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FAMILY GROUP TAKEN BEFORE THE OUTBREAK OF WAR

Standing (1 to r): Harry, Alizon, T'Min (Alizon's Aunt Marion) 
                                                              Cecilia, Hugh Fox (Alizon's father).

Sitting (1 to r): Joseph Hoyland Fox (Alizon's grandfather), 
                                                                    Lilo Fox (Alizon’s stepmother).

———————————
Although not herself a Quaker, Alizon Fox was a member of a family which had belonged to the Society of Friends for many generations. Her father, Hugh Fox, was Chairman of a family firm of West Country Woollen Manufacturers and in his young days had captained the England Rugby XV. After leaving Marlborough early in 1917, her brother Harry fought on the Western Front. Alizon herself had gone to Holland in 1916 when she was in her middle twenties. For over two years she worked in a camp for refugees at Udon under the auspices of the Friends War Victims Relief Committee.

After the war, Alizon volunteered to continue working for this organisation. The Friends War Victims Relief Committee had been working in France since 1915. Now, at the suggestion of the French Authorities, it undertook responsibility for the rehabilitation of certain districts near Verdun. The district assigned, some two hundred square miles, was in the old Duchy of Loraine. It was a land of rolling farm lands and forests. The Committee’s workers established their Headquarters at Grange Le Conte in November 1918. Alizon went there in October 1919.
The following year she went to Poland to do rehabilitation work in the devastated regions of that country. Later she worked in Greece. Ruth Fry, [Ruth Fry was the youngest daughter to Sir Edward Fry, the Judge. One sister, Joan Mary, was with, Marion Fox, one of the first four Quakers to enter Germany after the Armistice; another sister, Margery, became Principal of Somerville College, Oxford; a brother, Roger, was a well-known artist and art critic.] the Honorary Secretary of the Friends War Victims Relief Committee, has written that Alizon Fox gave "as many year’s work in as many countries as perhaps any other in the Mission"
Alizon settled down in England in the 1930's looking after her father in his old age. She became a Magistrate and gave much time to public service. She died in 1967.
These letters were mostly written for circulation to her family. A few more personal ones were written to her Aunt Marion (T'Min). The letters describe her day to day life in France and Poland. In editing them I have been helped by two of Alizon's fellow workers, Dorice White and Harry Stevens, who was nicknamed Stephano. Harry Stevens died earlier this year. In his first letter to me, he wrote:
Two things come immediately to memory of Alizon; first, that inimitable, indescribable little toss and shake of the head, espe​cially when she laughed. It was that which identified her for me straight away some years ago when we quite casually met on the sands at Fowey. To have her jump up from the rocks which she and her sister were sitting on, and come towards me with "Surely, it's Stephano", remains a very moving memory. And the other immediate thought is how she adored her aunt, Marion. But then, Marion Fox was rather a great person her own right, especially of course in the Society of Friends.
Of course I have other memories.... But I mustn't let an old man's memories take command. I am glad you have been in touch with Dorice White. She was in France with Alizon and then at Werbkowice for some months. But of course I know the second part of the Werbkowice story (when we were at Malice) better than Dorice, who was by then already on her way to Russia.
In a letter written after he had read Alizon's letters, Stephano wrote:

I finished reading the letters a few days ago and write to let you know how much I gained from them... The first thing that strikes one in reading them is Alizon's Joie de Vivre, her gusto - to put it in good simple English. She threw herself into everything she did and seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of energy on which to draw.... Alizon was warm hearted, great hearted, and, as is often the case with such people, strong willed....
 I shall dip into the letters again and again while they are in my possession, not with any strong feeling of nostalgia, but rather of delight in the joys and hazards, the trials and victories of those long past days.
I only recently got to know Harry Stevens. Dorice White is a friend of many years’ standing. When she read Alizon’s letters, sent to her at her home in County Kilkenny, she wrote that her brother and herself were without their usual staffs in both the house and the farm. “I longed to sit down and read all the letters through at my leisure but that was non-existent! My first hurried reading certainly convinced me that you were right in saying, ‘they are very good indeed’, so good I think as to be valuable as history of the Friends relief work in field in Poland’. In spite of her busy life, Dorice found time to send some useful notes.

Alizon lived with her sister, Cecilia, a doctor, in the last years of her life. It is thanks to Cecilia that this collection of letters now sees the light of day.

I, the editor of the letters, am Alizon’s first cousin and godson. As a school boy I used to get picture postcards from Alizon in Poland.

                                                                                       H.C.F. May 1973.
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BUZANCY EN ARDDENNES

                                                                 C/o War Victims Relief Committee

                                                                 Grange Le Conte

                                                                 19th October 1919.

We arrived here last night. They forgot to send the car to Clermont to meet the train so, when we had safely deposited our baggage by the aid of a very half-seas-over porter, we walked the three odd miles. We got here about 9.30….

Well our fates are settled. I am going to Buzancy in the Ardennes, a small equipe – only two of us, but we have a car. A Miss White – Irish – is the other worker. Beyond that I know nothing. The district seems to be much poorer than round here, and there is much visiting to do in the villages…. We motor along tomorrow and I hope we shall get our luggage from Clermont in time. The drunken porter refused to give it up today without a check, and we had given that up at his insistence last night.

Grange is the centre of the Relief Work with all the stores, repair shops for the cars, etc. There are about sixty workers there, mostly American.

                                                              Buzancy en Adennes

                                                              2nd November, 1919.

The colouring is still very lovely, but the leaves are falling, and the roads are awful. We have two sales this week in the distant villages. We sold clothing, new and second-hand, and boots, and are all sold out of everything, at very low prices of course.

There is a workroom here, now run by a French girl, but all the materials come through us. The clothing is cut out and people come from all the villages round to fetch work. When work is collected they are paid by the piece and it is sold at cost price. Most of the people had sewing machines, but now they are practically unprocurable….

I visited one family yesterday – parents and five children. They had two large rooms and their furniture was a pram, a broken chair, a bench and a stove. They had no bedding and were getting in straw to lie on. And of course those returning now have no provision for the winter – wood, vegetables, etc. We have about fifty sacks of coal to give round later on, and also lots of whitewash for the dirty walls.

This week I believe the bee man is coming round with hives for sale.

                                                                 Buzancy

                                                                 6th November, 1919.

I am shop keeper today and thoroughly enjoying life. We have a co-operative store for this centre. It is one of the very few shops in this district of twenty-eight villages and we sell furniture, epicerie, including flour, sugar and coffee, stationery, tools, soap, boots, sabots, clothing, material, china and especially the round bowls that all this part of the world drink out of - "slop basins", as a worthy member of the London Committee called them.

The girl who runs the shop has gone off to the General Committee and I am trying to run it. We have two tiny rooms and swim in mud, flour, sugar, and lard..... Luckily for me the sugar and coffee have run out so I have not quite so much of a rush today. Candles too are sold out.....

Thanks be there is a very capable Frenchwoman who sits at a table by the door and sees to the paying of all the purch​ases and knows all the prices....

A German came in for some jam and I found he spoke Flemish so we got on all right. There are a number of German prisoners on the land, blowing up shell dumps, buildings, etc. A number are escaping. There is no definite date fixed for their return to Germany. The farmers are just trying to keep them as long as possible as it is cheap labour. We have a very nice German who looks after the offices of "La Reqion Libere" which are under our rooms, and he helps with water and is gener​ally useful. Many of them have not even been given greatcoats and are in cotton still and are very cold.
We had a most interesting time yesterday distributing bees.  Some twenty seven hives - and we set forth in two Fords. As we had four inches of snow on Monday and the thaw set in yesterday, with pelting rain, the roads were a treat. We lie very low in Buzancy with hills all round us so we have to climb up on to moorland, and on very bad tracks. We ploughed through slush and, whenever we came to a village, left the men to distribute the bees and interviewed the schoolmaster to get the number of children for the Christmas parties.

One little village, nestling in a fold in the hills, has twelve children. We spent a long time there and found the school-master has by way of equipment twelve desks, one table and chair, a borrowed stove and twelve cahiers (bought with his money) and that is all, and he says it will take several months before anything further comes. He spoke very bitterly of the red tape and utter lack of organisation in France. “If only we were more like the Americans, who act first and then ask permission”! We hope to get him books, maps, etc.
In our villages on the Marne, we have equipped all the schools, and on the Meuse too, to a certain extent, but the work in the Ardennes has not been going on for so long as it was under German occupation all the time.

When it grew dark, we only had lights on one car, which had to lead with the bee man driving and Miss White guiding, and Bill, our driver, and I following along in the boneshaker as Bill could drive almost blindfold.

We ended up in a very nice village and went round to help with the bees as it was so late. Such a picture in one house. A big room with oak rafters, big open fire and a little boy by it playing with a dog, the old Granny sitting up in bed in her white cap taking a great interest in things, and the other folk gathered round the table and the lamp, examining the skeps and counting out the money. Some of the old folk have such fine faces round here.
We got home about 7 o’clock, wet and frozen and hungry. We travelled at top speed, skidding like anything, but these boys do seem to know how to drive par excellence.
                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              11th November, 1919.

We have spent the last two days visiting a village that has been almost entirely destroyed, and the people are living in very small barracks, much smaller than are Uden [The camp in which Alizon worked in Holland.] huts and very rough. I discovered that before the war the great winter occupation was spinning and weaving….. the women doing the former and the men the latter, both flax and wool. Of course all has been destroyed.
The more one visits the more one wonders how these people are going to survive the struggle for existence. One thing is very noticeable, the absence of children. So far I have visited one family of five, otherwise never more than four and generally one or two.

At this moment we are making lists of the children for our Christmas parties. As we have twenty eight villages to give parties to, we want to collect all we can in the way of little presents, candles for the trees, and non-breakable ornamentations.

                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              12th November, 1919.

I hope my blokken [sabots] are en route as I do loathe a twenty-five mile drive with wet feet and none of my footgear can keep out this mud.
We have fairly buzzed round the country to-day…. It was snowing hard with icy wind and, up some of the hills, the wheels slipped, so I had to push behind and Bill ran alongside while steering, to lighten the load.

I’m more than glad of my big coat which will certainly be worn out by the end of this winter with all the rough wear it gets. A woman admired it to-day and I told her it was six years old. “Never mind, your lover will give you another”.

“Oh, I haven’t got one”.

“You are over twenty-five? Then you are clothed in the hat of St. Catherine”.

So you see there is no hope for me.

This afternoon we only went fifteen kilometres, and I visited three families. One woman can’t buy any boots or sabots, her size is “out” so she has to stay indoors till we can take her some, and such an indoors! One room, in which they have made a very rough bed on which is a mattress we have given them, a bench which they use as a table, and two chairs. The two children sleep in a neighbour’s house. The bread is hung in a bag on the wall as they have no cupboards to keep it in. She gave me two big gloves of lovely “Marie Louise” pears. They often try to give me something, and I’m getting quite a stoic at gulping down strong black coffee with a smiling countenance.
                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              19th November, 1919.

 We have been visiting hard this week and are very depressed with the bitterness, dirt, and awful poverty. This morning I never found any furniture beyond a bed, rough table, and two chairs, in any house. One dear old lady had one room habitable; the sitting room she had turned into a shed for her goat (bought from the Mission), and the cat and goat were playing with each other. Hardly anyone has a cupboard. One couple had two plates and two bowls by way of crockery. Another had escaped from their house after a shell had burst in it and killed their two cows. Foot and mouth disease is very bad here and what few cows the farmers have bought they are losing now. This used to be a great pasture country. Often a farmer had forty cows before the war and now has two or three only……
Our cook thought she would get a cold coming out at night so in the meantime I turn out dinners for five….. If you have a small cookery book you might post it to me. It is difficult guessing at everything.
We sadly miss Bill our chauffeur when we stick and back and puff and stop….. We hear we are to have someone whose name in the Mission is “Eat Plenty and do Nothing” and that no one has yet made him work…..
                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              26th November, 1919.

Many of the families from these occupied parts were separated during the War. The husband might be fighting and the family remain with the Germans, or he might be a civilian prisoner sent to work in Germany. Often mothers were five years without news of husbands or sons. In one village a woman thought she had lost two sons in the war but one got through safely although she had no news until after the armistice. One is terrible struck with the absences of children…..
                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              30th November, 1919.

We moved house yesterday. Nine car loads, and I had five German prisoners loading and unloading, so it was very quickly through. A Minister suddenly turned up to discuss furniture distribution with us, and in five minutes our new sitting room had a carpet, three arm chairs, a fire, a tablecloth and a pot of berries. Dorice White and I had managed to change our blouses and wash our hands.
We now have a terror of a chauffeur, who wears glasses, can’t see in the rain or dark and finds these roads awful. He wants to do the minimum amount of work and isn’t any use about the house. We had a charming American boy, but he has gone back to the garage at Grange and I shrewdly suspect that they wanted to get rid of this one.

                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              31st November 1919.

Certainly in many ways this side of our work is much more interesting than the work in Holland, because the actual giving of relief seems more effectual for the moment than the slow social work we were doing then. The “Mission”, as we are called, is large enough to be divided into sections for Relief, Co-operative, Building, etc., and is working in the Meuse, Marne, Somme and Ardennes regions,  setting up complete little hut villages, where the houses have been destroyed, finding furniture and distributing goats, sheep, poultry, bees, and seeds, also threshing and ploughing. A maternity hospital at Chalons has now been endowed and handed over to the French….. 

I am in the Relief Section. France is just concentrating on supplying and distributing food and fuel this winter. The “Chemin de Fer de l’Est” refuses to carry anything but food stuffs, so you can imagine the congestion of things in Paris….
We try and visit every family, and where we find great want, we give them a “paquet” of clothing and sometimes a “bon” for a 100 francs to enable them to buy furniture. I visited a family of five the other day, who had just come back. Their house was destroyed and they were lodged in a tiny shed. They had put some transparent paper in the door as a window, made a hole in the roof for the smoke of their fire, and had found two old iron bedsteads and covered them with straw. A table and a few wooden boxes completed the furniture. They were turned out of the place where they were living in the Haute Loire and had just walked home.
We are busy making preparations for our Christmas parties. We have twelve altogether and hope to reach all the eight hundred children in our villages, and we hope to get enough presents too. The children are very quiet and cowed and one never sees them rushing about or making a noise or singing.

These people have tremendous courage beginning life all over again, but sometimes one feels quite helpless when they are bitter and despairing, but that is not usual. Generally they are wonderfully patient and cheerful.

[Alizon’s aunt, Marion Fox (T’Min) and a cousin, Elizabeth Fox Howard (Elsie), paid a visit to Buzancy early in December]

                                                              Buzancy 

                                                              10th December 1919.
It has been delightful having them both, and I hope they will survive the cold. They left yesterday in the shopping car, T’Min sitting by the driver, Elsie enthroned on a sack of carrots behind, among vegetables, a dog, fruit, etc. I had weekend at Grange with them and on Tuesday we took them visiting.

At present we are much involved in furniture. In fact Dorice White’s room is full of it, and mattresses and blankets line the passages, and we expect stoves and sewing machines tomorrow to choke us a little further. We have an offer from a French Society, “Le Bon Gite”, of a waggon of furniture for distribution and we have been visiting round to find out what the families most need. We try to get them to pay one third of the price, but if they seem too poor, the Mission pays….
I was invited to lunch with a family I wasn’t even intending to visit and had a delightful time. The father had been a civilian prisoner in Germany as he had been helping to carry the French wounded and couldn’t escape in time. The second boy has his hand bound up as he played with a shell the day they returned home and has lost several fingers. Such a cheerful lad. He hopes he can be a school master. The mother was away shopping and the eldest girl, aged sixteen, was in charge. We ate soup, potatoes and carrots and little bits of bacon, and baked apples….
The villages are so different in spirit, some so friendly and easy to visit and others quite the reverse. Today we went to friendly ones. A good many people had known our Mission in other parts too, which makes a difference. I took a layette to a woman who was very cold and unbending yesterday. Today she was quite different and told me all her history. Some of the old women are so delightful….
There seems to be no sign of the German prisoners being sent back and it is causing a great deal of feeling on both sides….
Transport gets more and more difficult and now there is a great shortage of petrol. Cars are stranded but so far we have been able to keep up supplies.

It’s awful cold tonight, sponges frozen etc. I am thankful for my big boots….                           
                                                                   Buzancy 

                                                                   19th December 1919.
Oh! such weather! A terrific gale last night and after midnight some of our roof began crashing down…. After that I heard three walls fall and hoped that they were in unoccupied houses. It was an uncanny feeling wondering whether the whole roof would take itself off….
We have borrowed a big “Denbigh” camion from Grange for two days and have been delivering buffets, armoires, stoves and mattresses in it…. Dorice and I chucked thirty six double mattresses out of our sitting room window to the driver below in the truck…..
                                                              Verdun

                                                              Christmas Eve 1919.

Dorice and I are going to Nancy and Strasbourg and we have spent three days at Verdun….. The country around is appallingly destroyed, much more so than anything I have seen – villages uninhabited and fields just shell holes, dumps of every kind of war material, broken aeroplanes in the fields, tree stumps….. I’ve just seen a woman doing her washing in a shell hole. 

Now we are off to Strasboug…..
Alison and Dorice White attended high mass at St. Stephens Cathedral in Strasbourg and returned to the cathedral in the afternoon to look around. Somehow they got locked into the crypt. Dorice writes “As I remember it, a Monk was locked in with us in the crypt for quite a considerable time. It was a fellow Monk who came and let us out, no doubt being somewhat surprised to find his colleague shut in with two young ladies.”

Alizon and Dorice returned to Buzancy in a long night journey. Many of the bridges were broken down. Dorice recalls that at Nancy they found themselves sharing the floor of the waiting room with drunken poilus, the lights having failed. Their journey ended with a fifteen kilometre walk in pelting rain in the dark.

Alizon’s letters continue, several of them written to her Aunt Marion.
                                                              Buzancy

Ten clear days before our parties begin. Most of our toys our have arrived but we still await dolls and knives…. 

You will like to know that there is a very nice Commandant (French) now at the German Prisoner Camp, most anxious to do his best for the men. He has arranged for them to have wine and pancakes, paying for it, I believe, himself. We are supplying Cocoa, milk and jam. They have a big Christmas tree. We were not able to get them much in the way of coloured paper but have candles and decorations. On New Year’s Eve, the Commandant is helping the prisoners to get up a concert in a large shed near the camp and we hope to go to it and give them cigarettes....
                                                                   Buzancy

                                                                      28th December 1919.

Dearest T’Min, 

We have had a very mentally resting and physically tiring Christmas. Dorice and I did not realise till he quitted what a strain it had been keeping sweet with L, the new chauffeur, but we were determined we would. He grew more and more hopeless, lazy and unhelpful. It has now been arranged that the Ford needs overhauling and L is to go down with it on Saturday and a Dodge will be sent up to us instead....
We have Mary Appel coming as a third worker. We were feeling quite unequal to coping with the Christmas parties - and the furniture and the bees - but now of course see daylight. I suppose it is a sign of weakness but the work does suffer if the workers are not all pulling together well. We had an extraordinary holiday. Two nights and two days in the train ending up with a fifteen kilometre walk in slashing rain and hail.
Strasbourg was wonderful - such roofs and glorious sun​shine. We climbed the Tower and saw the Vosges in snow. Every hotel and shop had its Christmas tree. We were at the Minster for High Mass - the most wonderful old glass.

                                                              Buzancy

                                                                 3rd January 1920.
Dearest T'Min

I can't help writing to you... If you will come out and see us, you are the one most interested in things.
Parties are in full swing and we are still very much alive and kicking and great is the organisation evolved to carry everything through....
Miss Moon [From the local Committee Headquarters at Grange.] suddenly loomed in at lunch time with two of the Americans, Mr. C. and Mr. W. She is trying to give them impressions. Mr. C. remarked, as he looked round our untidy sitting-room, “Well this has an atmosphere,” but he didn’t explain what kind.

Miss Moon is sending up a Dodge with Eddie Vane, thanks be, on Monday. He is a very young boy, excellent driver, and capable…

We went to the German Concert last night, walking, or rather jumping, along railway sleepers – in the mud. We were challenged by sentries and passed on as “les Americains”. We entered a smoke-thick barrack full of prisoners of war sitting on their little stools, and were ushered by French poilus to the front bench, where we had to sit upright for two and a half hours. They had all made the scenery excellently, as one would expect, and the whole entertainment was well done. The last small comedy made us tremble in our boots as it had the appearance of developing into great vulgarity, but it didn’t. At the end the German Adjutant came to the front of the stage and wished everybody a Happy New Year and then thanked us for coming and taking an interest in the concert. We wrote a letter in French, as being international, of thanks and appreciation, and received one in English today thanking us for our help (food, cigarettes, Decorations, clothing for the actors) and ending up “Yours affectionately”.

Miss Moon is in despair about the English woman’s equipment out here and doesn’t know what to do about it. High boots are said to be too expensive but she says they are a short cut to health. It is a very noticeable difference in the way the English and Americans are fitted out. I feel sometimes ashamed of the good weather-proof things I have when I see English workers who have given up earning their living to work out here, so unsuitably provided for…. I don’t know whether you can say anything about it….

I saw the New Year in by starlight up on the hills.

                                                              Buzancy

                                                                 9th January 1920.
……… I guess I can tell you some things that happen to a car whatever the skill of the driver – for we have a new one – a fine American boy, Eddie, who loves his car and is game for anything. He told us after two days here, that it had been the happiest two days he had spent in the Mission!
Well, we sallied forth one wet and cold morning to visit two villages. We stuck on a hill and found it was a sheet of ice – so we laid chains in front of the wheels and Dorice and I pushed behind till I fell flat because my sabots would not grip! Well, the car rose up alright and we had no further mishaps and got our visiting satisfactorily accomplished and started for home. By this time the roads were awful – glace. Coming down the hill the car took possession of us, turned round, slid downhill a bit backwards, and turned sideways into a ditch! We scrambled out to “view the landscape o’er” – a none too pleasing one. Pelting rain, an icy wind, an empty road, a muddy ditch and a heavy car. Searchings produced empty shell cases, bits of plank, baskets (flat, that had held shells), and stones, which we hacked out of the frozen ground. Then we squatted in the semi-frozen ditch – a chilling process, jacked up a wheel, dug away the bank with a tyre lever, thrust the chain under the tyre and then tried to fasten it. Finding it was too small a size, we cut some telegraph wire and made a join. The other back wheel was too deeply bedded in the mud for a chain…. Finally Eddie, our driver, raced the engine and we shoved the wheels and it slowly climbed the bank and we reached home in safety, wet through and weary.
We gulped down lunch, as we had wasted a precious hour, scrambled all our presents, food, tree decorations etc., together for a party, and sallied forth once more – to go to a hill village, St. Pierremont, along our worst road. After splashing through a ford we got petrol trouble, water in the carburettor. A hairpin was needed, none but bone were to be found – till our newest worker, Mary Appel, discovered one wire one. That did the trick and we climbed the hill. When we were well on the heights the radiator began to steam and we found it was frozen in parts and therefore not circulating. Blankets were thrown over it and water became a dire necessity. So I took our cocoa can and descended through high frozen grass (like glass knitting needles) half a mile to the valley hoping to find a stream. I found a flooded meadow instead, which meant wading till the water was deep enough for my can. Then the ascent which wasn’t easy on the slippery wet hillside. Finally we filled up and then continued with various hair-pin aids.

We decided to go round by Sommanthe, five kilometres further but less hilly, but there was a bad hill down into Sommanthe, very high and exposed. We crawled, brakes full on, but the wind just caught us and pushed us sideways and we scrambled out and flung stones under the wheels before she reached the ditch. Eddie cautiously got out on to the sheet of ice and tried to walk round the car. Having let go a moment, his rubber boots began to slide and off down the hill he went sailing – a comic sight – till he came into contact with me laden with stones and was dragged back to the car and safety. I have never experienced such a hopeless feeling on a road before. Unless you could reach the rough stones you were done for. We struggled with chains (which had previously broken off) expecting the car to leave us any minute, as the stones acting as wedges just slipped easily. Then Eddie got in and started up and we four hung on behind and slithered down into Sommanthe, trying to act as brakes. Then we hoped our troubles were ended, having watered the beast at the village pump, but just outside the village we found three telegraph posts across the road! We hailed three men and our united efforts lifted and slewed them out of the way and we breathed again. (By this time it was getting dark). The next thing we were aware of was the scratching of telegraph wires on the roof of the camion. Inspection showed it was hopeless to move two poles without an axe, but luckily there was no ditch on one side, so the car took to the field. Then we got back on the road and were able to hold the wires so that they rested on top of the hood, and the car got by. Another pole was half leaning across the road, but we could crawl under it, and we eventually arrived at St. Pierremont at 5.0. instead of 2.30.
We had our party in great form, most of the village attending, and we started home with a two-handed cross saw in case we had to cut through any poles; but thaw had set in and the roads were not so slippery, and the car, barring the leaky radiator, went like a peach. Four bedraggled, wet, tired, hungry folk fetched harbour at 8.30., since when I have been trying dry coats, blankets, books, gloves, scarves, caps, breeches, skirts, stockings etc., in front of our fire. Today found some of us very sleepy and stiff, but our party was near at hand and easy of access luckily.

We have a delightful third relief worker now, Mary Appel, an American girl with plenty of life and go in her. She is a great help to us and generally enlivens the equipe and brings a freshness with her too. Eddie, our jolly American chauffeur, is a pleasing change also.
We are not at all liking the idea of closing down here so soon, but the 14th February is the latest date, and I guess we shall have to clear out before that, as the winding up Committees are anxious to get to work as soon as possible. The weather surpasses all limits, and rain pours in everywhere and we can neither dry ourselves nor our clothes, and floods are out everywhere, and houses are just tumbling in.

                                                                       Buzancy

                                                                                   20th January 1920.
Dearest T’Min,

We are such a harmonious family now that we like to sit round the fire…. Mary Appel is a great reader and so is Eddie so we have chunks of GBS, Chesterton, poetry, newspapers, any odd thing any of us feels inclined to read, and we are really sociable and jolly. These two Americans have made a great difference to this equipe and especially to my labours. In fact Mary Appel absolutely spoils me with foreseeing chores, but it leaves me far greater energy for the actual work….
I have posted a letter to Ruth Fry [Hon. Gen. Secretary, Friends War Victims Relief Committee] tonight, offering to go to Poland, as she says Relief Workers are needed there badly at once…. I can’t imagine the life being physically harder than here lately, with wind, rain, smoke, no lighting, and awful motor difficulties, tho’ of course the suffering one will see will be so dreadful to bear. I just loathe seeing illness and sores and deformities, with real horror, especially in children.. I hope to go out in April or May, and Dorice White is going too. The experience out here these four months will be just everything, for this Relief Work is utterly different to the Dutch work.
I took the first of the dolls along to the Schoolmaster at Lendres this morning and had a wonderful talk with him. We always knew he was out of the ordinary, but today he suddenly began to pour forth his gratitude to the Mission for its wideness in going to enemy countries. “Now, we haven’t peace but vengeance. It is France’s doing. We Socialists aren’t going to rest till we can show Germany we don’t want revenge and will modify the Peace Treaty….. The greatest chance was in the hands of the schoolmasters to teach the children not the Glories of War but Peace”…. He went on to say that all the great Religions, Catholic, Protestant, and Jew forbade killing and yet people did it. He was so quiet and big.
It makes us very sad to be saying farewell here. We are finding such real friends – though we have fairly well covered the actual distribution of necessities, such as the Mission can give. We would have liked to have been able to spend a few more weeks following up visits.
                                                             Buzancy

                                                                23rd January 1920.

……We are trying to clear up everything now and doing last distributions – sewing machines, churns, pictures for the schools, dolls, library books, stoves, jam, milk etc. Today we had sales in distant villages and are very bucked at having sold a big butter churn for sixty litres, which we were afraid would be left on our hands. We had a lovely motor trip the other day, to buy churns at Sedan, and have now sold the car load, so it was well worth taking a day’s trip to fetch them. Transport is the difficulty for everyone in these far away parts. Now there is a little narrow gauge railway from here to Vouziers, our nearest station, but the train takes four hours to move along. There are little stoves in the carriages, which the passengers light and keep going!
We expect to close the work here the beginning of February.
                                                             Buzancy

                                                                27th January 1920.

Yesterday I had a bath, the first since I came out here, down at Grange where we were for a Relief meeting….. We close here on 6th February and are frightfully busy finishing up all the last chores…. Our dolls have arrived and we have nearly distributed to all the schools…… Sewing machines are the latest things to turn our hairs grey. They were bought direct from Singer’s in England, conveyed from Dunkirk, and, when the mechanic came to mount them, he found they had sent out the connecting rod for the pedal one inch too short!
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II
WERBKOWICE
After the German invasion of Russia in the Autumn of 1915, there had been a great wave of refugees from the war zones of both Poland and Russia. Most of them reached the province of Samara, in the South West of European Russia. A Friends Mission established itself at Buzuluk in the Province to care for them. Jan Katnowicz was the Priest at Hostynne in the Lublin district of Poland until the flight to Samara. At Buzuluk he got to know Miss Florence Barrow of the Friends Mission.
In 1919 with many others he returned to Hostynne. In October of that year he appealed to Miss Barrow for help in re-establishing “our war torn homes” in Poland.

It was this appeal of his to Miss Barrow that first brought workers to this District of the Lublin Province. The village of Werbkowice, some two hundred miles South East of Warsaw, became their Headquarters.
Miss Barrow took charge of the work at Werbkowice. She later became Head of the Friends Mission in Poland.

Jan Katnowicz’s young daughter, Stephanie (Stefcha for short) worked with the Mission as a domestic help.

In the early months of 1920 Alizon Fox and Dorice White left Buzancy for Poland, travelling through Paris. There Mary Appel (“Cherry” as she was called) came to the station to see them off. Alizon wrote “It was horrid leaving Cherry behind”. Dorice writes: “Cherry gave me a great hug which filled me at the time with apprehension”.

Dorice goes on:

From Warsaw, Alizon and I went to one of the Friends outposts at a small industrial town, the name of which has slipped my memory, [Zawiercie, a Cotton Mill town in S.W. Poland.] to await our assignments. One day, soon after we got there, we went for a walk in the woods. We saw galloping towards us on ponies two members of the Mission, a man and a girl. This remains a very vivid picture in my mind. They handed us a telegram with the news that “Cherry” had disappeared. Would one of us go back to Paris to help in search for her? I had already been assigned to Werbkowice but Alizon not yet, so it was decided she should go.
She had a dreadful experience in Paris going through all sorts of criminal records with the police until at last Cherry’s body was found by chance in a wood at Versailles.

She had taken poison, the purchase of which was traced to a chemist in Paris. We knew she seemed depressed and probably felt desperately lonely when we had gone. Alizon seemed absolutely shattered when she came back to Poland.

After her experience in Paris, Alizon went on leave to England and then returned to Poland. She travelled out with Hilda Cashmore, an English Quaker who had pioneered relief work in France and now had a “concern” to help the Polish Mission although without any official function. When the Mission workers wore uniform, Hilda Cashmore was elegantly dressed and wore a large hat decorated with tulle.

Alizon’s letters continued:-
                                                                      SS St. Croix [Danish]

                                                                      The Baltic

                                                                      9th May 1920.

We reached the Kiel Canal at 5 a.m. but I didn’t get up till 8.30. The banks are very pretty, wooded, with small villages, straw thatched; there were one or two very high steel railway bridges which we went under easily. We stayed at Kiel about ½ hour. It all looked so new and spic and span but there were few people about and not much shipping in the harbour.
We only passed one steamer in the canal itself which gives some indication of the amount of shipping in the Baltic. Now we are skirting along the coast….. Most of the passengers are returning to Riga, people who fled four years ago, now returning to resume their businesses again.

                                                             Train, En route for Webkowice

                                                             15th May 1920.

At last there seems to be a moment to begin writing about our travels. The North Sea and Baltic were grand, breezy, bracing and lots of sunshine and we were on deck till bedtime….. Danzig is a gem of an old city. All the buildings are in a beautiful red brick, Rathaus, Church, Weigh House, with very fine towers against the blue sky….. The old Hanseatic warehouses built of wood and brick on the river banks were rather the same style as those at Bergen. The population is largely German and hates being a free city and food is not plentiful. The harbour is empty of shipping. There are British, French, and Italian troops and an English General is the Governor of the area….. It is delightful having no responsibilities and worries about tickets, luggage, etc. A Sergeant bought our tickets, another registered the baggage, and a Tommy guarded our carriage. Captain Kemp changed our money for us at the bank, and brought us from his canteen bread, butter, tea, sugar, chocolate and cigarettes. He introduced us to Major Gordon-Lennox, the General’s ADC, who was courier on the train. So we went off in style. A Russian lady sharing our carriage kept out all sorts and conditions of people by telling them it was a carriage for the English Red Cross…..
                                                             C/o Mme. Rulikowska

                                                             Werbkowice

                                                             Hrubieszow

                                                             May 16th (Whit-Sunday) 1920.
Dearest T’Min,

Hilda Cashmore and I had had an extraordinary journey down here, travelling in one of our trucks with Dr. Haigh, the splendid doctor who has at last been head of the medical side. He told us so much about the country, its people and customs….. One can hardly realize that we are really in central Galicia. [In fact they were in the Lublin Province] it seems altogether too impossible. We reached here last Sunday and Dorice White happened to be in so she and I had a long talk to our heart’s content. I don’t think I should have had the courage to return to Poland if she hadn’t been there. It was such an effort, but now I am having three days of absolute quiet, with breakfast in bed and just lying out under the trees and feeling the tiredness coming out – and all the beauty soaking in. This is a most wonderful spot. A big house on a hill, of which we occupy about one third. Big cool rooms with whitewashed walls and just the barest necessities of furniture made by a local carpenter. Beautiful pottery with flowers in it. Outside is an overgrown estate with fine trees, acacias in full flower, elms, birches, wild roses and honeysuckle. Little views of the village framed in the trees. Nightingales, storks, frogs, owls.

Mme. Rulikowska inhabits the other part of her house and owns the village in fine mediaeval style. She keeps rabbits, cows, turkeys, ducks, geese, (the gander takes great delight in chasing me to the cabinet) pigs, fowls and dogs. All and sundry parade round the house and exhibit their numerous progeny.

And then the people here, about twelve of us. I wonder if you know Miss Barrow. If you do you will understand the peaceful serenity that pervades the whole atmosphere here. No bustle, no agitation, everything and everyone thought over. Work given us to carry out and, in spite of what appear to be insurmountable difficulties, it gets slowly done. Of course the language is an awful difficulty and I find five words a day difficult enough to learn. I am installed as housekeeper. To housekeep and cook with girls who only speak Polish is a humorous experience.    
Miss Cashmore is here till Nadworna [A town in the Eastern Carpathian foothills.] is opened up. It is truly delightful having her here and we have great talks over the village life, etc. Three soup kitchens are to be opened up as soon as they can be built. Twelve thousand families have received grain for the spring sowing, agricultural implements have been lent, and thirty-six horses plough for different villages.

We hope to be able to give relief on a bigger scale later when supplies from England can be reached.

I found an old women spinning flax on a wonderfully primitive spindle and comb combined, but haven’t seen them weaving yet. Hemp and flax are coming up in their plots…..
Our nearest post office is nine miles away, along awful roads…..

                                                             Werbkowice
                                                             18th May 1920.
This afternoon Miss Cashmore, our Polish cook, the interpreter, and I set forth to shop in Hrubieszow, our market town ten miles away….. We rambled at 9 m.ph. on an Austrian narrow gauge railway and arrived at last. It is a town of thirteen thousand inhabitants, eight thousand being Jews. But some town! Tumbledown shanties, dirty, mean, deep mud lanes with high wooden footpaths….. Well, Miss Cashmore, our Polish cook, and I set out to shop. At one moment we discovered Miss Cashmore was trying to buy a wooden tub, the cook an enamel bucket, and I thought they were ordering a lock. The shopkeeper thought we wanted an iron cauldron!....

We had a good tea in a restaurant but missed our train. We then found we would have to return on an engine. Rather a dirty job it seemed but eventually an empty truck was provided. We went as far as the engines bedroom and, leaving it to tuck up for the night, walked along the track for 7 km with stars above….. Life is going to be more than interesting here…..

We are in the Lublin Province, if you can find that on a map, between Lwow, Chlem, and Lublin. Of course present life here is not likely to be either civilised or brainy. One can see how easy it is for the land and everything to fall into the hands of the Jews.

I am still luggageless but Dorice lends me necessities. She and I are sharing a bed room, or rather the front hall…..
The chief man of a village, the Soltys, sends in lists of the people who have no horses to plough their land and then our horses do a “morgen” (i.e. about 1¼ acre) per family. Some of the soil has been so long out of cultivation that it takes three or four days to plough it. The soil of this province of Lublin is about the richest in Poland so it is very important to get it back into cultivation. Most of the peasants have no money and are being given a grant equivalent to £25…..
Dorice took me visiting in a village three miles away. Stephano came with us and helped interpret but Dorice knows enough to ask the children’s names, ages, etc. We distributed vegetable marrow seeds. The manner of living defies description. Only about half the villagers were in houses and those had been built since the peasants came back. They were built of platted sticks with mud plastered in between, thatched roofs, and windows about 1 ft. square that are not made to open. That was the best kind of house. Others were in pits dug in the ground with a lean to roof of sticks and straw….. A brick oven with three pots on it appears to be the usual worldly possessions. 

We are starting soup kitchens as soon as they can be built, in three villages. Dorice, Miss Cashmore and I are to see to them. We hope to be able to find someone in each village who can run them after a bit….. We have a Ford car and a GMC Cameon, but there are very few roads even they can travel on.
The equipe at present consists of Miss Florence Barrow who ploughs unruffled and serene through all difficulties; Dorice White; Miss Cashmore; Miss Burtt, a nurse; Gertrude Brown, a VAD; Dr. Haigh, now head of the medical side out here and an excellent organiser. (None of us will mind being ill with him around); Dr. Goudiss, Russian, who runs dispensaries in the villages; Harry Stevens, nicknamed Stephano, at present running the agricultural side; Howard, running the transport; Joe Wasserstrom, an interpreter, Austrian I believe, and very slow in the uptake; Brother Brosius, head of the stores, and a boy, James Butt….. For the moment I am housekeeper. 
Of some of the members of the Equipe at Werbkowice, Dorice White has this to say: “Carol Burtt was I think a typical friend, of an old Quaker family, quiet, sensible and efficient, and a very capable nurse.
Malcolm Brosius had been with the Friends Mission in France and came to Poland in our wake. He was a nice type of American, wise and with good judgement. He was a business man I think but with country associations. He shared my love for horses and I admired his pluck when, at one of our long waits at a siding, a young Polish Cavalryman offered him a ride on a very flighty Cavalry horse which he accepted and accomplished with great skill”.

Harry Stevens (Stephano) described Dorice White herself at this time, as shy and unassuming but with an interesting face. He said she knew her own mind all right and was very capable. She was a fine horsewoman. She was a member of an old Quaker family long settled in Ireland, and had gone out to France to do relief work in 1916.

He also mentioned that he thought Malcolm Brosium was attracted to Dorice – “or it might have been Alizon”.

Stephano described Florence Barrow as short and trim, with ruddy complexion and smiling eyes. A Quaker, he admired her greatly, particularly her quick decisiveness and determination. He said that when she was 80, she used to drive up to London from Birmingham in her little car.
The first head of the Polish Mission, which was at first an anti-typhus unit, had been an Army Officer. It was a relief to the young men in the Mission, many of whom had been Con-scientious Objectors in the War, when Dr. Haigh took over. Stephano described Dr. Haigh as a neat, tidy Yorkshire-man with slightly ginger hair. He was then in his forties. He was a man of tremendous energy and “the finest Christian gentleman I ever met”.

Stephano himself was a young Londoner, then about 24 years old. He had been an elementary school boy. An idealist, he had attended Bible Class, was a vegetarian, and was a radical Liberal in politics. In the war he had been a Conscientious Objector and in August 1916, at the age of 19, he had been arrested. He spent nearly three years in prison, first at Wormwood Scrubs and afterwards at Maidstone and Canterbury. Originally a Presbyterian, while in prison he became a Quaker Attender.

James Butt, whom Alizon describes as a boy, was about the same age as Stephano but looked very young. He was a cheerful youngster always with a smile on his face and later married a mission worker. He too had been a Conscientious Objector and had worked on a farm in the war.

Alizon’s letters continue:  
                                                             Werbkowice
                                                             28th May, 1920.
Last night when the maids had gone to bed, three of us tackled the flies in kitchen, which meant putting everything outside and then spraying walls, floors, ceilings, etc., with a strong disinfectant and incidentally ourselves too….. And the fumes! Then I scrubbed down tables and shelves for fear of food getting contaminated and we decided it wasn’t fit for anything to be put back till the next morning. “Brother Brosius”, one of the Americans, who was doing the spraying, calmly brought along the other American’s bed, and then fetched him and explained he was needed to sleep by the pots and pans as guard! The result is that we have several hundreds, instead of several thousands, of flies this morning in the kitchen, and can see through them to cook.

Our first soup-kitchen was opened yesterday, at Hostynne, a Russian village. The priest and others from the village were refugees at Buzuluk, in Russia, and were helped there by Miss Barrow, and it was in response to a letter from him to the London Committee that work was started here. It was the Russian Whitsuntide and the meal was arranged for 2 p.m. so as not to interfere with the with services. Most of the workers went over for the first, opening meal, and returned with glowing accounts. The children were lined up in two rows holding garlands and scattered flowers along the path; the little kitchen was transformed into a bower of birches and a small altar in the middle of it, the Priest in a wonderful green vestment, wearing his big silver cross, blessed the kitchen and the food. The choir sang. Then the Priest made a long speech of thanks in Russian to the English for coming for the second time to help them and to the Americans for sending the food. The doctor replied in Russian, and then the children were allowed to begin their meal – beans and cocoa. It cannot be of great variety. Beans, rice, milk, cocoa, flour, and fats are the rations. I should have loved to have been there but cannot leave the kitchen for the present and also someone has to be on the premises for turning away the beggars and interviewing any stray deputation that may turn up, etc.

I had a military doctor from Hrubieszow the other day. He spoke about as much German as I do, so we tried to make up by extra politeness and a cup of tea. He had heard that we had beds and hospital stores to give away, but I was soon able to disillusion him on this point, and explained that we had to turn away patients every day for lack of drugs and foods. As to beds, some of us were on the floor at present, and we parted with the most gracious bows.

                                                             Werbkowice

                                                             29th May, 1920.
We feel it is already as hot as we can endure and everybody says helpfully, “Oh! just you wait until July and August.” When in a kitchen of 8 ft. by 6 ft. you have three people washing clothes on the only table, and boiling the aforesaid clothes on the stove, it makes cooking a serious proposition…… But I find cooking not nearly such a hot job as visiting in distant villages.

We had a meeting of the equipe last night, sitting on the front door steps (with the most wonderful thunder Valhalla clouds in coppers, greys, and golds) to consider the future work in this district. Miss Barrow, in the chair, managed with great tact to keep us to the point, and we thrashed out Building, Health, Agriculture, and Relief Schemes.

We want the Mission to build houses for all the widows here, and assist in the wood hauling. The Government gives twenty thousand marks per house for rebuilding and we are going to enquire at Warsaw into the full scheme, get the Co-operation of the Building Inspector and Architects at Hrubieszow, and carry our own houses through at Government cost, hoping they may serve as models. A caterpillar tractor is on its way from Vienna, which we hope to use either for hauling timber from the forests or in the timber yard as power. We hope to be given the timber yard at our station, as our central store, and with the Mission men (possibly twelve to sixteen) plus local labour and one or two imported carpenters, to be able to carry this through before the autumn. There are also ideas for wells and drainage and for carpenters’ shops where furniture can be made. There a few boys might be taught a trade, but that will have to be thought out later.

Then for Health and Cleanliness. We are starting three soup kitchens in different villages and hope to get one of the nurses in attendance to report children to the doctor and perhaps run a clinic at the same time. Any child or person recommended by the doctor would be given suitable food. We have ordered one ton of soap to do some propaganda work in that direction!
When we came to Relief, we felt it has to be undertaken on a large scale, the need being “unqualified, immediate and very pressing.” Not only does the entire population of this “gmina” [District consisting of several villages.] need complete outfits of winter clothing but also the orphanages are quite destitute. As we have statistics now available of the populations of the thirteen villages here including the people already returned and the refugees expected this summer, we agreed that an estimate might be drawn up of quantity and variety needed.

Miss Cashmore and I worked from 7.30 to 2. yesterday, drawing up clothing estimates, little trifles such as ten thousand pairs of boots, shirts, blankets, etc., in fact the full clothing outfit for men, women, children and babies and I think it will be enough to keep plenty of working parties occupied in England and America! Dorice, meanwhile, is typing it all.

This work is not likely to be possible after October, so all distribution will have to be done in August and September, which is the very earliest we can hope for the goods to arrive. In the meantime we shall have to thrash out the schemes for distribution, whether selling or giving, etc. We have to arrange for an army of workers to arrive here then, to deal with it all. Further there will also be the distribution of grain and seeds for autumn sowing, so life will be fairly full.

Miss Barrow went up to Warsaw yesterday armed with our requests to present them personally, as we think the Warsaw office will gasp at the figures! Still, if they do send a group into a district to do Relief, well, Relief has to be carried through.

This Lublin province has the richest soil in Poland, so it is extremely necessary to get the agriculture going again. The Starosta (i.e. the Administrative Head of the County) told Miss Barrow three thousand horses were needed for the cultivation of the land. They had been able to purchase three hundred, which will be sold, of course, to the wealthy peasants. We are further contemplating buying some more horses to loan round to other villages. We have thirty-six so far and Dorice White and Miss Cashmore have gone into Hrubieszow this morning to buy two horses and a Furmanka, i.e. a native cart, a gift from Miss Cashmore to the women workers here. (She had some money given her for anything she liked). This will make it possible for us to get to distant villages in this heat. Miss Barrow bicycled eighteen miles the other day, and it is too big a strain.
The only way Miss Barrow could get to Warsaw was to go in the Ford yesterday afternoon, taking her bedding. She had to find a nice place to spend the night by the roadside and then take a train at 6.45 a.m. from a station called Chelm. The train reaches Warsaw, with luck, about 8.30 tonight. Last time she did it there were nineteen in the carriage and they did not reach Warsaw till 11 p.m.!
We have just received a telephone message to say five workers are coming in a truck, from Warsaw, so we have been filling in beds etc., and getting more food cooked. I am hoping my luggage may be on board too, as I am still existing on my attaché case. Also we hope for mail.

Mosquitos are very bad here. I still do not use my net, as I find eucalyptus keeps them off, but some of the others are suffering horribly.

                                                             Werbkowice

                                                             8th June 1920.

I am sitting in our Furmanka in our little market town, Hrubieszow, whilst the other two (Stephano and Joe Wassertrom) do the marketing. This is my “day out” and I am having a real joy ride. It has taken us three hours to get here and I have been having my first driving lesson. Roads here are just tracks across the country with awful mud holes… We came through a very fine pine forest of Scotch firs and driving was great fun. The other two walked, looking for wild strawberries, and left me to get out of the holes as best I could. Really these carts are the only practical things for getting about on these roads.
This town is full of wooden shacks, very squalid and dirty. We hope to purchase eggs, meat, and vegetables – and perhaps some hand woven material. The only brick buildings have been burned down by some army but they seem to have left the wooden houses. We have seen two storks on their nests…. All the women wear very gay kerchiefs over their heads but otherwise nothing picturesque.

Miss Cashmore and Dorice White went off on horseback this morning to a soup kitchen in Terebin, our most starving village, where the people have got beyond interest or spirit – and can’t even suggest how to get firewood for their kitchens. Miss Cashmore says the children look distinctly better even after one week’s feeding.
                                                             9th June 1920.

We had a lovely drive home, or rather I did, as I drove the greys and we only broke ten eggs out of a hundred and sixty – and we had scrambled eggs for supper.
It was a lovely ride with fleecy clouds and shadows and deep blue in the distant hills and woods. Lovely flowers.

I now feel at a pinch I shall be able to manage a furmanka. It is the native cart, long and rattly and narrow. Two sit on a seat in front and hold on to everything possible going over the ruts and mud holes. Behind, the cart is filled with straw and one can either sit or lie very comfortably among the purchases. Stephano let me drive most of the way. [Stephano says that if  furmanki overturns, as they frequently did, they fell to pieces, even the forecarriage being held to the body only by a single upright bolt.] It was a real treat getting right away from the kitchen for the day.

Plans are steadily developing and, if we can get seven more workers, we are going to form small euquipes in distant villages, where we can live among the people and really get to know them and their needs, run the soup kitchens, have a nurse to do the medical side and food distribution for infants and invalids. We have a scheme for three such centres with three women workers in each…. Ruth Fry is expected hourly and we hope she may be able to enlighten us about the possibility of further workers….

Our third soup kitchen has been started and we hope to be able to run several others before long. 

Arthur Gamble, an American, has joined us.

Arthur Gamble was described by Stephano as a tall, good looking American who wore spectacles. He spoke with a slow drawl and was reserved. He became a very valuable member of the Mission.

                                                                                Werbkowice

                                                              25th June 1920.
Well, life is changing here. Our housekeeper has arrived and I am trying to help her feel the job isn’t to strenuous…

I am getting out most days now – seeing soup kitchens, and struggling to make arrangements to start new ones. We have at last settled to branch out into two or three little equipes in distant villages. Dorice is going off with Carol Burtt (the nurse) and another Relief Worker to a village which I call Minnehaha, but it is really Miniani, on the bank of the Bug – destroyed and uncultivated and really short of food. I am going to live in Gosdow – only three miles from here – with X--- an unknown quantity which we hope is arriving  from Zawiercie – probably a Mrs Pennington, [Mrs. Pennington was the widow of a naval officer killed in the War. She was to make a distinctive contribution to the life of the mission as she kept a tame fox.] of whom we know nothing.

Yesterday we tried to get on with plans – but here things always move twice as slowly as one can imagine. Our day began by a furmanka arriving at 8.30 instead of 7.30. We drove the “Relief” horses – Polsky and Russky – or Lenin and Trotsky, as they are sometimes called – real sly beggars, who like to go like the wind if one of our Polish boys drives them, but if we do, it is extremely strenuous work. We first took Dorice to her soup kitchen at Terebin, driving by fields of blue flax, and wonderful yellow vetch, mallow and evening primrose, campanulas and cornflowers along the roads.

When later, Hilda Cashmore and I arrived in Gosdow, the Solty was out in the fields, but after a long hunt a small boy produced him – a very nice, go-ahead man. He promised to collect a carpenter and mason for us at 8.00 that evening, and we had to leave it as that, feeling we had accomplished the first step. 
Afterwards we went to Strzyzowice, my other “centre”. We sought the Soltys. At last a vague, feckless-looking individual arrived, and said “Oh! yes, he might be the Soltys but the election results were not out yet, so he wouldn’t like to make any plans.”

Baffled again, we arranged to call on Friday, and walked back to Gosdow. We ate our supper looking down over rolling distances of wheat and rye, yellow mustard, and distant woods, and such thunder clouds and sunset as one can only get when one has such a wide horizon. There were two rainbows, complete semi-circles, with several faint ones directly under the lower one.

We found the Soltys at Gosdow with two men. We went into the proposed soup kitchen, a two roomed shed, and explained where we wanted our oven. The Soltys turned to one of the men, and in most graphic dumb show explained the position of the two cauldrons and the head oven. Then a man poked his head in at one of the windows, and said the house belonged to his brother, and a stove would be dangerous to the other houses and would probably lead to a fire.

We argued, and offered to take him to our other soup kitchens, and spoke of the children etc. But he had no intention of being converted. His children didn’t need food – he wasn’t going to see any kitchen.

Baffled once more, I looked out and an open shed with some hay. “Could we use that?” Mozna (possible). Off we went in the thunderstorm to it. We decided to have our stove at one end with just wattle and clay walls. The dumb show went on again. “We should call on the Administrator of the estate”, said the Soltys, “and ask if he could give us some help?”
“At 9 p.m.?”

“Yes, that was the only time we should find him in.”

 So we climbed into our Ford Camionette which had come for us, and Walzer, our new American agricultural expert – a very youthful enthusiast – drove us along. The roads were in an awful condition, and we bumped and rocked from side to side, avoiding ditches more by his reckless speed than anything else…. I sat behind and peeped out at our tracks and chuckled. We found the Administrator in, settled about some bricks, and he was immensely tickled that anyone should come to live in such a place. Then we proceeded on our wobbly journey home, keeping out of ditches and bumping over the road, and plunging into morasses galore. We finally reached home (Werbkowice) at 10 p.m.
                                                                                Werbkowice

                                                              28th June 1920.
Yesterday I had the interest of running a soup kitchen. As I had never really set eyes on one, it was quite a new experience. Stephano had cut his hand, so I was allowed to drive a lively pair of gees to Hostynne. There we found over two hundred children lined up ready for their dinner. They came with every kind of utensil – and it is worth seeing them eat soup out of a teapot, kettle, bottle, old tin etc. I checked their cards and Stephano and the cook doled out cocoa and a kind of macaroni soup, and the children sat round in little groups devouring it. Of course as I was new, we had all sorts of problems to tackle; it is very hard to be severe when one isn’t certain about some case; but the rule for the Hoover [Herbert Hoover, later President of the U.S.A., was at this time head of the American Relief Administration, the A.R.A,] food is, that it must be eaten on the spot, and one has to be hard-hearted when children say “Maria is at home because she has a pain.” Of course if she is really ill the Nurse goes and we give from our medical store.
                                                                                Werbkowice

                                                              4th July 1920.
I am down at the Webkowice kitchen with a crowd of children round watching my pen with great interest, probably the first time they have ever seen a fountain pen. I am a strange new animal for them to study and they aren’t doing it by halves….
Meanwhile the new Republic of Poland was at war with Bolshevik Russia. In May 1920 the Poles had captured Kiev, but a subsequent counter attack was only checked outside Warsaw. The retreating Polish Army and the first refugees were now passing through the region.

Alizon writes of these events:
                                                                                Werbkowice

                                                              9th July 1920.
I hope to have a bit of quiet on my bed, so that I can put down a few of the impressions of the last three days. We have been living in a sort of cinema show and it leaves one quite breathless at times. For about ten days we have heard many and intensely contradictory rumours about the armies and their movements and have, now and then, heard distant firing.

Five of us started forth on Wednesday, 7th July, for an exhausting journey to Hrubieszow, for various shoppings. Two interpreters, Walzer and I drove in a furmanka, and Arthur Gamble rode, leading another horse. Our intention was to buy some twenty furmanki, load up as many as possible (they take to pieces) and most of us return by train.

Very soon we saw a cloud of dust and came upon a group of Bolshevik prisoners, thin emaciated-looking men, very exhausted, guarded by a few Polish soldiers. Then we passed an endless stream of furmanki – “fluchter lingen”, [Evidently “fluchterlingen” is German for refugees.] travelling with many curious possessions, practically all better-class folk, what some workers described as “people with sunshades and veils”! Also a number of men in uniform. We subsequently learned that these were the officials and their families, travelling with documents, telegraphic apparatus and other valuable Government property.

We realised a good deal of our day’s plans would not be possible, but we decided to go on into the town, where we separated. A Warsaw girl student and I did the shopping – eggs, butter, fruit, bootpolish, buckets, rope, bran for pigs, egg-cups, brushes, etc; and the others tried to interview officials.

An endless stream of carts were passing through all day, everyone very excited. All the local Soltyses, (i.e. the Mayors) from the district, were in at the Starosta’s Office for meetings. The Jews, as usual, were keen on business and the temperature 92°. I have never felt such heat and by 3 was too exhausted to do another thing, so retired to the overfull and tired-out restaurant, where at 5 p.m. a glass of tea substitute was forthcoming. Flying ants very active.

About 5.30 the rest of the party, equally tired, had collected. Of course, no furmanki were to be bought, and the railway was taken over by the military, so we had to get home by road, with a heavy load of tubs etc. I had the choice of driving the furmanka or riding an unknown horse, and I voted for the former. We wished we could have taken a picture of our cavalcade, when we finally started in a thunderstorm on our homeward trek. Our local Soltys turned up, to my great joy, and I resigned the reins to him.

We started forth, Walzer riding bareback, in front; then the furmanka, our picturesque dirty Soltys and I squashed in front, he driving, I holding a big basket of pots and honey etc. We were piled up amidships with tubs, buckets, jugs, bread, bins; aft, the two interpreters just squashed in, holding baskets of eggs. Then Arthur Gamble, a big American 6 ft., riding cowboy fashion, in the rear.
We were passing slow convoys and refugees the whole way and finally a battalion of cavalry, utterly exhausted. They had commandeered furmanki and their peasant drivers, and were lying asleep in the carts, the horses four or five abreast following behind. They by no means kept to the side of the road, and only superb driving of our Soltys got us past them. We struggled along the edge, often with only two inches between us and the ditch. My toes curled many a time, with the sides of the furmanka creaking and tubs running into my back. Whenever we got on to a clear bit of clear road, I was handed the reins while the Soltys lit a cigarette, so it was reins in one hand the honey pot in the other. Before the drive home I had made a mental note of going straight to bed after a wash, as I should be too cross a person to mix in society. We were challenged in the village, but the Soltys spoke up for us and we arrived up at our verandah, to find an anxious equipe wondering what had happened to us, and living on very disquieting rumours. 
We decided that Dorice and Carol Burtt must come in from Miniani, so Walzer went off at once on horseback to them.
We had supper and then began discussing plans, but twenty people, with different ideas, do not get on very fast. So Miss Barrow, Malcolm Brosius, Arthur Gamble and I got together in the office and thrashed out plans. Everyone had come to the conclusion that it wasn’t necessary for everyone to stay, so we chose the people. Miss Barrow and Dorice and four men to stay, the other fourteen of us to leave as soon as necessary in our Ford and two furmanki. We reckoned that it might mean a six days trek, and worked out weight in stores, horses’ feed, and equipment; five people to a furmanka, which meant three driving and two walking as a rule. Having thought out everything any of us could suggest, we went to bed to sleep on it, or rather try to do so.
Dorice and Carol got in at 1.30 a.m. At 3.30 a number of carriages rolled up and there was much conversation on the verandah. From then on sleep did not come to most of us.

                                                              Next day – (10.7.20)

No more refugees came along the roads, but a boy came in with a note saying six of our horses in two villages had been taken. This was followed soon after by men from various villages bringing in our horses as they feared they could not keep them. Soon we had eighteen horses parked one side of the house, and our boys on guard. Mrs Pennington then returned, and reported she had just arrived at Strzycowice in time to see three soldiers going off with our horses. Argument being useless, she jumped into the furmanka and said she would go to the Officer herself. She found he could speak German, and he explained these horses were not being taken for military purposes, but to drive a widow and children to Zamosc and would return in four days. As the driver from the village is made responsible and goes with the furmanka, there remains a fair chance of the horses being returned. The heat became greater, and we women-folk retired to try and rest, flies permitting – (but they didn’t).

Suddenly one became conscious of movement. I looked out to see soldiers outside. Streams of carts and infantry were winding through the village.

It was a battalion of the French – American – Polish Army, [A force organised to fight in France from Polish settlers overseas, and in 1919 incorporated in the Polish Army.] and we soon spotted a Yankee – Polish Captain and got into talk. He first asked for chocolate (of which we were truly innocent) and cigarettes (which we didn’t possess). Then, he said, as we were leaving, he would like to look round and see what we might not need that would be useful. We replied we weren’t at all sure we were leaving, and hoped for the best for our horses. I asked his advice and he said there certainly was no danger for four days and by then we could judge better. Presently he asked if we needed both our cars – I said “No”.
“Had we chauffeurs?”

I said Members of the Mission drove.

“Could one drive forty of his men to Zamosc?”

“Certainly, if he had petrol.”

“Hadn’t we?”

“No, else we should need the car!” So that settled that.

We sent down our interpreter to the station to enquire whether there was any possibility of getting on a train and the station master offered us an empty truck. Followed the rapid decision that the fourteen of us should leave with all the luggage, and you can imagine the scene of twenty people packing in no space. Carol and I tried to think out the right equipment for the truck, and our dining room gradually began to be filled with baggage.
Then to crown it all, the head Doctor of the Ministry of Health for Lublin and the Hrubieszow Doctor arrived to ask to see the statistics of our Soup Kitchen work, generally asking a fair number of questions, rather we fancy with a view to being satisfied with our genuineness in the work. Then followed a note from the Starosta saying there were no real grounds for panic, and the Lublin Doctor said he considered we had no need to leave at all for the Poles were holding the Russians.

Then at supper time we had a very heated discussion. The Secretary (resigned) on a visit from Warsaw made absurd suggestions and stated that we ought to leave all the stores and clear out. He was sure the London Committee would feel that right. Dorice promptly said that the London Committee had strongly condemned such action when done on the Somme by some of the Mission and that we were out here to allay not create panic. Miss Barrow suggested waiting till after supper and then having a General Meeting. She thus stopped the extremely heated argument and summed up the situation and asked us to carry on in Friends’ fashion and find the feeling of the Meeting. All except two were anxious for the work to continue as normally as possible. It was eventually decided that the three young Polish girls who had just arrived as interpreters should leave – also the Secretary plus the luggage. Miss Barrow, Mr. Brosius and I were asked to consider who we thought were needed to remain to carry on possible work….. We all crawled into bed about midnight, mightily glad to be there. Lightning and gun flashes illumined the sky but everything else was quiet.
Dorice White writes of her departure from Miniani:
Two rooms had been allocated to us in the house of a well-to-do villager at Miniani and there were stables at the back for two horses we had brought with us. We had just finished our unpacking on the second day and were preparing to settle down for the night when Walzer appeared on horseback and told us all workers were being called into Werbkowice and it was possible we might have to evacuate. So, greatly to my grief, we prepared to leave. I went out with Walzer and harnessed the horses while Carol saw to our baggage. We had only gone about a mile or two when we were halted at a cross-roads where we had to wait for an hour while a Polish cavalry in full retreat galloped past. We, of course, expected the Red Army to follow close on their heels, but they weren’t as near as all that!!

The next day there followed a meeting and consultations which Alizon has described. From the first I was strongly opposed to our evacuating. I felt we should be deserting the people we had come to help.

Alizon continues: 

                                                              Werbkowice

                                                              11th July, 1920.

Yesterday’s proceedings are worthy of record, I think. In the morning Miss Barrow had a very difficult interview with Mme Rulikowska, our landlady, who evidently wanted us to leave, as she could not feel it right for us to be feeding children while soldiers needed food. She also feels we are making the peasants more grasping, (i.e. less subservient). We did not feel this was sufficient grounds for leaving and made arrangements for me to start another feeding centre at Gosdow for seventy children, on Monday. News from the front was reassuring and there were no troops along the roads.

We had just finished tea when I went outside and saw a Cossack and a Polish Officer galloping up. I spoke to them in German, but they were dumb, so fetched Mr. Wasserstrom, our interpreter. They told us eight hundred Cossack deserters were going to make this place their head-quarters. They had now power to force us to move out, but suggested our going to another place three miles away. Further they strongly recommended we should move. I asked how long it might be before they came.

“Perhaps in two hours. They were already in Hrubieszow.”
At that moment Miss Barrow arrived. After consultation we decided our work could not be carried on under such difficulties in this neighbourhood. The railway authorities offered us two trucks, so we decided to take away with us all the valuable Mission property – i.e. food, tents, medical stores, etc., and felt we should be absolutely justified in leaving. A busy scene followed. All our luggage had left two days ago, so it was merely a case of rucksacks and equipment and loading up furmanki……
In the meantime word came up that not only did the military authorities refuse us the two trucks but might even commandeer the one we already had full of stores. We sent two people off at once, to live in it and guard it….

The Cossack officer then returned, very much hurt apparently at our rushing off like this – and guaranteeing the behaviour of his men. This said guarantee we did not feel very secure from the looks of him, besides deserters from any army are not choice people and certainly they would not be clean!

Miss Barrow then handed over the house into the charge of the police, as the eight hundred did not appear. We had supper of stewed peaches, chocolate, bread and butter, then rolled up in our sleeping bags in the store. It was a quaint night, with the five furmanki below us and their ten ponies stamping and snorting. Rabbits and cats visited us and trains passed by continuously.
This morning the head of the Police, a very nice man, asked us why we turned out. No military could turn out Red Cross authorities, etc. Why did we not appeal to the Police and the Starosta? The Cossacks could have been billeted in the villages etc. We replied in German that the military Officers told us they were taking possession and when we asked if we might phone the Starosta, they laughed and said he had no power over the Military etc., so we had no alternative but to clear out. We still do not imagine the police would have had any power to enable us to stay, and they were trying to keep us here to allay panic among the peasants…..
Miss Barrow is telephoning to the Starosta to ask him to send over furmanki and guards to take food and bales of clothing to the orphanage at Hrubieszow, and she and Arthur Gamble and Jan Hutchinson are staying on a few days to look after the remainder of the property and get the food distributed. The rest of us are leaving as soon as the train will take us.

We managed, on Friday, to covey sufficient food to our villages to last a month.

Stephano had been away for a few days holiday while the discussions on whether or not to leave had taken place. He returned, partly on foot, after Alizon and the others had left. He finally cleared out of Werbkowice with three furmanki of stores and eleven horses just before the Bolshevick Army arrived. On their way they picked up three Polish school teachers from Hrubieszow. Out of this a seed was sown which later led to the Mission building a school at Hostynne. 

III

WARSAW
After the exodus from Werbkowice, Alizon and Dorice White worked in Warsaw for a time and then went to Frankfurt am Main. The letters continue:

                                                                       Zabada

                                                                       12th July 1920.

We are in a charming little wayside station, waiting serenely for something or someone to move us on….. When life is boring, an engine arrives and does a bit of shunting with us….. Now and then a troop train goes through. There is very little equipment and one realises more and more it must be guerrilla warfare. The men sit outside and inside and on top of the trucks.
                                                                       Warsaw
                                                                       14th July 1920.

We arrived here last night in a terrific thunderstorm.

                                                                       22nd July 1920.

Dr. Haigh said we had evacuated probably a week earlier than necessary and had the right to refuse to turn out of our house for any military authorities. This, of course, we did not know. Stephano is left at Werbkowice to look after the horses and, if things quieten down, Dr. Haigh suggests Dorice and I might possibly be able to return later to do a clothing distribution in some of the villages….. For the present she and I are to go to the Warsaw warehouse and help in the clothes sorting. Not an exciting job but it entails plenty of hard work and must be done as quickly as possible. We shall quite like being in Warsaw for a time awaiting future events……
Thanks be, one thoroughly over-wrought ill Secretary has been sent back to England and we are expecting Cuthbert Clayton out instead. He was one of the scoutmasters in Holland and Belgium and then came out here so knows the work….
We have heard that the proportion of wounded to typhus cases in the wagons from the front was one to nine, i.e. one wounded to nine typhus. The wounds are only bullet or sword wounds as neither side has any artillery to speak of. It is tragic to see all the ripe corn in the fields.

 One cannot help feeling Poland is getting what she deserves for refusing to offer possible terms to Russia in the spring. At the same time it is the peasantry who will suffer most. Some people talk about a Peace Government coming into power. Certainly there is plenty of apathy about the war. One gathers it is the landlord class who are really patriotic at the moment as they feel their hour has come. Also there is a good deal of enthusiasm among the students. Their vacation has begun so they are quite free for any adventure and of course get better food in the army than elsewhere….. Peace seems likely now but one wonders very much what internal trouble it may bring. Poland is ripe for anything, middle-ages serf-rebellions, revolutions, etc.
                                                                       July 29th, 1920.

One rather feels as if one has been sitting on a volcano (which has erupted) and also being dragged through a hedge backwards…… Our evacuation wasn’t at all dignified, and we can’t explain the reason why it was thus undertaken so have to suffer in silence, which is galling but perhaps good for us.

                                                                       July 30th, 1920.

Dorice and I spent yesterday in Cracow taking a bale of clothing for University students there….. There is still no universal conscription but in the university they say they will refuse to take any man back who hasn’t joined the army….. We found a number of students in full evening dress, white gloves and all, going to receive their degrees. They looked so comical in daylight. It pelted with rain all day and we got nicely wet. 
We continually passed trains full of refugees, living like we did when we left Werbkowice in those cattle trucks, and making fires by the wayside when the trains stopped. They were people who have probably just been able to restart their bits of land again, only to leave them just as the harvest is full of promise.

                                                                       Warsaw

                                                                       2nd August, 1920.

What we are planning now (war permitting) is to return to Werbkowice in about three weeks with our bales of clothing to distribute, and also settle up all the agricultural and building affairs. We cannot return to Mm. Rulikowska after the way she has treated us and plan to move into rooms in one of the near villages. Two of the workers, Stephano and the interpreter, are there now, looking after the horses… Miss Barrow and Miss Cashmore return to England tomorrow.
                                                                       En route for Danzig

                                                                       8th August, 1920.

Our latest move is to Frankfurt. A wire came through on Friday saying “Dorice needed immediately and I could be utilised”, and after talking things over with Dr. Haigh, it seemed the only thing to do….. We have just had a week in Warsaw, very interesting and full. Dr. Haigh thinks it quite possible that we may be able to return to Werbkowice for our clothing distribution, even though Warsaw be occupied by the Russians.

Supplies have been sent out to all centres these last few days, food to orphanages and student institutions as fast as we could sort, so that our Warsaw warehouse stock is very much reduced…. Cuthbert Clayton has just arrived and will take charge in Warsaw as Dr. Haigh must be at large. Refugees from the country have been streaming into Warsaw by day and night. Recruits, chiefly boys of 15 to 17, are drilling, often bare footed and clad in very vague uniforms. French officers are about everywhere….. I went to interview the lady at the head of the U.S.A. Methodist Mission to see if she could utilise some of our workers. Instead I found she was leaving and talked to me in a vague hurried way, looking round to see if a Bolshevist wasn’t appearing round the corner! I have never seen such frantic disorganisation as there is at the station at Warsaw. Troops and civilians alike, a howling shoving mob. Six people came down to see us off. Though we had reserved seats, I couldn’t get into the corridor even, so finally Arthur Gamble, who is over 6ft. hoisted me up through the window. Next we had a two month old baby handed in….. We were ten in a carriage reserved for four, plus baggage.
                                                                       Danzig,
                                                                       Sunday.

Having arrived, we discovered, it being Sunday, that everything was closed. Having tried the Consulate without success, we decided on Church, and watched the troops parade, blue jackets and tommies, the band playing “Keep the home fires burning”…..

                                                                       Monday

Well, we are still in Danzig. Just as we were going across to the train last night Captain Kemp (Miss Cashmore’s friend) said he would take our passports to an expert to be quite certain we had the correct visa for Germany. We waited some time and then he and the R.T.O. appeared and said we should not get over the frontier….. Next morning a sergeant took us up to G.H.Q. and a staff officer took charge of our passports and had a bit of a chat about our work. Since then we have been sightseeing and are going to meet Captain Kemp for dinner tonight before our train. He told us one of the officers had told him we had passed him by with a stony stare. We replied we didn’t realise it was etiquette at G.H.Q. to smile on any officer we passed in the corridor! It is a good thing we are not always looked after by the British Army as we should soon lose all initiative…..
                                                                       Frankfurt am Main

                                                                       12th August, 1920.

It was a good sight to see T’Min at the station yesterday morning. In Berlin they had told us we should just miss her and tried to keep me there with vague bribes of permanent Head of a “Kinderheim”, from which I promptly fled!

We had a short day in Berlin, which began by my losing my ticket! I saw visions of much officialism and papers and documents, but after twenty minutes’ talk with a ticket collector, who asked all about our work in the different countries, and also if there was still a great hatred in England, we shook hands; he said he believed me and I might go! We gave him a slab of chocolate on parting.
We found several old friends at the Berlin office, arranged to come on here through the night, and were able to send on letters by a worker just off to the London Conference. We slept all the afternoon, explored the Unter den Linden after tea, and then took our luggage across to the other station. The horse in the cab in front of us fell, and ours followed suit in trying to pull up, and the shaft went through the spokes of the wheel of the cab in front. Dorice went to the rescue of the horse…..
We find everyone astonishingly helpful….. Aunt Min took me down to the Depot yesterday and I begin life there this afternoon. I had breakfast in bed.

Marion Fox, Alizon’s aunt, was one of the first four Quakers to enter Germany after the war. She was then working at a Depot established by the Society of Friends at Frankfurt. Its purpose was to look after the needs of elderly folk on fixed incomes for whom the stabilising of the German currency came too late. She was doing the social work which came nearest to hand. The presence of English Quakers in Germany at this time meant a great deal more than the actual work which they happened to be doing.
Alizon worked with her aunt at this Depot for some time.
IV

MALICE
In the autumn of 1920, Alizon left Frankfurt and returned to Poland, joining up with many of those she had worked with at Werbkowice before. The Equipe now lived in a house at Malice, about four miles from Werbkowice.
The war between Russia and Poland was nearly over.

Alizon’s letters continue:
                                                                       Danzig

                                                                       2nd October 1920.

We got to Berlin at 10 a.m. and took the baggage straight to the other station. In the afternoon we walked down Unter den Linden, found some chairs, sat down, and went to sleep! We got away at 5.30 p.m. in corner seats and had a very comfortable night.

On the Polish frontier at 5.30 a.m. our passports were demanded. The man said we hadn’t a Polish Visa. I pointed it out.

“But that is out of date. You must get one in Berlin”.

I showed him all our documents and between us we talked to him in German, French and Polish. “Couldn’t we go on to Danzig and get it there?”

“No”

“Well, could one of us go and the other two remain as hostages?”

“Yes if the luggage remained, but we must all three get out of this train.”

So we went off to the waiting room where we argued some more. Finally he said I might go on by that train and return with the passports in order. Then about ten officials came in and to our great surprise one said we might all go on the train and we must hurry up as we had kept it waiting! We strolled out with the whole train looking on to see the released criminals!
                                                                       Warsaw

                                                                       11th October 1920.

We have spent five days in Lwow investigating conditions. Winter prospects are very serious. The Poles and Bolsheviks between them have stripped the country bare. Lwow only gets the leavings of any imported food after Warsaw and Cracow have taken their share. We visited several orphanages and inter-viewed various officials and societies…..

Dr. Haigh has planned for four of us to go to Werbkowice tomorrow morning and I have been scurrying round making out lists of provisions, picking out our furniture, household utensils, drugs, money, etc. When things were nearly ready news came of a railway strike so we shall not set forth tomorrow at any rate.
We are going to live in a single story house at Malice, some four miles from Werbkowice.
I have had a very interesting time travelling round with Dr. Haigh who has a great admiration for the way the Poles are tackling problems of overwhelming difficulty. Our Mission is getting into contact with towns from Danzig to the Roumanian frontier….. Prices are steadily rising and food is certainly very scarce.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       18th October 1920.

Arrived here today in glorious sunshine – all the trees a wonderful colour. We were even met at the station [Werbkowice was the nearest station to Malice village.] by Stephano and Joe Wasserstrom, the interpreter. We loaded up a furmanka with goods and set forth on foot, some four miles. This house is at the end of an avenue of birches, a low building, white outside, with good sized rooms. We have a store-room, three bedrooms, and a sitting-room so far. There is a kitchen with a bread-oven close by. A lovely situation, trees and grass round the house, well away from the village, very peaceful and plenty of space and air. We shall be in far greater comfort than with Mme. Rulikowska. We are going to discuss our plan of campaign tonight.
It is glorious to be out of the town in real country again. Eggs, butter and milk are plentiful. Stefja [the daughter of the priest at Hostynne.] our young maid, is back with us. We also have a diminutive boy, who grins and is by way of being a “drawer of water and hewer of wood”. There are tiled dutch stoves reaching to the ceilings in all rooms and an open fire in the sitting room, so we are in luxury and are going to get some peat. As the house is damp and cold we are not going to be economical over wood for the present. It has only been lived in by stray refugees for odd times for the last six years. There is stabling for six of our horses who have been living on carrots, hay and potatoes lately as oats are completely stripped by the armies from this district. We have brought down three sacks of oats with us to go on with for a few days. We shall probably have to sell most of the horses this winter but the difficulty is to decide to whom. If we sell to the poorest, they won’t have any oats, but the rich can buy horses in the open market.
Eleven families, fifty “souls and twenty four horses arrived back in Hostynne yesterday, after six years in Russia. They were without food or clothing, or any housing possibilities, as that village has only one house partly standing. The villagers are living in dugouts and makeshifts.

We are going to investigate as soon as we can, but all our horses are needed for wood hauling and household chore today. We may find it necessary to open soup kitchens. There are endless problems to tackle here, and we don’t know at all whether it is a six week’s job, or the virtual entrenchment of the Mission here during the winter months in preparation for agricultural and perhaps building work in the spring. So much depends on what we can do with our depleted finances. We are cut down to half our month’s money in Poland and have only £2,500 now.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       24th October 1920.

It seems much more than a week since we came to this peaceful spot, and I am so glad we are not too late for the autumn colouring. We have a great many silver bitches here. Last night returning from a day’s visiting, we saw them just before sunset, when the tops were showers of gold and, beneath, the silver stems faded into a deep blue mist.
Mrs. Pennington and I visited Terebin yesterday, a village an hour’s drive away from Malice and perhaps the most despondent and demoralised of all our villages. It is the most difficult to help, because there is no one in the village who will take a lead. The Soltys, being a Pole, is very unpopular with the Ukranian population, grabbing, stealing or sitting down and waiting in despair having been the order of the day. We find the soup kitchen wrecked, the pots stolen, said to by a Bolsheviki, but we rather doubt it, and there is no one ready to rebuild the kitchen. You may perhaps wonder why we go on helping such a village, but it is its only chance, if we can put some life into it and some food into the children too.

We were visiting to get our lists up to date for the clothing distribution, finding out the number of people in each house and their ages, also incidentally getting any other information which may help the building, agricultural or medical work, should that open up again in this district.
We visited fifty houses in five hours. I not being able to speak any Polish and Mrs. P’s being very limited, our conversations could not be very prolonged! We met with the real peasant courtesy everywhere. I think the three most outstanding features were, first, that with six exceptions, no house had more than one room in it in use; second, that scarcely ever did one single family inhabit a house, two and even three being the rule; and third, everyone was sitting listlessly indoors, there being no cattle to mind and no school for the children.

The usual pattern is for the house to consist of the living room and an outer shed, a wooden building, white-washed inside, thatched roof, the walls outside thickened by plaited basket work plastered over with mud, and outside that, straw or leaves, a foot in thickness, kept against the house by birchpoles. Some houses we found with no glass in the windows, so they are filled with hay, the people sitting in darkness as it was cold. Another house had no door, and the only coat of the family, a very ragged, patched affair, was hung in its place.
In one house, we had a joyful sight. Three curly-haired children, having a good bath in a big wooden wash tub and thoroughly enjoying it. One wished the leather bag contained a cake of soap as a reward for such an unusual habit, but a note was made on a case card and a piece of soap will be put in to that family’s blanket.

We found several people in bed, one man with a high fever, two with water on the knee, one boy with T.B. in a fearful heated stale atmosphere and six other people in the small room.

We went into one room, 10 ft. x 12 ft. containing three families, consisting of three children, five grown-ups and two babies suspended in wicker cradles from the roof. The people sat round the walls; the cradles occupied the rest of the space except for a small stove in a corner.

Three families we found living in a cellar of a ruined brick house, and I should think the air must have been almost gaseous, it was so awful. Stench was the only possible word to use for it. I have never been in such foetid atmosphere as in some of these rooms although others were clean and nice. Tomorrow we hope to finish visiting in that village.

Later Stephano and I went over to Hostynne to investigate the condition of thirteen refugee families, just returned to face the winter in an utterly destroyed village after six years in Russia. There are fifty four people; they have twenty four horses, but no houses, nothing but Russian money, no food and practically no clothing. At present, they are either living with other already over-crowded families or else camping out. We found one family had made a shelter of the two sides of the furmanka, (wooden boards 3½ ft. high by 10 ft. long, - just covered with blankets). They were cooking on an open stove outside, but were also helping a relation to build a house, of two rooms, each 10 ft. x 12 ft. with a big Russian stove occupying 7 ft. x 6 ft. of one room!
We had a long talk with Jan Katnowicz, the fine priest, about the situation. It did not prove hopeful or soluble, in fact all the suggestions or propositions we had thought out fell through, as regards building, even the roughest shelters. Wood has to be hauled 18 km., and even then can’t be sawn, as the saw mills were burned in this last war. The people are just digging themselves into the ground. By this, I mean they dig out a hole in the ground on some bank, cover it with branches and reeds and throw earth over them, make some sort of door, have a brick stove outside and crawl inside for the winter. We cannot promise them food yet, as we don’t know, under the new financial scheme, how much of a grant we shall get for this district, till either Dr. Haigh comes down or there is an Executive Committee. The only things we have been able to promise them now are soap, blankets and clothing.

We are expecting to open the soup kitchens again in a short time, for the winter, the American Relief Administration having granted us the food as before.

I don’t believe I have yet written about the conditions in this district as the result of this recent fighting.
The two army movements happened at the very worst time possible. The Polish retreat occurred in the vital week of the harvest, which resulted in the crops being left standing. When the Bolshevik army passed through, there followed three weeks of wet weather all of which resulted in very little grain at all being harvested. The armies, Polish and Bolshevik, which swept in succession over this district, did damage in various ways by requisitioning furmanki, horses, hay, and corn, and by the damage done in the fields by large bodies of infantry and cavalry passing through them. The worse thing was that practically no work was done to the crops.
The Bolshevik army did not come and leave in a cloud of terror and one has heard of no outrages, in spite of many enquiries, but they had no commissariat beyond a few potatoes being given to them, and depended entirely on the districts they were passing through for their food. Sometimes they paid for it (in Russian money), generally they took it, and their horses were fed in the fields etc. The peasants hid in their houses or potato cellars while the actual fighting took place, mostly in Hostynne, Werbkowice, and Hrubieszow. In most places it was a quick business, both sides doing about equal damage. Of our thirty two horses left in the district, six were taken by Bolsheviks, seven by Poles, one was recovered and the Bolsheviks exchanged our grey mare for a brown one, to my chagrin. Polski and Rusky are safe, also Molly and Mike and Jim the Cossack, Tapioca and Semolina too, but the latter is almost too sick to pull through, as oats have been quite unobtainable here since the fighting, and a fare of carrots and hay has been too much for her!
The people are not anxious to come under Bolshevik rule any more, but are in a very despondent state and one fears many will only plough and sow the minimum of land, so that they shall not exert themselves in vain, as this last summer. The Ukrainian priest at Lwow told us many of the peasants of that district scarcely felt it worth while to do any but the most meagre preparations for the spring.

This seems one of the immediate and urgent problems Poland has to face. The big estates are being broken up and therefore less food will be grown on a large scale for the country, but will the peasants be sufficiently educated and able to co-operate with the towns, to produce the surplus needful?
They have been so long used to produce only for their own needs, selling perhaps what surplus they might have to the local Jews. I believe in Poznania there is a fairly well organised co-operative system, but of course, in Congress Poland [The part of Poland allotted to Russia at the Congress of Vienna.] and Galicia everything is in a much less organised and primitive condition.

We love this house and it has many advantages over the Werbkowice one, chief of all being that we are no longer under the wing of Mm. Rulikowska and feel free. Also we are not overcrowded, and as for our open wood fire in the sitting room…..

Dr. Haigh asked me if I were prepared to rough it down here, but we consider Warsaw much more a case of roughing it!

It is just wonderful to be back in this district again.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       25th October 1920.

I gather it is pretty certain that we are going to spend the winter here now, which to me is very joyful news as I just love this countryside, and the peasants. We are having a very interesting time visiting village after village, getting impressions of each village and its conditions, and making a thorough investigation and a card catalogue ready for any further work. We are expecting one or two nurses here to my great joy, as I think there is much they can do in a quiet way. Since I came, I’ve had to do so much bandaging in an unprofessional way and it does take an age!
The equipe consists of Stephano, Joe Wasserstrom, Jan Hutchinson, R. Catford, Joel Mathews, Mrs. Pennington and myself.

The Joel Mathews mentioned here was a young socialist cockney, who had been a Conscientious Objector. He had been in prison at Maidstone in 1917 with Stephano. Joel Mathews fell in love with a Polish schoolteacher and in his lovesick condition was not as useful as he might have been.

The other members of the Equipe at Malice Alizon described in the course of the next letter, which was written to her Aunt Marion.

                                                                       Malice

                                                                       All Souls Day, 1920.

Dearest T’Min,

I am trying not to mind events that are taking place in Warsaw though they do affect the Mission so much… It just beats me how prejudiced and narrow-visioned people can become in times of stress, but most of them are leaving and one hopes the remnant will be engulfed and this Unit have a chance of coming into its own at last. I get more and more impressed not only with Dr. Haigh’s ability in organisation with such an imperfect office staff, and his whole vision of Poland, her needs and where the Mission is able to help, but also in his own personality, his watch over each individual worker and big heart in all he does, without any thought of self….

I really dread the real cold. I find it mighty hard to keep warm at night now so what it is going to be like! We are trying to keep life as civilised as possible though we are very primitive in most things and miss most of all anything comfortable to sit on. We hope to make some hay cushions to sit on.

 This district is wonderfully soothing with its great stretches of rolling country and big skies and sunsets and stars. It has acted like a healing tonic on Mrs. Pennington who was a mass of strained nerves and irritation in Warsaw but here she is just splendid. Her impetuousness and my solidity make a strong combination.
I wonder if you know the Hutchinsons of Winscombe. If they are all as fine as Jan, they must be nice. He is only 20, ready for any responsibility, never fussed, great sense of humour, will do any job for anyone and do it well. He will be returning to Warsaw shortly and we shall miss him sorely.

Harry Stevens (Stephano) is, unofficially as yet, our Warden here. He is only 24 but has developed greatly this last six months at Werbkowice. He knew nothing about horses, but, on his own, managed the forty-eight Mission horses, tackling all the problems of the different villages. Then he and one other remained behind after we had evacuated and finally cleared out of Hostynne with three heavily laden furmanki and eleven horses only three hours before the Bolsheviki arrived. After a five week exile he returned five days after the Bolsheviki had left and he has carried on and administered things finely all this time. He speaks Polish fluently.
We have an interpreter, Joe Wasserstrom, a nice man with a slow mind who does things in his own slow way. He has no conception of wide points of view or perspective and is easily taken in by all and sundry. He sits next to me at table, stokes hard, looks round for more, and continues to stoke!
Robert Catford is here too. I hope he will soon get back to Warsaw and work now the frost has finished all ploughing with the tractors. He is a very nice boy but needs work and just sits by the fire while the rest of us saw wood!

It is interesting to find that Stephano, the most outstanding rebel against authority in this Mission, would do anything for Dr. Haigh and reckons he is the finest character he has met.

The Doctor came down last week…. I think he is very keen to have everything ready for Miss Barrow in the spring.

We are having an intensely interesting job visiting fourteen villages, first to get the needs of each family as regards clothing. We shall have a complete list of housing conditions, the number of cows and horses, the amount of land under cultivation, food conditions, health, industries. All this information will be ready for the spring when we hope this equipe will enlarge into a big agricultural and building one, plus Miss Barrow. We all feel we are keeping the nest warm for her return.
In this letter, Alizon writes that she was “trying not to mind events”. Stephano explained that this passage refers to trouble that had arisen at Headquarters in Warsaw between Dr. Haigh and various workers there. The trouble had begun in the previous August when the Bolshevik Army seemed on the point of taking Warsaw. Dr. Haigh considered that the Mission ought to evacuate with whatever they could take. His view was that it was there to help the Poles and should not let any material fall into Bolshevik hands. There were those at Headquarters who disagreed with him. Stephano wrote “A certain political element entered into it as many of the Warsaw workers were leftish, whereas the Doctor, who in fact later worked in Soviet Russia, tried to be A-Political in relief work”.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       4th November 1920.

This is quite the most interesting job I’ve had yet. We are all fairly young in the work, pulling together fine with a real communal spirit; Agriculture and Relief just work together, fitting in as the jobs seem most important. For instance, Mrs. Pennington today is driving the two boys over to a distant village for them to fetch home their tractors and she will bring back tools and oil in the furmanka. Tomorrow one of them will help us with clothing distribution.

Dr. Haigh has paid his first official visit and we looked busy. Mrs. P. and I had been out visiting in a distant village and returned at 7 in the dark, absolutely frozen and shivering, a very excellent advertisement for the need for great coats etc. He has gone away with a strong impression of how we rough it here and is going to see that we have warm wraps.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       6th November 1920.

We did our first distribution yesterday at Strzyzowice. Mrs. P. and I set forth, she driving, I perched on top of the thirty bundles to keep them from falling off, a very precarious seat, so I found! We took each bundle into its house, and it was most pathetic to see the joy of the kiddies, especially if there was a bright coloured jersey in the packet. A boy of 8 would struggle into the shirt meant for his father, a 3 year old into trousers meant for the older brother. One noticed the mothers were too occupied in looking over their children’s clothing to think of themselves. They thanked us again and again but were not at all servile, and some families were too occupied in looking over their bundles to notice us. With a few exceptions all paid a small sum. Two had not enough money and one felt the family coffers were not at all full, but they showed no lack of readiness to pay. One or two asked for more clothing or said a skirt etc., was too short, but when Mrs. P. how difficult it was to get clothing they seemed satisfied. I never expected it would go off so successfully.
Today, of course, we had flocks of people on our doorstep – two women, in fact, walked into our bedroom while we were getting up! All asked for clothing, some evidently having donned the most worn out coat!

                                                                       Malice

                                                                       11th November 1920.

Two days ago, as I returned in the evening, I met Stephano running from the kitchen with a hot water bottle. Joel Mathews, one of the equipe, had burned himself badly. He had held a paraffin can near the fire and it exploded. Luckily only a little spirit was in it. We got him into bed with hot water bottles and I brewed strong coffee and after a time he got warm. We wired to Warsaw for a nurse and I risked leaving the dressing on for 30 hours so as to give him time to recover from the shock. 
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       12th November 1920.

I have a cold so have spent today weeping and sneezing but tea revived me sufficiently to give two audiences, Stephano on Mission business and William Fogg, newest arrival and the American Head of the Unit.

William Fogg first enquired if we had made any arrangements for heating in the winter. I murmured something about the ten ton truck of coal and our woodpile. Then he went on to say he felt the health of the workers was so important and he hoped I realised that as housekeeper. I replied that having been housekeeper in the Mission for several years I hoped I was alive to it! Then he enquired whether I ever managed to get out and do anything besides housekeeping.
I used my purple silk dressing gown for the audience so it has come in most usefully!

                                                                       Malice

                                                                       18th November 1920.
Yesterday I ventured out alone on the Cossack to Maslomica; 12 miles away, Mrs. P. had driven over with the clothing overnight, sleeping in a sort of shed. I had had to fix up all the final shoppings for Warsaw with Stephano so used the delay as excuse for a ride. I was quite shaky as to whether I should arrive safely as I had only had one gallop on the Cossack, and never been out alone, so started cautiously, but “Jim” (the Cossack’s Christian name) took his own pace. We soon covered the ground and I had the excitement of exploring my first ditches! We went into them not over them.
I found Mrs. P. was just beginning and we had a very busy and really charming time. The bundles were all arranged on our big tarpaulin, the peasants standing around while Mrs. P., the Sloltys (the headman) and I sorted out the bundles, people eagerly saying that a woman was a widow, “very poor”, so that we should not charge her too much, tho’ as a matter of fact, we fix charges when we visit beforehand.   

All through that long struggling village I was greeted by groups of peasants outside their huts, the kiddies in a jersey or bright cap, and “thank you ever so many times” from the whole family.

I had a heavenly ride home. Jim prefers cantering to anything else, and he was anxious for his oats as I for my tea. We both arrived home mighty hot and tired. I shall try to get out on Sundays a bit with Jan and get him to teach me more about getting about open country.

We are going to try to make a lot of toys for Christmas and have a party for the kiddies. We expect to be snowed up at intervals and shall work at the toys then. One never sees a single toy and the children sit listlessly doing nothing indoors the winter through.
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       20th November 1920.

We are a very compact and happy little equipe here, all pulling together and not keeping ourselves in watertight compartments. Anyone does any job needing doing at the moment, and all are interested in all the work, which makes such a vast difference. Yes, I certainly like this out-of-door village relief work better than any town job. In many ways it is like Buzancy, only 50% harder because of the language, difficulty of transport, lack of supplies and large needs. One needs every ounce of courage to face some of these pathetic peasants with a refusal of help. We turn away at least thirty a day, who come asking for clothing or whether we have horses to sell. One woman even asked for planks to make a coffin for her dead husband.
We are restricting our clothing distribution to the Werbkowice area, which means thirteen villages, but after that hope to be able to tackle some of the other districts, if clothing is sufficient at the warehouse. One could scarcely believe so little clothing existed. In house after house (and we have been in over six hundred already) we find children in one thin cotton garment shivering on top of the stove. We asked the school teacher how many children she has at school – “Ten, but I ought to have seventy, only the rest have no boots or clothing.”

                                                                       Malice

                                                                       26th November 1920.

Milking I hope will be a new joy as we propose keeping a cow and a pig!

Tomorrow we are going to an entertainment in a school. The men have been polishing up their belts and all our boots. We are not used to being spick and span but the Inspector of Education is going to be present!
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       29th November 1920.

On Sunday we went to the party. We were invited to a village nine miles off, to an entertainment in a school, to raise funds for its enlargement. We took two school teachers with us so there was not enough room in the furmanka for all. Therefore Jan Hutchinson, Cuthbert Clayton (here from Warsaw) and I walked – a real frosty evening…..
The program consisted of songs, a small play, and a tableau, all extremely patriotic and “pro Polska”. We wondered how many Russian children were on the platform voicing these sentiments. Afterwards we had tea and cake with the teachers, a very fine set of people and very public spirited. There are one hundred and seventy two children in the school and only two teachers. No wonder they want a larger building…..
Tuesday we had clothing distributions at Kotorow and Krynka, the other side of the river. The bridge over the river here (a tributary of the Bug) is broken and we only had narrow planks to walk over. We dumped bundles into the furmanka and ran it down to the river, and carried the bundles over ourselves on the planks. Then Mrs. P. drove the furmanka through the river and we loaded up again…..
Today we have been to Konopue……

Carol Burtt, our nurse, is now back and I feel tons of responsibility off me.
                                                                       Podhorce

                                                                       7th December 1920.

Don’t be surprised at this address, Mrs. P. and I are spending two nights at a distant village visiting. We had quite an interesting trip over here. Instead of starting at 10, we were so constantly interrupted by peasants coming to the house that we only got off at 12.30, Mrs. P. driving, Carol and I behind among the two camp beds, bedding, provisions and a sack of coal. The roads were awful after the fall of snow, both slippery and rough so progress was but slow.
When we reached Gosdow, we found our way barred by a sentry. “Forbidden entrance. Sickness among the animals”.
We said we wanted to get to Podorce and at that moment a peasant came up, asked the sentry the matter and said he knew a way round. So we followed him and, to our surprise, he led us round some estate buildings and into the village. Scarcely had we entered when a very irate officer swept down on us. “Hadn’t we seen the sentry”? “Why had we entered?” He fairly stormed at us in Polish. “You look intelligent people.”

Mrs. P. replied in German. She only understood very little Polish, humble apologies etc. “We were only following a man who said he knew the way, etc.” Then she asked what was the sickness.
“Glanders, and we must be disinfected.” Then he calmed down and became more polite. The straw and hay were taken from the two furmanki and burned. A spray was brought out and we watched the peasant’s cart being sprayed and thought of our bedding in dismay and I wished I hadn’t got my tidy skirt on! Then the officer asked us if we wouldn’t go into the house to keep warm. We said we preferred to stay with our horses and covered them up with rugs. Finally the much besprayed peasant and his horses without further warning were sent on their way and we waited our turn. Two soldiers were ordered to remove and burn the hay our horses were eating and then we were told with a salute to drive on! And on we drove, and were much relieved to be let off so lightly. We thought if Jan wanted to take precautionary measure he could spray the horses when they got home (which he did).
When we reached this village we enquired the way to the old Russian rectory (the Papoofka) where our men had spent four weeks on their return after the Bolshevik invasion. We found the owner had taken his sick wife into Hrubieszow, but a servant let us into a very stuffy room. I soon discovered it was used by the family, so we explored further and found three empty rooms with a good many panes of glass missing and we encamped there to the servant’s intense horror at the cold, but we soon had a fire going.

Next we visited the schoolmistress who told us there are a thousand people in this village, which are a quite impossible number for us, either to clothe or visit, so we have decided to clothe the children only and are going to spend tomorrow visiting stray houses to get a good idea of village conditions.

We had an early supper and are now snug in bed and it is quite warm with the stove.
Yesterday we had a clothing distribution at Hostynne. The village sent down four furmanki to the other side of the river and we carried our two hundred bundles across the slippery remains of the bridge to the carts and walked with them to the village. There we dumped all our goods and chattels against the churchyard wall and dealt with the families as they came, in a biting, icy wind; we just froze.

                                                                       Malice

                                                                       26th December 1920.

Oh! We have had a very nice Christmas. Having Hilda Holme [An American Relief Worker with much experience, particularly in France.] here made all the difference. She came in fresh to a tired, stale equipe and has put fresh life into us and incidentally had a rest herself as the journey out is tiring. Also I think she will do more than most people to draw the Anglo-American knot together as it is very loose out here as yet….
On Christmas Eve we were not ready till after supper to begin decorating and seeing to our tree and then ended up the evening with all the carols and Christmas hymns any of us could remember.

Christmas morn we all stayed in bed except Hilda who brought us our breakfast…. Hilda cooked the turkey. We had two tables with the Christmas tree in the middle, many candles etc. We invited the schoolmaster and his wife to dine. Plum puddings all aflame. We had just finished when the door opened and some mummers came in, got up with wonderful paper crowns, etc. They acted a short piece about Herod, the three kings, an old Jew, Gabriel, the Devil and Death. I can’t give you any more clear idea of it than this!
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        30th December 1920.
Dearest T’Min.

Dr. Haigh is proving to be a bigger man than we thought, only is about through as regards health unless he can get a rest. We have every hope that he and William Fogg will pull along. Clement Biddle [Secretary of the American Friends' Relief Committee.] has been here two days, with a very bad reputation reaching us before him. We are charmed with him and feel he has been a real help here and has sized things up.

He inspected everything from the bread oven to the card index, which I had tidied up by chance the day before. We only wish he could stay longer. He, Stephano, and I went off to a distant village (Gozdow) on horseback to investigate two refugee families just returned from Russia and all three of us had never come across anything so tragic, fifteen in a room 14' x 14'. All the family yellow, even beautiful in their starvation – the beauty of calmness somehow, yet awful. One thought Clement Biddle might feel it a waste of time for two workers to devote half a day to such a distant place, but not a bit of it. He felt it as deeply as we did (and we are quite hardened). We were facing something unusually different, a problem that justifies, if any problem ever did, the existence of a Mission. He just thanked us for taking him…..
                                                                        On the train

                                                                        7th January 1921.

Yes, Stephano and I are actually in the train en route for Executive in Warsaw….. Yesterday in waked Carol Burtt with the news that there was a goods truck for us. We were overjoyed. It is the same old truck in which we evacuated last July…..
                                                                        Warsaw

                                                                        9th January, 1921.
Well, we reached here yesterday after a very easy journey. A fast train from Lwow. We got the last two first class seats to our joy and settled down to “Patience” as there was still three hours before the train left. For the night the seats were pulled up to make bunks and I, being the only woman, was given a berth to myself and, as soon as the light was covered, opened a ventilator by my head. Needless to say when it was spotted in the morning, one man had an attack of asthma, two others sneezed, and it was quickly shut. Such is the power of suggestion!
We had made no provision for food but I still had our basket with rolls and butter and discovered some eggs and cheese. Stephano filled my mug and aluminium tea box which we brewed on my tommy cooker… I was inspired to make an omelette, a real peach it turned out, flavoured with cheese and the solder didn’t melt as we feared. You can imagine the interest with which the business men in our carriage watched proceedings. Finally, as the omelette was served, one turned to Stephano and said “Monsieur, vous evez de bon chance de voyager avac une talle compagnon”.
Warsaw is a very much more comfortable place to come to now. We have given up our dirty boarding house and I am sharing a room with Ruth Fry who has just arrived as Commissioner…. This afternoon Stephano and I are going to ‘Violette’ (Verdi’s La Traviata) and are smiling at the gossip we are creating by going together!
Stephano said that he will always be grateful to Alizon for introducing him to the world of music.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        19th January 1921.

We got back from Warsaw on Sunday to find the family rearranging rooms as Anne Crawford [Stephano described Anne Crawford as “one of the most delightful impractical people I have ever met”.] after two days in bed with neuralgia had developed a temperature of 103° and we felt it would be wise to isolate her. We sent off wires to Dr. Haigh to the three most likely places he might be. Since when Carol Burtt has been on duty for four days and nights, and, of course, the strain and responsibility is great. As Dr. Haigh did not arrive yesterday we sent for the nearest doctor who did not arrive till 11 p.m. and then announced that she had typhoid. He was up till 1.30 a.m. seeing to drugs and talking and, incidentally, drinking tea. Then I fled to bed. To force him to stop drinking tea I took the kettle with me, but I was up at 5. a.m. to get breakfast for him and Jan and to help the latter harness three horses by holding the lantern.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        25th January, 1921.

I don’t know whether you received my last letter saying that Anne had typhus. Well, Dr. Haigh arrived with Dr. Kemp on Friday, diagnosed it as a mild case of typhus, sent Carol to bed (who had been nursing an unknown illness for five days and nights), put Dr. Kemp on day duty, asked me if I were game to take on night duty if he stayed up too, and generally relieved and took every scrap of responsibility off us. He said she had had the right treatment and there were no complications. I was fairly alarmed to tackle such a case as my first bit of nursing but knew all would be well with Dr. Haigh there too. I had a fairly easy time as, tho’ delirious, she isn’t violent, and I found no difficulty in getting her to take her food every two hours. The doctor took her pulse and respiration, leaving me only the temperature to draw pictures on. She had been above 105° but is now steadily improving and gaining strength, tho’ still unconscious most of the time. Mrs. P. and I were expecting to take on night duty alternate nights but yesterday morning before I was up, Dr. Haigh came in to wake me and tell me the good news that a nurse had arrived. Carol is very relieved, so are we all, and Dr. Haigh left quite satisfied with Anne’s condition. Of course, this illness has dished all work badly. Mrs. P. is struggling to carry on soup-kitchens. I have been tied to the house.

Our publicity officer with two lady journalists from Manchester appeared yesterday of all days!  
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        28th January, 1921.

We are all firmly convinced we don’t intend to get typhus now we have seen how it takes a person. Anne’s temperature is normal and it is six days after the crisis, but she asked me today if we were getting into New York….

Our very charming young Polish servant will insist on calling Dr. Haigh her father and me her mother, to speed more Mission scandals says I!
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        31st January, 1921.

Anne is much better now.

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        8th February, 1921.

Well we seem to be in the rut of bad luck. No sooner do we get Anne out of the wood than Stephano collapses. I think with an overdue holiday, it is a breakdown, but so far he bears all the symptoms of typhoid and is the one member here whose inoculation is running out. In fact he would have been in England had it not been for Anne’s illness and he would have been re-inoculated. We have moved him into a room alone. Dr. Haigh will be back from holiday in a few days and will tumble down here, I am sure, as soon as he can. Stephano is a very difficult patient but we will do anything for him. Anyhow we now have two nurses on the spot and I am still hoping that, in spite of a temperature of 104° tonight, it may come gradually come down to normal with absolute quiet and rest.

John Hunter, who has been treasurer at Warsaw for six months and was originally at Werbkowice, is returning to his old equipe and will take on the office work while Stephano is ill….

I shall be going up to Warsaw on Saturday by truck for Executive, but I hope to be away for a shorter time than the last.
The John Hunter Alizon refers to in this letter became Warden at Malice after Stephano fell ill. John Hunter had been a Captain in the British Army on the Western Front. Then he and his brother Arthur, sickened with the war, became Conscientious Objectors, were court-martialled and imprisoned. Stephano met him in Maidstone Prison in 1917.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        12th February, 1921.

Really I am almost as patched as the peasants. I’ve burned large holes in my skirt, my stockings are huge darns, my boots big patches. I keep my uniform unused for Warsaw and state occasions…..
When I am tied to the house I always manage to get off for ¾ hour just before sunset, along the river bank and through exquisite woods of pine and birch…..
There is a big possibility of Dorice returning anon…. [In fact Dorice White did not come to Malice. She went to Russia.]

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        17th February, 1921.

Stephano hasn’t typhoid. It is typhus. We discovered a really good Austrian doctor in Hrubieszow, a fever specialist, and he has been here twice and is very reassuring. Stephano hasn’t been at all unconscious or delirious though his temperature has been very high. We rather hope the crisis was over two days ago….. 
                                                                        Warsaw

                                                                        28th February, 1921.

Oh! what a life one leads. Sure it takes long enough spending 24 hours coming up to Executive without being held up by strikes. We were ready to retire to our country seats having settled the fate of Missions for another month and then were told there was a strike and we couldn’t get off… This strike is becoming rather serious. Begun in a small way by engine drivers in Warsaw for higher pay, it wasn’t recognised by their Unions. Then the Government called in the Military. Result, the Unions and Labour generally aroused and now back the strikers. They have imported regiments from Posen to run the railways. One old porter on the station remarked “See what happens when the Military take charge. Everything is several hours late.”

This strike is vexatious as there is such a pile of work accruing at Werbkowice and Mrs. P. is more or less tied to the house in my absence.

Hilda Holme is coming to us as housekeeper and I shall be able to hand over the job. Pani Barrow will be out in four weeks’ time, and I have just heard that Arthur Gamble, that fine young American who was with us last summer, is coming over again so our Werbkowice equipe is going to be select and choice. If only we could get Dorice back.

Do you know I find, this time, when I go into shops in Warsaw, instead of enquiring if anyone can speak French or German, I plunge boldly into Polish….

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        6th March, 1921.

Hilda Holme arrived on Friday and since then I have been instructing her, but as she knows no Polish, I don’t find as yet that my house work is less. Today we have sent Mrs.P., Anne Crawford, and Nurse Schor off to Warsaw. I shall take over the seven soup kitchens and all the relief side of the work. I shall have a busy time out of doors which will be fine and mean plenty of riding…..

There seems every indication that Peace will soon be signed between Poland and Russia, which will be an intense relief to our minds. [The Treaty of Riga was signed on March 18th, 1921.]

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        8th March, 1921.

We had a wonderful spring day yesterday, birds singing and violets coming out. We carried Stephano in a blanket out on to a camp bed in the sun for two hours.
After typhus Stephano had phlebitis. He returned to England at the end of this month but was back in Poland in July.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        10th March, 1921.

The roads are now so sticky that our horses can’t draw any load. This week I have been over to Terebin on Jim, but otherwise all the long planned schemes have fallen through. This afternoon Carol Burtt and I set out for Kotorow, which is only 15 minutes’ walk away when the marshes are frozen. We tried to get to Konopnie where there is a boat which we intended should ferry us across the river. We found endless ditches and streams to negotiate and had to make big detours and finally, when we got to Konopnie, they cheerfully told us their boat had gone upstream to Kotorow but it should be back “zaras” which should mean soon but in Poland means in the future. The boat by the way is a miniature punt, just big enough for two people to squat in and the paddle is a spade! We sat patiently on the bank for ½ hour and then decided it wouldn’t do to be late for tea so returned across the numerous ditches, mission unaccomplished.

I feel wonderfully emancipated not having any household chores to do, quite a lady in fact and I find time to read….

It is Jan’s 21st birthday on Sunday and we are planning great doings. My plum pudding is being saved for the occasion and Hilda will make an iced cake.

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        18th March, 1921.

We have three newcomers, Robert Catford, who has been ploughing here before, young, grown-uppish, and inclined to be lazy. Collins, an American boy, and Walton Rogers, American and nice but will have to be restrained from overwork.

A great sadness, we are losing our Jan who leaves by the next truck for home and college – a real loss, both to the work and in himself personally….

I am having a lovely time riding far and wide on Jim, who is a great companion. The other day Jan and I went down to the station on Jim and Polski. Now if Jim and Polski are together they always race and we had a very exciting time and couldn’t stop them till we had them in the thick mud…..
                                                                       Malice

                                                                       25th March, 1921.

At this moment, I am the only Relief worker here, so am having a delightful time visiting far and near. We now have eight soup kitchens, and they have to be inspected, at least once in ten days. Generally I ride on Jim, our Cossack pony, whom I find a great companion and a real joy to ride, as he not only looks out the best way, but considers my feelings too, while Polski, tries all the time to catch me napping and throw me. Riding is very much quicker than driving as one can often take short cuts across country, though sometimes they are none too pleasant. The other day Jim and I found ourselves in a pretty deep water hole, and I had to ask a soldier to drag us over, to my intense chagrin. Unfortunately Jim is getting old, so 20 miles is considered his limit, and any village beyond that has to be reached by cart.
The countryside is changing now and waking up. People are taking off hay and straw wrappings with which the outsides of the houses or huts are packed; new houses or barns are being built; ploughing has begun, and yesterday I found a widow and her four children putting in their potatoes. The people do not seem so demoralised as they were last summer, and are carrying through schemes without so much pushing from us. All the kitchens are running themselves, some of course much better than others, but one is sure the children are getting the food and often we can see an improvement.

One of the rules of the Hoover Feeding is that the food must be eaten at the kitchen so that the ration of one child is not wasted on four or five….. They have to pay 6 marks or an egg, each ten days, and the food they get is bean, rice or macaroni soup, or bread, with cocoa and milk. Yesterday they sat in a happy circle eating rice soup and drinking cocoa.
But all this feeding and clothing was only a means to carry these people over the winter and the real constructive work is just beginning with the Spring, which luckily this year is very early. We have been specially asked to help this district with agriculture, as it is part of the rich belt of black soil running down the Ukraine to the Black Sea. We have four Fordson tractors, which are going to operate in pairs in village ploughing for peasants who have no horses, and whose land has been uncultivated since 1915. Our men will have to sleep in tents and come in to headquarters for weekends. Each tractor can plough on the average 4 acres per day. We are charging people for the petrol only.
We are also making plans for a distribution of seeds, vegetables, also hemp and flax, the latter two being a most urgent need in a district almost destitute of clothing and it has been very interesting to see the revival of spinning in the homes. We find the “Babka”, the granny, teaching the other women and girls in almost every house. I have only to muster enough energy in the evenings to get someone to teach me, but I cannot face spending any length of time in a peasant room, with its more than entire lack of ventilation! The thread is taken to the village weaver to be woven and one finds the price charged varies considerably in different villages. This spinning has meant that the women folk, at any rate, have had plenty of employment this winter, and now the linen is being laid out in the sun to bleach. Shirts, blouses, trousers etc. are made from this linen, and everyone has been busy washing it, for the Easter festivities. The great clothing wash before Easter is taking place, and everything is being cleaned and scrubbed.
We have a mixed population of Russians and Poles, so are always having two sets of holidays. All this tends to make the already slow moving Slav machinery progress even more slowly, and one has to possess infinite patience in getting any move on.

We are a happy group of workers here, three Americans and seven English, three women and seven men, and as we women are both the oldest in age and time out here, we rather boss things, but the men have it all their own way as regards the agricultural work and we are all equally interested in the work as a whole, be it Medical, Relief or Reconstruction. Of course I have the additional interest of a trip to Warsaw every five weeks, to the Executive Committee.
We have had a grant of 5,000 dollars from America for agricultural work. The Powiat Council has decided that twenty-five families should be set on their feet by being given horses, ploughs, cultivators, seeds, carts, etc.

No one with less than eleven acres can have the grant, and he must have not more than fifteen. Payment will be required in kind, extending over several years. Then the final money goes to the Powiat Agricultural School, which we are also helping to start by a grant. Work seems of so much more lasting value when we co-operate with the authorities, helping them either by money or material to carry through their own schemes, rather than do big splashes on our own.

Our tractors have been up to Hostynne for a week, but the boys are back for the weekend. Moving from village to village entails a good deal of organising and arranging. 
Our garden is just one mass of lilac bushes and if we have to move out of the house we hope it won’t be before they are out in blossom. I heard the curlew the other day and the storks are back already.

Florence Barrow came back from England at this time. In July she became Head of the Polish Mission.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        9th April, 1921.

Another week has flown without much incident as we are rather treading water waiting for seeds which just won’t come through. Miss Barrow sends wire after wire to Warsaw about them….
We are full of plans for future work and are hoping to carry through some of our housing schemes of last year. Having Pani Barrow to back them makes them more feasible as she knows so many of last years’ plans and can interview the officials better too.
Gregory Welsh is taking Jan’s place. Oscar Moon, an American farmer from Colorado, is here too studying the situation. He will probably be O.C. Agriculture in Warsaw.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        11th April, 1921.

We have notice to quite Malice in two to three weeks and nowhere to go, as the song says!

We have been trying to secure a house in Hrubieszow without success. Dr. Haigh turned up just as the situation became critical and spent yesterday trying to discover some roof to shelter us. Miss Barrow goes into Hrubieszow today for like purpose.
I am having a real joy ride in our Ford, some fifty miles today. When I am not sky high in the air I am banging on the springs, which don’t appear to exist. We stop periodically after an extra special bump and clean up a sparking plug.

It requires tremendous concentration to go to the Town Hall of the District and make arrangements for a seed distribution in the village. It requires much talking before we all understand each other thoroughly. Notices have to be sent out to all the local Slotyses and they have to make lists of their villages needing seeds and send the list to us. We write cards for each family and return them to be distributed before we appear with the seeds. If you knew the slowness with which any arrangements move in Poland, you’d realise how held up we get…. In the meantime we still have no seeds!
Later

Just tramped home to find a truck has arrived with three tons of seeds. It has to be unloaded and will leave again tonight.

Wonderful weather which makes all the difference to the ploughing and cultivating and will to the sowing…..

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        16th April, 1921.

Well the seeds arrived on Tuesday and we bagged the quantities needed and set out in the Ford and G.M.C. on Wednesday, a merry party…..

All the seeds have been weighed for us in Warsaw, so all we have to do is count out the number of packets we need and put them into sacks each day. People who have recently returned from Russia get their seeds free and also very poor people. One has the problem of sorting out the really needy from the beggars. Generally I go on the lines whether they have a horse and cow. We charge 100 mks. for the set of garden seeds:- i.e. onions, carrots, parsnips, cabbage, beet, turnip, cucumber, peas and beans – and 100 mks. for I kg. hemp.
One village yesterday paid me in eggs. You should have seen us in the G.M.C. balancing a basket of a hundred and eighty eggs, and trying to save them from being omeletted! We came to a very bad bit of road, the mechanic would jump out, seize the basket from me and carry it over the hump!

We packed and sent off seven hundred eggs to Warsaw, for the hospitals today. Most of these eggs came in from the soup kitchens, which incidentally are running themselves just now.
Carol Burtt did three distributions one day – two villages keen on the seeds, the third sniffy – they felt the price high. Poor Miss Barrow arrived at Hostynne and found the cards were not given out because the Soltys could not read them! – also the people thought each packet of seed cost 100 mks., so they were not going to buy. It was a great damper and she had to postpone that distribution till next day.

Today she and I went to Maslomice, my pet village, far the most destroyed, most impoverished and riddled with trenches and shell holes. We had a most delightful time.

There is such a fine spirit in the place, co-operation and general mutual help, and they are lucky in having a fine Soltys and Wojt. They do not even have a wood of their own, but have to buy firing from a landowner! The Chauffeur and mechanic of the G.M.C thoroughly enjoy these distributions, and enter into the spirit of them. At Maslomice they drew up the truck near a fence, so the people had to form a queue to come to our table and have their cards inspected. Pan Gyl – the Wojt of the Gmina (i.e. head man of 9 villages) stood by us, and all the people were so charming. The two drivers gave out the seeds and got on so well with the peasants. We had told the Soltys we would give free to those who were very poor and he had marked our list. Those who could pay brought their 100 mks. and paid up without questioning as to why they could not have things free. Quite a different spirit to some of the other villages. They were all so grateful, but not grovelling. Sometimes a woman when I asked her if she wanted hemp or flax would hesitate and then say “No, only garden seeds”.
“But is it not needed?”

“Yes, but I have no more money”. So we gave them free.

I asked one woman for 100 mks. She said she had no money and the Wojt at once said “She has lost both her horses”, and she quivered at the words. One realises so vividly now what that means. A horse is worth more than a house to a family. With one horse they can restart life again.
The picturesque rags we saw today beat all description. Men in their big fuzzy winter busbies, boys in home-made wide-brimmed straw hats. One man had three coats made into one, each covering some part of him. Another had a wonderful red, yellow and black handwoven linen belt. Women had embroidered aprons. Needless to say all the kiddies from the soup kitchen were in evidence, with their black pots and turquoise blue kettles. (They love eating bean soup out of kettles)! People squatted on the ground inspecting their seeds and sorting out the peas from the beans in their head kerchiefs. One man on giving me his card said he had nowhere to put his seeds. I suggested his cap. He replied “I shall catch a cold”, and great was the laugh from those standing around….. 

It is always curious to notice how many people, when suddenly asked what is their name is, seem paralysed and cannot remember.
So much of the land is uncultivated but Maslomice appears the most desolate. When you see peasants trying to plough their land by digging it, barefooted, with their spades, you are glad the tractors are here.

I rode over to Terebin yesterday for the distribution of seeds. All along the road I saw kiddies digging busily in their gardens preparing for them. Seventeen distributions in four days so we are forging ahead.

The country is a dream of beauty now and I rode through a wood carpeted with anemones, and squirrels were running along the track.

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        23rd April, 1921.

Carol Burtt and I set forth in the Ford, with Stefan a more than excellent driver. We were going to a distant Gmina on the river Bug, a district badly ravished last August by the Armies, but too far away for any hope of help from us till this spring. I had not been by road into Hrubieszow since the last never-to-be-forgotten drive when we met all the refugees and our Soltys drove us with consummate skill through and past two regiments of retreating Polish Cavalry, Arthur Gamble and Walzer on horses acting as fore and rear guards. We were again this time reminded of the war by the graveyards made recently in the woods for soldiers who had fallen. They were burying Pole and Bolshevik side by side.

Presently we reached the Bug. One can understand why Russia has been so keen to have it as a boundary. [It is now the boundary of Soviet Russia.] Nearly all the way the steep cliffs are on the Russian side. Eventually we reached Laskow, a village of some size and of great prosperity in the old days. Now the Church is in ruins. Mean, poorly-built houses and dug outs peered at us. This village, picturesque with its glory of cherry blossom, lies tumbled about the hillsides, sloping down to a stream and a glorious patch of marsh marigolds.

The soil is black and fertile. People appeared to have concentrated more on the cultivation of the land than on their own comforts.

We asked for the Soltys’s house and found him digging out his potatoes from the hole he had buried them in during the winter. He was going to plant them.
“Had he made a list of the people needing seeds?”

He looked up dazed. “Seeds? Why no!”

“Did he not know we were coming to distribute in his village?”

“No.”

“How many poor had he?”

“Perhaps 60, perhaps 200.”

We gasped, and told him we had enough seeds for 60. He must make a list for us at once and we would distribute.

Meanwhile we retired to a clump of cherry trees and ate our lunch to the accompaniment of humming bees, and we watched women scurrying along to be written down, for our arrival had been notified, evidently.

Eventually we descended on the crowd feeling we might begin without further delay. Our friend, the Soltys, was still scratching his head and writing hard, but in Russian script, so that list could only make us look foolish!! We asked for a table and bench. Carol and the Soltys sat down, I ranged the sacks behind them and we began what proved to be one of our nicest distributions. No begging, no kissing of hands. The Soltys proved to be far less stupid than we had first imagined and he knew his people, and they him. While we were doling out the seeds, Stefan, the chauffeur, assisted by sundry small urchins, was putting in a fresh inner tube. We suggested payment; the Soltys said the people were really very poor, so we felt at once as it was the first distribution we had held there, a free gift would not hurt them. Presently a women shyly thrust three eggs at Carol, then another did likewise, and the table being perched on a hillside they began to roll. The Soltys quietly pulled out the drawer and placed them inside and this went on all through. Finally we came to the sixtieth person and there was still a crowd around us…..
Stefan told the people “These eggs are sent to the sick people in the hospitals in Warsaw.” He always helps along with the crowd.

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        25th April, 1921.

Our fifteen trucks of oats and barley have arrived at Hrubieszow and now all the people in this Powiat will be able to get some grain for this years sowing. It is the biggest piece of good the Mission has been able to do here. The local agricultural authorities will get the credit which is just what we desire.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        30th April, 1921.

We have just had a distribution in Dubienka, assisted by the Magistrate, Police, and sundry officials. It ought to have been a model one by rights, but as we got away from the mob Pani Barrow remarked “I think we have sown a good many weeds as well as seeds here”. The officials put their own friends on the list and probably we left out many of the real poor but we had no means of finding them out ourselves….
I am hoping presently to find ways and means to carry out investigations across the Bug. Arthur Gamble is enquiring if there is any bridge strong enough for the Ford. If there is we shall make plans to get across and see how the land lies as regards Relief and Agricultural needs…..
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        1st May, 1921.

Carol and I have pitched our tent for three days not far from the house and have had a grand rest….. The trees are coming out more and more each day and we have a great view of woods and skies. Last night we heard the nightingale for the first time this year…..
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        10th May, 1921.

In about ten days’ time house moving begins to a palace some fifteen miles away. Only two or three of us will be left here to finish the Relief work, and the Agricultural and Building people will move off…. I am hoping this week to motor across the Bug and join a truck load of seeds and distribute them in that district, which is more destroyed even than this and has had no help from anyone....
Poland is mobilising again. We had four long empty goods trains in today and soldiers are commandeering hay in all the villages and taking it off. We are not on the war front this time but one just hopes the Government won’t be so foolish as to enter yet another war.
                                                                        Malice

                                                                        24th May, 1921.

The G.M.C. was fully laden with fourteen sacks of flax, a sack of beans and another of maize, and the remaining garden seeds – plus a spade, camera, a pair of gum boots, some rope, and three people, i.e. the Polish driver (a man who during the war was a pilot of an aeroplane carrying 12 guns [Probably an exaggeration]), Arthur Gamble and myself. We started off from Malice early in the morning. The lorry went with a determined air, for it was to be a great day of exploration and investigation in the country across the Bug, in the old province of Wolhynia, now part of the Polish state.
We rattled through Hrubieszow and came to the one bridge as yet repaired across the Bug. The remains of the old one still stand gaunt and charred by burning last year. This only bridge is a low wooden plank bridge at river level. It did not collapse under the G.M.C. and its burden, and the river seemed like any other river! We began to assail the steep incline the other side. If it had been a Ford car it would have begun calling out the refrain “I know I can…. I think I can…. I thought I could…. I I I can’t.” Instead, the G.M.C. stopped with dignity half way up, and we slid backwards for another attempt. Again we tried, and a sentry came to enquire what dangerous stuff we were carrying in those sacks. We satisfied him that we were harmless folk, on a trip of charity, and he joined us in pushing the car over the top of the incline, and we found ourselves in Wolhynia.

We traversed the 20 kilometre to Wladimir Wolynsk…. It was market day and we estimated there were at least two thousand furmanki in the town, and a vast crowd of peasants too. Men wore handsomely embroidered shirts or brown homespun coats trimmed with gay green or red braid; women wore white linen blouses with cross-stitched work in red and black, the most brilliant head kerchiefs in silk or wool, and bright aprons or handwoven woollen skirts in narrow stripes of red, green, blue, black and orange. In the old market-place, with its small Jewish shanties, sat little groups of women on the ground, offering small quantities of seed for sale. One, despairing of custom, was nibbling at a corn-cob. Here was a peasant showing a friend a scythe-blade he had just purchased from a Jew, who stood by with a satisfied smile watching them. We certainly would have liked to spend the day there studying humanity. Instead we called on the Starosta, the head of the Powiat, and also in this case, the Agricultural Inspector as well…..
We then passed on southwards to a region of several villages which had suffered severely in the war. Some six were totally destroyed whereas others in the same locality had come through unscathed. The soil was rich but about 25% was uncultivated. Zimne was wiped out save for its old Russian monastery towering above the nettles…. Here and there we left our sacks. “Thank you, the greatest of thanks” said they…..

                                                                        Malice

                                                                        30th May, 1921.

We are in a curious state at present – house-moving, but it takes time…..
Did I say I was going up to Executive? I can’t remember. Anyhow a wire arrived to say my withdrawal was accepted as I am going to be away for two months. So I have had some peace and quiet instead of a busy time in Warsaw. I shall not now miss our Invalid Food distribution on Wednesday and am greatly relieved. We give invalid food to about ninety five people….

                                                                        Teptikow

                                                                        4th June, 1921.

I left Malice yesterday to come over here for the weekend, to our new house, but did a fifty mile trip on the way. A terrific hot day and we nearly expired, even in the Ford. So much of both Arthur’s and my work is scattered now that we fairly have to cover the country. He is as keen to get things done as I am so we go long rounds when we can combine jobs…..
We have had a great week of house moving…..
                                                                        Teptikow

                                                                        13th June, 1921.

We have just been up to Warsaw for three days’ conference with the four Anglo-American Commissioners [Rufus Jones, Wilbur Thomas, William Albright, Ruth Fry.] and are now transporting them down on a truck for a tour in our region. We travel in style and are having a grand chance of gossiping and getting to know them. We are very lucky. They have been a great help to us. We are having to face the possibility of closing down in December owing to utter lack of funds.
Later. We have been jolting round the country in the Ford today, visiting soup kitchens, etc. we found a wonderful spot for lunch. Arthur and I are awfully particular where we lunch….
I have just burned my hand, a surface burn only, but I keep it covered up and extract a lot of sympathy from the peasants.

I have just had to go out to the kitchen and interview two civilian police (with fixed bayonets). They have come to arrest one of our stable boys. He isn’t in (but was a few minutes ago!)
                                                                        Teptikow

                                                                        30th June, 1921.
I celebrated my anniversary of the great age of 30 by discovering our clothing store had been broken into and much stolen. We sent for the police and I had a quaint time trying to make a “procis” in Polish…..

We had fried chicken, a cake with candles, and vanilla ice, so you see it was a great feast. Dr. Haigh has been here for several days and we have had great games of bridge after supper….. The gramophone calls me in the morning as Arthur is always early up.

On July 1st Alizon set forth to join her family in Switzerland for a holiday. Afterwards she went to England. She returned to Poland early in September.
                                                                        Werbkowice

                                                                        6th September, 1921.

We reached Hrubieszow by 12 and found the good old Ford meeting us…..
A great deal of ploughing has been done already and 90% of the land in this Powiat is now under cultivation so we feel quite satisfied to clear out at once. The potato crop is good too but in other parts of Poland where the drought has been felt, the potatoes have been a failure.
On Sunday I went down to see the refugees at the station. They come here from the big camps at Baronowice and Rowno and are dumped out at their nearest railhead. The fittest member of the family walks to the village and tries to find someone to come with a furmanka and take them home. There were nineteen families; all camped out by the line with their bundles – an odd assortment of possessions, samovars, old sheepskin coats, one or two iron bedsteads. One family had two hens in a cage. They all spoke of the “burned Russia”, “burned” meaning no crops, and of the way people were leaving a district en masse. So many of these refugees had been serfs [Not strictly correct as serfdom was abolished in 1861. Alizon means landless agricultural labourers.] on an estate and therefore own no house or land and will be a drag and a problem to the community. All the same we all feel people coming to such a fertile part of the country will get on their feet quicker than further east in the more destroyed parts of the country.
Today we have been off in the Ford seeing some of the houses that have been built with the £200 collected by Pani Barrow’s friends. As I had helped Arthur with all the preliminary schemes I just loved the opportunity of seeing how things were progressing and meeting old friends.

One widow, Anastacija, was so disheartened when we first found her and now she has colour and looks strong and is very keen on hurrying up the work.

I have hopes to come back presently for the winter work across the River Bug. In the meantime I am going off to Drohyczyn, in another destroyed area, where Miss Middlemore is tackling refugee problems and starting industries.

We are hoping this winter to evolve schemes by which we shall give out flax, hemp or wool to families needing help, and pay them for their work and let them buy food. If food is not forthcoming in the district (but the Jews are almost certain to produce it if there is a market) we shall have to arrange a depot for them to come and buy from us. We hope to get some help from the Y.W.C.A. in materials and might even hand over the embroideries to them to sell. All the Relief Societies, at Pani Barrow’s suggestion, have formed a Committee of Co-operation in Warsaw. This was the result of an Interview she had with the President of the Diet, who was so interested in her schemes that he telephoned for the Vice-President and War Minister to come to meet her and insisted on her staying another hour. He then asked her to hand over any useful information to the Government and to draw up a scheme for relief, which has been since passed by the Committee of Co-operation.
Yesterday, a wire came to say we were given three hundred and twenty nine horses. That means the Government is falling in with our plan to give a thousand ploughs if they give the horses.

I believe part of my job at Drohyczyn is to be the distributing of these horses in the villages, so it looks as if I might attain some riding! I can scarcely believe it is less than a week since I left England and it was delightful to go a long drive in the Ford and come home not a scrap tired. I slept out both nights, a great treat as the flies are so thick in the house.
I go to Drohyczyn later in the week.

V

DROHYCZYN

Alizon spent a few days in Warsaw before going to Drohyczyn. Drohyczyn is a small town some two hundred miles east of Warsaw, across the River Bug.It is on the Western edge of the famous Bielowieza forest. It was one of the railheads where men and women from the big refugee camps get off the trains to start life again on the land.
                                                                        Warsaw

                                                                        8th September, 1921.

I have already had a very interesting time since arriving here and have been quite glad to spend some time in Warsaw and get into closer touch with all the branches of the work….. I visited an orphanage outside Warsaw, a “nest” for sixteen girls and boys, aged 10 to 16. They live in a small house and have a house mother, teacher, and gardener. They have to be practically self-supporting. They have twenty eight morgs and grow cereals and pasture for their three cows. They have bees and hens and two thin horses, and are starting a fruit farm too. At this busy time of the year the children are working eleven hours a day, nine on the land and two at lessons. “Far too long” said the house mother, but the work has to be done. They were a happy healthy crowd and spent their mid-day rest hour in the hay…..

On Saturday three of us go off to Drohyczyn, east of Brest Litovsk, where Mary Middlemore is already working among the refugees. She is starting industries and has been living in a tent, but a house in the pinewoods has been offered to us. There are no doors or windows but we are taking up materials for making them, also full household equipment. Stephano is back and comes up to fix up the house. My job is to make arrangements for the distribution of a hundred and twenty horses and ploughs in the district. I shall probably only be there three weeks.

We propose to have about six small centres scattered along the two destroyed areas with perhaps two workers in each and two men travelling around doing odd jobs. Horse loaning, implement distributions, invalid feeding, industries and clothing will roughly be the needs and scope of the work.

Another £3,200 has come from the Imperial War Relief Fund so we have hopes for the future. Not only the Polish Government but also the other Relief Missions are beginning to realise the thoroughness of our work and come to us for facts and knowledge. All the Relief Societies are co-operating now and working out schemes. The American Relief Administration will supply us with food for Soup Kitchens wherever needed. A.R.A. has six Polish Doctors who we may find can settle in some of these areas and help with the anti-T.B. schemes.

We are really off tomorrow with a mighty load….. 
                                                                        Drohyczyn

                                                                        11th September, 1921.
We arrived here yesterday morning early, a big truck load… Ruth Pennington, Oscar Moon, and Richard Cadbury (who are investigating the possibilities of opening up a further Equipe in this vicinity) Stephano and self.

Stephano and I are to start this one. Mary Middlemore has been living here for some time in a tent, feeding refugees at the station and starting an embroidery industry and I had hoped to learn a good deal about it from her. But when we arrived we found she wanted to leave for England at once so as to get her leave while the refugees were still able to earn something digging in the fields. So we packed up her few belongings, put them on the truck and she goes off by ordinary train tomorrow. While we were making all arrangements and I was gleaning what information about this district I could from her, Ruth Pennington and Richard Cadbury took our stuff up to the house and cleaned it out and tidied up, so that when Stephano and I came up here last night we found everything ship-shape, beds made and an open fire burning. As we have no doors or windows, one of us has to mount guard.

We hope the carpenter may arrive this afternoon and begin operations. I have a big room with two windows (sans glass), then there is another bedroom and two sitting rooms habitable. More rooms can be put into order later on for stores, etc.

Jadwiga Bialowiejaska comes up to join us on Thursday we hope and she and I will carry out the preliminary investigations in the villages. Soup kitchens ought to be started and housing conditions are very bad.
Stephano has come up temporarily to fix the house and make arrangements with the local authorities about the hundred and thirty horses (?twenty) and our ploughs. This will be a big job off my mind as it is a job taking a good deal of time. I stay here at least three weeks, more likely five I expect, before returning to Wolhynia for the winter.
Conditions up here are certainly very bad and the refugees the worst I have seen yet. A man died on arrival two nights ago and I have already seen several people who will only live a few more days.

We have been hearing about famine conditions in Russia. Twenty five to thirty three million is the estimate now and people are flocking into the towns to sell what possessions they have to buy food. The average rainfall in the Volga area for the last seventeen years was 104" but this year 6" only. Food supplies are going to the famine area but the rye and other foodstuffs the Soviet can obtain are absolutely no good for the starving children…..
I fried mushrooms for supper last night.

Jadwiga Bialowiejska came to Drohyczyn at this time. She was a Roman Catholic but understood the outlook of Friends and was most loyal in trying to carry out the ideals which Relief Work expressed. She had a quiet and unassuming dignity. Stephano wrote: “she was of moderate height, with a slightly olive, pale complexion and large luminous eyes. She spoke slowly, never seemed to lose her temper and was always to be turned to for advice on things Polish.” She afterwards became head of an orphanage.

In 1940, she was shot by the Germans. The circumstances are not known.

The small equipe, Alizon, Stephano, and Jadwiga, lived on the estate of an old Polish family, the Wislouchs. In the grounds stood three crosses of wood commemorating ancestors of the family who had been killed in the Polish uprising against the Russians in 1863. Stephano said the Wislouchs were a remarkable example of cultured and highly educated people making the best of things after the wartime devastation. They were living like peasants. The young son, with whom Stephano used to play, became a Professor at Wroclaw University after 1945.

Alizon’s letters continue:

                                                                        Drohyczyn

                                                                        20th September, 1921.

This is a weird and wonderful life. Here I am sent forth to put on a real hustle and use my vast and wonderful experience – ahem – in rushing here in true American style, and I have passed a very pleasant week reading, writing, and sleeping, with a little cooking thrown in. I have been cultivating ‘friendly relations’ with mine host and his very jolly boy who has quite adopted us. He and Stephano play around together and have a great time. I give them sound advice and my French gets fast and furious.
Jadwiga Bialowiejska arrived on Friday morning and we have been able to get a move on since then, especially as our furmanka and two horses have also now arrived. But alas there is yet no sign of our hundred and twenty Army horses, a hitch somewhere in the red tape and I fear they will be too late for any ploughing. When they do eventually arrive we shall be on a very much better footing with the officials. So far we have spent our time badgering them for statistics and they see no results.

I went into Drohyczyn with Jadwiga yesterday to make my bow. The only one who impressed me was the doctor who is sitting down in a gutted empty hospital longing to get a move on. We hope Dr. Tatham [An American Woman Doctor with the Mission.] may be able to push things in Warsaw. Relapsing fever has already broken out and the doctor here fears a big typhus epidemic unless he can start his hospital.
We got our windows in yesterday……….
I am still in the dark how long I shall stay here and would like to get to Warsaw at the beginning of October to present particulars of this district to the Executive.
The refugees are not coming through in such numbers now, but their condition when they do come is desperate, without homes or food. We are going to try to work a scheme with the rationing officials here to import a definite supply of potatoes for winter needs and let the refugees buy on credit to be paid back in potatoes next autumn. No one here wants to work for money, only for food. Our Jewish glazier won’t take anything but potatoes for his work.

The warm weather has completely gone now and it is damp and chilly.

Stephano wrote that the promised Army horses eventually arrived but when he took them over they were so emaciated that they stampeded in search of food. He managed to round them up and distribute them to the peasants, who, despite their own shortages, fed them and worked them.
                                                                        Drohyczyn

                                                                        29th September, 1921.

Drohyczyn Station seems a halt in the desert because of the weed covered uncultivated land all round, untilled during the six years that armies were advancing or retreating over this district.

When a train arrives in the station, babies, sacks, samovars, a saw, a hatchet, big felt boots are chucked out of the trucks in which the refugees had been travelling from the Polish disinfectant camp…. They seem depressed and dazed; this barren wilderness was all they were returning to after three years of exiled yearning.

There was a widow with three children, whose husband had died of typhus, three orphans, their sole property three spoons and a sack. A man asked anxiously if we gave milk. “We have a little son only two months old” he said.
Their faces cleared when the red truck, the “Mission Canteen” was pointed out. They helped us to slide back the heavy door and waited their turn for the day’s ration. The puzzle was where to stow all the precious food. Beans and oatmeal went into pots, salt (a real luxury) went into one corner of a handkerchief, cocoa in the other. The rice has to go into a boy’s cap. A cake of soap is given. The man looks puzzled. “How do I cook this?”

A general laugh at his mistake.

Scattered along the railway line were family groups keeping warm round their fires. Their silhouettes in the firelight were picturesque, the different types of faces – the old, the young, the children.

Not one refugee did we find in three weeks whose home was not burnt out.
Alizon did not stay long at Drohyczyn. At the end of September she reported at Warsaw and then moved to a new area. From Warsaw she wrote:

                                                                         3rd October, 1921.
Off to Hrubieszow tonight and I shall have to get across the Bug as soon as possible to start industries. I always loathe starting new work and feel squirmy. I had just got into the Drohyczyn work…..

                                                                        Tetikow

                                                                        7th October, 1921.

You can see by the address I am back again… Yesterday I took a long trip in a furmanka round the country. I saw many old friends and said goodbye.

Hilda Holme and I are going across the river tomorrow, I to settle in, she for the week-end. They hope to get a truck on Wednesday and begin the real move across, including Jim.

Lilian Shrimpton and Doris Raynor have been over there preparing for the starting of the soup kitchen but they go to Warsaw tomorrow to see to food supplies. So I expect till John Hunter comes over I shall be alone for a few days. I am hoping to get spinning started pretty soon.

VI
KONIUCHY

Alizon now went to Koniuchy. Koniuchy was on the other side of a tributary of the River Bug but it was only a few miles from the Werbkowice district in which she had worked for so long. Old fellow workers came over to give a hand, Hilda Holme, Arthur Gamble, Joe Wasserstrom, but the permanent Equipe consisted of Alizon, John Hunter, the Army Captain who became a Conscientious Objector, and Ivan, son of the Soltys of Werbkowice, who acted as stable boy and general factotum. There were also Waleria the maid and Stefan the chauffeur.
They sent over Jim, her beloved pony, for Alizon.

The Equipe was housed on a large landed estate.

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        29th October, 1921.

Oh we are having some weather! I slithered all over the place on Jim on Friday. I had to mount and dismount eighteen times….. We are trying to dig ourselves in for the winter but the weather has caught us. We have our hay, thanks be, but we are living from hand to mouth in wood. I have been having great fun sawing it. There is always one tractor man off duty and he has to come and help. Yesterday Arthur Gamble, John Hunter, Ivan and I were hard at it for two hours and then chucked the wood from one to another and stacked it in the house. We are struggling to get our possessions up from the station……
We have decided not to attempt soup kitchens in this difficult district but to supply the needy families. We shall run Industries and pay the people in money or in kind as the Starosta wishes. Then we have our refugee food ration for four hundred children which will be supplied extra under medical advice.

When the Hrubieszow work closes in about three weeks’ time we shall have our Polish maid, Waleria, over here and I intend to get her to do the weighing of food, flax and wool.

Hilda and Arthur had to be off by 10 this morning……
                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        4th November, 1921.

Winter has come with a vengeance. We went off yesterday to Horochow (our Powiat town) to see the Starosta. It is 16 versts away and we just froze. I borrowed John’s British warm but it wasn’t half warm enough…. The weather is making things very difficult. The tractors are moving off for their last attempt at ploughing. When the drivers leave it will reduce our numbers by eight….. John Hunter has sprained a ligament in his knee and is limping about on crutches.

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        8th November, 1921.

We went into Bialopole the other day taking our first rations and four bundles of baby clothing for the youngest babies we had found there.

The Soltys lives in a poor hovel and has three white-faced children. The eldest boy looked an awful sight with a black eye, achieved during some wedding festivities. His wife is complaining and most uncordial – she has very little to eat, poor thing – but he makes up by his keenness for his village and the eager help that he gives these two strange foreigners, who trot round a Russian village and splutter bad Polish which he turns into Russian for them. [Not Russian but Ukrainian.]
He was very pleased with the clothing and took us straight off to give it. Our first house was a very poor one, the baby six months old. I explained to the mother that we had brought her some food for two weeks – cocoa, oatmeal, milk and rice, some clothing and some soap. Then I said, as she was too poor to pay us, would she do some work for the Mission if we brought her some more food in two weeks’ time. “Certainly, as much as you like”, she replied, and we left two very happy parents.
The Soltys asked us if he might take us to see a new-born babe. The house was a good one and had a large clean outer room with three windows through which the sun was streaming in. At one end was set a table with a clean hand-woven cloth; round it a group of typical peasants, fine looking men and good looking women in their linen blouses, embroidered, bright homespun skirts and aprons. The grandmother invited us to see the baby and we followed her through the low arch which divides these rooms, the stove being in the centre to heat both. Here was a beautiful young mother, lying on a wooden plank bed covered with a striped hand-woven blanket in gay blues, reds, and greens. The grandmother lifted down a flat tray covered with hay and a cloth, which was resting on the stove, above the mother’s bed – and we made our bow to the tiny girl. Lillian Shrimpton put a warm, pink woolly vest on her and the mother sat up, her eyes sparkling with joy, watching. She was given a tin of rice and milk for herself. The babe was wrapped in a warm long flannel petticoat out of our bundle and the tray put back on the stove.

We returned through the arch and were then invited to breakfast, the grandmother having first given us each a “pirogi” – a hot rye bun, stuffed with egg and millet. A small table was spread with a cloth, a dish of stewed pork and some more pirogi set before us, and two spoons. It would have seemed an insult if we hadn’t accepted this hospitality and the father, sitting down to entertain us suddenly said, “Ist gut”? “So you have been in Germany” I asked him.

He had been four years in the German Army and had fought in France and Belgium. “We had very little to eat and many soldiers never returned home”, he said. “Peace is better than war. Now we can work and hope soon to have enough to eat.” 

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        15th November, 1921.

We have two houses here and the great joy is that, instead of the kitchen being two hundred yards away, it is in the house… I live in a very warm spot next to the kitchen though it will be noisy I expect. We have been living in a very muddled state but are straightening out now a bit.

The carpenter hasn’t been able to get the glass in some of the rooms and the house across the way will only be habitable tomorrow for the first time. These houses have belonged to some officials on this estate. The big house is completely gutted and the Count has two rooms in this house when he is down here. Before the war he owned four estates, in all 78,000 morgs. [over 100,000 acres.] I haven’t met the great man yet. There is a large gutted vodka factory next door.
We are expecting Miss Barrow down to see us this weekend as she hasn’t yet been able to visit this district. There is so much I want to talk over with her.

Starting Industries isn’t going to be an easy job at all. Joe Wasserstrom is coming over tomorrow and I am going to get him to help me persuade some peasants to try some experiments in wool spinning. I am inclined to think they have brought too short wool and the yarn is too thick.

Both our cars have broken down so we are having to haul all our possessions from the station, 17 versts, by furmanka. The G.M.C. has broken down and there is no supply of petrol for the tractors. (They are ploughing 100 morgs for the Count as our rent). It leaves plenty of men to help with the moving and I kept the two handiest of them hard at it yesterday stopping up mice holes! (I caught a mouse in my bed), mending chairs, and sundry other chores. I’ve had a great day “organising”. Richard Cadbury (Head of Relief) was down here for several days and I put him on to scrubbing and disinfecting. He mixed the carbolic so strong that we were nearly asphyxiated…..
I am the only one here who has spent the winter in an outpost and none of the others have any conception what roads and distances are like in the winter weather. 

We have brought a good supply of carrots, beets, cabbage, onions, turnips, etc….

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        25th November, 1921.

Yesterday we loaded up a sledge and I set forth on Jim to a village nine kilometres off. It was a dream of a day, temperature - 12°C and snow everywhere. This district is very undulating and one sees snow slopes stretching endlessly, now and then a small homestead or haystack the only break. The sun was scarcely up and the mists, pale blue sky and deep blue shadows on the snow were most magical. Mist was swirling round the valleys and not a soul about. Jim is old, eighteen, but brightens up with the cold weather and goes superbly. When we tumble into a snowdrift, he cannily looks round to find the best way to roll out again and does not stumble. There is something particularly refreshing and restful in being alone with one’s horse on these snow slopes. When I looked down on Wojnin, our destination, from the top of a hill, it seemed so like one of the Russian villages one reads about. The war had left its traces on the mottled hillside of trenches and little dugouts scattered around. Shell holes and barbed wire were lost under the snow, but a gaunt dead wood of pines showed up on the horizon against a pale turquoise blue sky. Jim and I climbed across meadows and ploughed land to the house of the Soltys. He was out but not far off. His wife looked pale and tired I thought. She is a beautiful, dignified woman. Presently she said” Have you really brought food and clothing?  May I have some for my “maluka” (little one)?” She waved her hand at an old coat bunched up by her side. There was her baby girl, three days old.

The Soltys not appearing I went off again down the village and found a sledge with Lillian Shrimpton and Bob Catford by the well, our rendezvous…. We arranged our sacks of cocoa and milk, rye, flour, oatmeal; also our flax and the linen to be embroidered…. It is a well organised village and the Soltys knows all his flock, the children call him “grandfather” and the people often “little father”…. We had no interpreter and the people only speak Ukranian, but I had scarcely said two words of a sentence before he was glibly telling the person what I meant!
We had wondered how they would take to the scheme of paying by work for this small ration of food, only 2 lbs per person per two weeks as yet, but they all took work away and it will be very interesting to see the results two weeks hence, particularly in the embroidery…..
                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        19th December, 1921.

I feel absolutely suitably clad now I have those sheepskin lined Russian boots. How they teased me in Warsaw on Monday morning. I only reached the office from the train in time to go to speak to the Treasurer before the Executive so I clanked about in my big boots and helmet and had remarks shot at me about country cousins up to see the sights etc. I managed to keep warm on the journey by diving, boots and all, into my sleeping bag. I also had a hot water bottle…..
I left Warsaw at 8.45 p.m. and journeyed till 1.30 next day in an unlighted, unheated carriage…. I only had one officer in the carriage. He snored for many hours. I lay full length on my seat and dozed as so many thefts have taken place lately and I carried a lot of money. The sledge met me……
“Czarny”, our big black dog, greeted me here by jumping right up on the sledge and licked my face. He and I are great friends save when we accidently meet in the kitchen and then he tries to fade into the landscape….
                                                                   Koniuchy

                                                                   8th January, 1922.

                                                                        (Russian Boxing day, old style).

Soon our festivals will be over. I shouldn’t mind them so much if one wasn’t working at the same time…. Our servants make merry very late in true Polish fashion. The first night I was very mad but by the morning had cooled down and realised that it was the Polish fashion to make merry till 3 a.m.

We have had a strenuous week, four distributions and the roads are far from good. One day we stuck in a snowdrift and had to get a man to come along and dig the horses out. Another day came a sudden and sticky thaw and our sledges would hardly move. They took two hours to go four miles. Another day we hired two sledges and the horses in them weren’t roughed and came an awful cropper and rolled over and over. Another day the roads were too slippery and our horses too nervous to get along so we had to return home and I walked over to the village to explain our non-appearance. We have five hundred children on rations……
Arthur Gamble has been away in Hrubieszow for three days and has just returned with the news of many old friends over the Bug. We hear refugees are still flocking in and at Rowno, one of the two receiving stations, they have eight thousand, instead of the four thousand they can accommodate…..
They have been having an anxious time in Warsaw with Dr. Tatham down with typhus but she has turned the corner now and her daughter has come to her from Chalons where she is a V.A.D. Drohyczyn is swarming with it and Dr. T. has been up there. Down here we have no cases……

They must be having a terrible time in Russia. I simply dare not think about it. I can picture the village scenes so vividly…..

Tomorrow is our kiddies’ party here and we have been busy decorating the tree this afternoon……
I haven’t ridden any other horse since Jim died. The roads haven’t really been good enough.

I shall be up in Warsaw again on 23rd January for Executive and hope Arthur will be going from here as I do loathe travelling alone…… 

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        17th January, 1922.

Conditions among the refugees are growing steadily worse and typhus is spreading. Dr. Haigh is now League of Nations Doctor in Russia and is working with the Polish Government to form camps on the Russian side and get further disinfection done there, and quarantine.

Our latest excitement is that Waleria, our house parlour maid, relief worker and friend is going to be married to Stefan, the chauffeur. A Mission romance…...
                                                                        Warsaw

                                                                        23rd January, 1922.

We had a very good journey up, after a 25 mile sledge drive into Vladzimlerg, temperature - 13°C… Arthur, Walton Rogers, and I came up and we had a really comfortable journey, only five in the carriage so we curled up and slept….. I arrived in time to take Pani Barrow in her morning cup of tea before she rose…. It is very interesting getting into touch with the whole scheme of things at the Executive. Arthur and I have had a hard time getting a grant for our grain seeds and have only got £300 out of the £1.500 we would like…. Tonight Arthur and I went to the opera to see Carmen.

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        14th February, 1922.

I have been in bed with howling flu. I just had to lie in bed and let everyone else do my chores and be looked after…. We are all taking Keplars Cod Liver Oil and Malt – seems like nursery days….. Anyhow Waleria has decided not to be married till it is warmer so she runs the household….. The Count called on me today and told me his wife and children are coming in ten days time!
                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        20th March, 1922.

Waleria was to have been married yesterday, but the bridegroom’s mother didn’t fall in line for this date and the bride’s mother could not be warned in time, so she and two bridesmaids turned up quite frozen yesterday with a frozen bouquet. However, we are entertaining them to the best of our ability…….
Oscar Moon [The farmer from Colorado now at Head Office in Warsaw] suddenly turned up today and had to be welcomed and seen to. We decided, as it was “mi-careme” and Waleria’s family were here, we had better have a fling. So we cleared out the furniture (i.e. a table and two packing cases) and set the gramophone going. We danced or sang from 8 till 11 and oh! how my feet ached. I did the Polish polka with Michael, our stable boy, who must weigh 13 stone but is as light as a feather on his feet. We twirled one way and t’other in tight circles….
Prices are most bewildering now in Poland…. Arthur and 2 million marks have failed to turn up tonight. Query (1.) Did he drink Vodka in Vladzimierz? (2.) Has he been kidnapped?

                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        26th March, 1922.

.… In the blizzard tears streamed down my cheeks. How Michael and John saw to drive beats me. I took short shifts to give them a rest. We took 3½ hours to go six miles to Bubnow, where we had a grain distribution. When we got there we found the drifts too deep to get through so had to bump over the fields and get the villagers to cut down a wire fence for us.
We came upon Joe unable to get through the drifts to his distribution two miles further on. We advised him to return with us. Coming home was child’s play, with the blizzard behind us, till one wheel came off!

This week is going to be very full. Arthur will be at the railhead all the week distributing grain…. Joe has barley and oat distributions and I have the usual food and industry distributions. Unfortunately, John Hunter has to leave to help in Warsaw in the Treasurer’s office, which means I will be single handed for a bit. John went off in grand style yesterday in a four-in-hand, the stable boys all bidding him farewell. We all ragged him about his aristocratic ways. We shall be much quieter now as he was the lively member of the group.
Alizon’s sister, Cecilia, recalls that one of the stable boys working with the Mission was a Russian Prince. After borrowing a small sum of money from Alizon, he eventually got to the United States. About thirty years later he repaid the loan in dollars, with interest!
                                                                        Koniuchy

                                                                        3rd April, 1922.

We are having a snow blizzard today. All yesterday and last night too. This morning we tried to cart our food just over into the village to the Soltys house for our distribution. Waleria and I soon had to flounder in the mud and give a shove and when we reached the village we found it quite impossible to push our way through the deep drifts.
We shall have an awful trip tomorrow, our furthest distribution, and our biggest, and I shall have to drive one way. I miss John’s help at these distributions and particularly in the driving, but we hope Lillian Shrimpton will be back on Wednesday and then we can divide the work up more.

We really have had bad luck in our weather for our seed distributions. Some peasants walked 15 miles today and were going to carry 40 lbs of seed home on their backs! Some have even to walk further, but it only shows how greatly in need of seed they are…..
Arthur is making an assault on the bank at Vladzimierz to try and persuade them to hand over the two million marks which have been telegraphed from Warsaw…… I thought it was going to be my sad fate to drive in the twenty-five miles last Saturday to burgle the bank but Arthur has spared me the effort.

Alizon went up to Warsaw for a meeting of the Executive Committee.
                                                                         25th April, 1922.

When we arrived in Warsaw on Sunday we tried the experiment of going out through the gate used by the railroad officials and police, instead of herding with the rabble. Because we looked as if we owned the world, we strolled through and only got salutes!

We had a most interesting Executive and have decided to carry on till November……
Alizon’s sister, Cecilia, writes:

Once Alizon left Warsaw at the same time as General Petain. He was seen off by umpteen officials and the whole French Military Commission with wreaths and bouquets. French Officers had been smuggling out diamonds. They forgot to notify the police re Mon General.

Alizon was bowed through the barrier and herself and luggage escorted to the other platform.From there she watched a purple faced General and an embarrassed A.D.C. having their luggage searched, and the General’s field boots being shaken out!

Alizon returned to Koniuchy from the meeting of the Executive in Warsaw but not for long. She left there early in May.
She writes:

                                                                            In the Train to Warsaw
                                                                            8th May, 1922.

It seems strange to be leaving these parts for good but we have had a most satisfactory three days visiting the old haunts and friends. Lillian and I spent a week packing up things we wanted to take, these to be sent to Warsaw, and a small amount to be left at Koniuchy for the next 6 weeks for Joe Wasserstrom who is staying to look after the two ploughing columns. Then we sent all the woven material to be shrunk and it came back sopping wet and we had to spread the pieces out in the sun to dry. Then we divided it up among ten villages and notified the Soltyses to come and fetch it. The need of it was evidenced by the speed with which they responded. We were able to give out 88 long coat lengths to ten villages, to widows, mostly, and they paid 1000 marks per coat. We also gave a farewell dance to the staff, which we all enjoyed. A Polish worker from Warsaw has come down to help with the horses and, being an excellent dancer, the gramophone was kept out to the last.

Then Arthur and I had a long and tedious drive of 5½ hours to Vladzimierz, our horses getting so tired that for the last 3 versts they would only go at a walking pace. We got so bored that we began counting the piles of wood along the road which some enterprising Jew has brought up and is selling for firewood.
At Hrubieszow we began hunting for rooms. At the Hotel Warazawsky one was provided. This wonderful hotel consists of a wide passage in which furmanki stand and the horses are stabled. Leading off this are several rooms, of one of which I became (thankfully) temporary possessor. Arthur bethought him of a carpenter friend and found a shake down there.

Next day we walked out to Djakynow (5 versts) to inspect the School of gardening which has been started by Mission funds. So far the building has been occupied by refugees, but now the weather is warm they will be able to move out and the first pupils arrive. They will be one-year students and the course is free, save they have to bring bedding. There are ten acres of land which are already planted with vegetables, also fruit seedlings, vines, and roses. The Inspector of Education, who happens to be one of the finest and most energetic men in Poland, intends to plant fruit trees along all the roads and each year there is to be a tree day at every school in the Powiat, when the children will have a fete and plant trees. The Starosta, (the County Governor), was present at the first of these, at Werbokowice.
We visited the Starosta on our return, had supper and then were too tired to do anything but tumble into bed, and, wonderful to relate, I found mine perfectly clean.

We started out yesterday in a furmanka with a Jewish driver and visited six villages, seeing many old friends, inspecting horses (for we still have thirty loaned out) seeing how the building had progressed, etc. We were given two great meals of milk and eggs and bread. It was so delightful to find the people so happy and with enough to eat and buying cows or horses. As usual they all commented on our appearance, and you may be interested to know I’ve grown younger, older, thinner, not so tired, my hair is brighter and has faded! We ended up at Werbkowice and threw ourselves upon the schoolteacher’s mercy. She speedily arranged that Arthur should sleep on the floor of the school room and I have her bed, she sharing her Mother’s. More than contented, we trotted off on foot to see our late stableman and had a wonderful sunset and moonlight walk home, and I had a lovely night’s rest.

We had a merry breakfast with the schoolteacher before setting out further, this time to Hostynne, where we had a royal welcome from the Priest’s family, who had moved into a new house where they have room to turn round. We walked round the village and saw many of the refugees we were feeding all the winter we were at Malice, and had our hands kissed by everyone. We inspected the soup kitchen, finding the children still bringing their miscellaneous array of kettles and pots, then went to the Church. I always like a service there, the Priest is so reverent, and such a real father to his flock. (He has five thousand in forty villages). A funeral service was going on and he was arrayed in an exquisite gold and white cope. Presently he came down the Church to us and asked if he should break off to see us or whether we could wait! We replied “Wait” and the funeral service continued. We both held lighted candles and enjoyed the singing and the quiet beauty of the Church. That village always used to be so demoralized and it was such a treat to find it pushing ahead at last, fences put up, ditches dug, a co-op society restarted etc. Prayers are offered for the Mission daily in the Church.
It was Jan Katnowicz, the Priest at Hostynne, who first asked for help of the Friends War Victim Relief Committee to re-establish “Our war-torn homes”. Their pioneer work had now been faithfully completed.
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