing wind tide. Sometimes a cluster of bare-branched trees would stand out sharply in the brown landscape, then suddenly disappear, — apparently vanish completely because the landscape remained brown. The white gold spot that was the sun moved slowly down the brown sky.
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	"The air's so thick with dust," shouted Lark, "that if it'd stand still you could farm it." The cattle bellowed in the lot, huddled on the lea side of the old strawpile, coughing and milling about. The hogs grunted in the hog house. Little dust drifts formed at the corners of the buildings, extending farther and farther into the yard.
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	Lark said: "If it'd rain now, boss, your oats would be growin' up in the clouds."Bradley grinned. This fellow, Lark, was a joker all right.
	Lark said: "If it'd rain now, boss, your oats would be growin' up in the clouds."Bradley grinned. This fellow, Lark, was a joker all right.

	A little after three o'clock, Jigger Curtis and wife and child drove into the yard. The young man came down behind the barn and talked to his father-in-law and Lark. Yes, his small grain was being blown to smithereens. The whole neighborhood's small grain crop was being blown to hell. He said: "There's only one place in luck, I know of. That's the Mantzes. They've twelve acres of winter
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	wheat that's ankle high and the wind can't do much to it. And Andy Mantz got his oats and barley harried in before that last soaker. The stuff's up and got roots." The young man leaned his wiry body against the wheel of the manure spreader and hooked one heel over the hub cap. He hocked and spat.
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	"That Mantz kid's always in the field early," remarked Bradley. He was thinking that maybe there was something to this winter wheat idea after all. Now if he just had that field of his in winter, instead of spring wheat, half of his crop would be saved. "You gotta have a drill for winter wheat," he said. "Where'd the Mantzes get one?"
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	"Andy rented it from a guy south of Elm."
	"Andy rented it from a guy south of Elm."

	There was other news of the neighborhood. Carter had to buy hay for his stock because it was too early to put them out to grass. He hadn't gotten any hauled before the storm started and now the wind blew the stuff off the hayrack as fast as he put in on. His cattle hadn't had anything to eat for several days.
	There was other news of the neighborhood. Carter had to buy hay for his stock because it was too early to put them out to grass. He hadn't gotten any hauled before the storm started and now the wind blew the stuff off the hayrack as fast as he put in on. His cattle hadn't had anything to eat for several days.

	A large white plymouth rock rooster tried to lead his little flock of hens around the corner of the barn. Once in the open, the wind stream caught him, sending him tumbling down the slope, squalking and flopping his wings. The hens scurried back to shelter, cackling with fright. The men laughed.
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	"That fellar better be careful or he'll be pecking grain up in the sky," yelled Lark.
	"That fellar better be careful or he'll be pecking grain up in the sky," yelled Lark.

	"Didn't it send him a rollin'," shouted Jigger. Bradley was gradually growing numb to the wind, indifferent to the suspended tragedy which hung over him, yet whirled so furiously past. He was still thinking that if he had sown winter wheat he'd saved half his crop. The thought somehow compensated for the fact that later,  — come August, come September, he'd do a dance for Oscar Rhomer, the banker, to get two thousand dollars. His son-in-law was happy-go-lucky. If the wind blew the seed off the fields, there
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	When the daughter told Mrs. Bradley about the radio they were going to buy, the mother only shook her head. That wasn't the way she and Jim Bradley had managed to get on all these years. No
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	siree! But the baby, her first grandchild, was such a little honeybunch that she forgot about Jigger and Catherine buying on credit. And Bradley said nothing to Jigger about it. He didn't believe in interfering with the young folks and what they wanted to do. He and his wife stood with their backs to the abrasive wind and watched the young couple drive away in the dust storm. Oh, they'd made sure that baby Jim was well bundled. The loose top of the model "T" tilted ahead of the wind, occasionally the car w
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	Bradleys and the whole neighborhood went to sleep to the sound of clacking doors and the hissing of dust against the window panes. They slept later than usual in the morning, not knowing when dawn came. The wind kept up its fury and the farmers plunged into the brown sea as if they had lived forever in its depths.
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