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L e t t e r  f r o m  K r a k o w ,  P o l a n d  
by EMILY BRADBURY 

Anglo-American teams in Olsztyn and Kozienice are feeding children and distribrrting 
clothing. A special transport team in Goru Pulawska is hauling lime and stone to enable 
families in destroyed villages to build shelter, and a few supplier are being distributed 
to children's Homes in KraLow. 

W e  need all the older boys' and men's clothes we 
can get, for the majority of the fourteen to twenty 
thousand orphans and half-orphans here in Krakow 
are boys from twelve to twenty. The reason for this 
majority is probably because relatives, if there are 
any, seem to be more willing to take girls into their 
homes than boys, and because few babies lived dur- 
ing the war years. And war, for Poland, began in 
1938. 

A New Sweater 

Today two boys who were going to an orphanage 
were brought here to the warehouse for clothing. 
One of them was unusually tall for his thirteen 

ears, as tall as our American boys are at thirteen. 
gut  he was so thin he looked like a nine-year-old. 
He was at the stage where his sleeves and trousers 
were too short, and even his coat pulled the buttons. 
His coat was actually only a jacket, and it was so 
cold that I was wearing a wool undershirt, a very 
heavy top shirt, a suit coat. warm muffler and uni- 
form coat. 

When I asked him to take his jacket off to try 
on a sweater and a warmer jacket, he pulled off a 
man's sized vest, a thin old suit coat, and a sweater 
that hardly held together. And he had seemed thin 
even while wearing all of that. The first sweater 
we found was too small for him, but he was afraid 
to take it off because he thought he might not get 
another. But in the search for jacket, gloves and 
muffler, we came across a bright red sweater that 
was a ~ e r f e c t  fit. and the first sweater came off in 
a hurr;. All this time the younger boy was whisper- 
ing excitedly, "Oh, it's new! How warm it is! And 
gloves!" I don't see how they could possibly be 
warm without overcoats, but as they went out they 
looked like different boys, their heads up and smiles 
on their faces. 

Visit to a Girls' Home 

ing, where people naturally walk. Most of these old 
houses have some beautiful iron-work, and the rail- 
ing of this one, though badly broken in places, had 
lovely leaves and flowers. The door to the Home 
was battered and scarred, and all of it was some- 
what dilapidated. It had been taken over by the 
Germans during the five years that Krakow was 
occupied. 

There were forty-five girls in the Home. Most of 
those twelve, thirteen and fourteen years old were 
at home that day because their school had no coal 
and so was closed. They were friendly and respon- 
sive and went with us all over "their" house, show- 
ing us which bed each girl slept in, which were their 
own cupboards. Some of the cupboards were quite 
bare, none were full. No one in Poland, not even 
the wealthiest people, have many clothes, for if one 
has more than one needs at the moment it is shared 
with a friend or sold for food. It is hard for us who 
have so much in America to understand that it is 
literally true that many people here have no more 
than they have on their backs. 

In one of the rooms we visited, five or six girls 
were sewing. One was quite upset because she had 
lost her only needle. Another was unraveling a 
holey sweater, splicing the broken ends of yarn to- 
gether and winding it into a ball so that she could 
knit a jumper for a younger child. Another girl 
was lengthening a dress with an insert of a different 
kind of material. It looked odd, but was quite in- 
genious. 

Many Things Needed 

The other day I visited a home for repatriated 
mothers who had* been in Siberia or in German 
labor camps. They needed some twelve hundred 
diapers for their babies, and had about seven hun- 
dred. And from the looks of many of the rags dry- 
ing on the lines, they are soon going to need many 
more. 

The children do not come to the warehouse very Another day I visited one of the two city ware- often, but we visit them in the Homes. Last Thurs- houses which serve more than hundred orphan- day I accompanied the head of the Krakow Depart- 
ment of child Welfare to a H~~~ for girls which ages. preventoria, sanatoria, nursery schools and 

she said was very poor. She was right, it was a very Homes in Krakow. The supply of stockings, shoes, 

poor Home, poor in everything but spirit. gloves, sweaters, coats did not look like enough to 
S U D D ~ V  ten thousand children for more than six 

W e  climbed to the second floor up a wide old widkg. What  will happen when UNRRA supplies 
wooden staircase with deep grooves near the rail- are gone is a question. 
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F o r g o t t e n  M e n  i n  F r a n c e  
by ELMORE McKEE 

British and American Quaker tealns are providing a service center for bombed-out fat?/- 
ilies o f  St. Nuzaire, and helping to move them to new hotnes. They are distributing 
food to child~eiz a)7d adzrlts rhrorrgh French insdlirliotr.r, operating comtttiini!y centers 
in Tofrlouse, Illontarrbdn and Perpignan, and maRii7g available some food and clothing 
and a snlall lonn fzcnd to z/niversi/y strtdents. They are dis~ribrrting blanhets and Rett1e.r 
for the r~se of teacher-training institzrtions, and helping to brrild the nrtclerrs of a library 
on American e.uperience.r fuitb progres.rive edzrcation techniyr~es. In the G e l :  nnd Tofr- 
lortse nrcas they al.ro provide services for Geruran pri.r0)7ers of 7ilar. 

One cold morning I stopped our Quaker jeep to 
pick up a German prisoner of war, Dressed in his 
wooden shoes and the remnants of a long grey-blue 
army coat, he was on his way back to the camp 
from the farm where he worked. 

I asked him if he would like a lift. H e  got in. 
After a handshake and a few words, I asked him, 
"Where do you come from?" "From Polish Ger- 
many." "Have you a family?" "They are all dead. 
M y  wife is dead, and my three children and my 
father and mother are dead: since I left home. ' 

Liquidating Yesterday's W a r  

I left him at  the gate of the giant barbed wire 
enclosure of tents and huts and high sentry-towers, 
where three thousand prisoners live, fighting the 
cold, and from which they go forth to farms, rail- 
roads and hospitals to work each day, A group 
shuffled along under guard, carrying bits of wood 
to heat their cold tents. The  faces of the older men 
were tired and sullen. They walked slowly, their 
feet sore. A truck load of men, tight-lipped, tired, 
returned from work on the road-beds. They piled 
out silently. O n  an adjacent road a single prisoner 
driving a farm wagon shielded his head from the 
biting wind with his hands. As darkness came, others 
straggled in. 

There have been many forgotten men in history. 
These prisoners in France, and the three million 
now in Russia, are the forgotten men of today. Most 
of us are free to struggle toward tomorrow. These 
men must look back, liquidating yesterday's war. 

These Are the Forgotten 

These are the forgotten men. They live on cab- 
bage and carrots with a little meat and potatoes. 
Their ration of 1,700 to 2,000 calories per day is 
only half enough nourishment for men doing hard 
work. They are sockless. Their feet are wrapped 
in rags. If their leather shoes are worn out, the 
wooden shoes quickly wear thin the coverings. Some 
must stay in bed because they have no trousers. 

In one area, two hundred former SS men are dig- 
ging out the mines. Twenty were killed this last 
year, and many wounded. "They planted the mines, 
let them find them," is the attitude. These men live 
in tents. The  floors are of dirt, rats are plentiful, 
each man has only a single blanket. There is a 
stove, but seldom wood or light. T h e  tent-sides may 

be reinforced with bands of metal hammered out 
from cans. There are gutters for the rain. This is 
grim living. 

These are the forgotten men. There is a prevail- 
ing unconcern about them. This is understandable. 
French economy needs workers. Here are  workers. 
Then, too, everyone is busy. And it is quite possible 
never to realize these men exist. How many of us 
Americans were aware that a t  one time there were 
435,788 prisoners of war in the United States? I 
was not surprised when a prominent American in 
Paris said, "I never realized there were so many 
prisoners of war in France," and when a charming 
Parisienne exclaimed, "You don't mean they really 
have no socks!" The  world has left these men on 
a siding to liquidate the war. 

These are the forgotten men. Year after year 
passes with few visitors from the outside world. 
T w o  or three times a year a YMCA visitor or Red 
Cross worker will stop. A Protestant minister or 
Catholic priest may conduct an occasional service 
where there is no chaplain. T w o  British-American 
Quaker teams in Caen and Toulouse are the only 
ones able to make weekly or monthly visits, They 
take with them supplies of margarine, cocoa, oat- 
meal, soap or clothing, and they take time to sit 
down and chat with the men. 

Apparently human nature can endure all this. 
These men are not dying like flies. They look fairly 
well nourished. They do their work. Several thou- 
sand have escaped, and many others will walk east- 
ward with the spring. But the majority are taking it. 

Through the Post-War Night 
The  Protestant pastor in Caen said to me, "Last 

Good Friday I went to the service at  Fleury. I 
wanted to be one with these men, especially on that 
day. The  chaplain who conducted the service told 
his men why I was there and asked me to shake 
hands with each at  the end. Today I found the men 
hungry. I was ashamed to have nothing to give 
them." T w o  social workers said to us, "The Quakers 
must not stop their visiting till the end. If you do 
not go to these men, no one will." 

As long as we continue to visit them, these men 
know they are not completely forgotten. All through 
the long and perilous years ahead, the mark they 
make on our civilization may be affected by the fact 
that during the long post-war night of waiting, 
the Quaker star came regularly and with kind en- 
couragement through the prison gates. 



L A R A  S u p p l i e s  i n  A c t i o n  
by ESTHER B. RHOADS 

More than three million pounds of food and a hundred thoruand porrnds of ~ s e d  cloth- 
ing have been distribrrted by L A R A  (Licensed Agencies for Relief i n  Asia) represen- 
tatives i n  Japan since Inst November. These sfipplies go primarily to bnbjcs, orphans, 
trrberc~ilar patients and handicapped persons i n  public and private institr~tions. Certain 
"comfort parcels" are being djsiributed f o  repafriates from former Japanese-occripied 
territories, and a school 111nch program in  the Tokyo area is ~rnder way. 

Spring is slow this year. And on these cold, rainy we arrived. Thirteen large paper cherry blossoms 
nights we think of the refugees in their makeshift on the stand above the dolls each had the initial of 
houses. W e  who work in heated buildings even one of the LARA agencies in its center. The  fact 
part of the day cannot comprehend the weariness that so many different groups have been able to 
of those who have lived and worked all winter in work together has impressed these people. W e  wish 
the cold. And we have not been able to do much they could know that the thirteen agencies in turn 
to alleviate it. LARA food and clothing has gone are made up of hundreds of small church groups and 
to only a few of Japan's children, mothers and sewing circles across the United States. 
patients. 

The  LARA clothing for this institution had ar- 

St. Lulte's Hospital 
rived only a few days before our visit, and some 
of the children were wearing garments from Amer- 

A few days ago we visited some of the institu- ica. Many were still barefooted, their feet badly 
tions which are receiving LARA supplies. St. Lukeqs chapped. but with the first suggestion of spring in 
Hospital, operating in a barracks which would nor- the air they did not seem to mind and slipped in 
mally accommodate about two hospital wards, is and O U ~  of their wooden clogs with amazing ease. 
distributing our powdered milk to babies whose 
mothers cannot nurse them. The  Social Welfare * * 
Section, which used to occupy a whole wing of the 
hospital, is continuing its work from a room about w h e e H U n  g e r i S N a t U r a 1 
eight feet square. W e  have been able to supply 

O n  Thursday the last food we had was a loaf 
them with a quantity of babies of bread. Our four children each received five slices 
and expectant mothers. 

for the day. M y  husband went to work with four 
slices of dry bread, and I worked until eight a t  night 

Converted Settlement on three slices. In the evening when I came home it 
Kobokwan, one of the best settlements in Tokyo, Was icy- I slipped and fell* hitting head and 

escaped the fires and bombing which destroyed its had a concussion. During the ni ht I had high fever 
immediate neighborhood. Before the war it con- and dreamed terrible dreams. 1 saw my children 
ducted an active program of clubs and classes for dying of starvation- I saw endless quantities of 
the women and children-of the community. Today bread and potatoes, and when I reached after them 
the adults must stand long hours waiting for their they slipped away. I saw husband tu- 
official rations, and make frequent trips to the coun- berculosis. I heard our five-~ear-old daughter weep- 
try for extra food. Their former club rooms have ing from hunger- 
been turned into maternity wards. The  day nursery In the morning the children stood anxiously 
and as and the playground around my bed, but said no word about hunger or 
swarms with children of all ages. bread. M y  husband had told them that there was 

nothing more and that they should not worry me. 
In a Buddhist Temple And so they acted as if hunger was the most under- 

standable and natural thing in the world. My  hus- In a great Buddhist made of Concrete* band went to work without eating, The which was gutted by fire in 19'5, is a large storage busied themselves alone. I slept, unconscious of basement, cold and damp. Nearly four hundred peo- hunger. ple are now living in it. Five adults died there the 
past month. W e  can provide food for only sixty of At noon the bell rang and there was a card say- 
the children. One of the men pointed out that the ing that up until two o'clock a package could be 
Fuel shortage made it difficult to cook spaghetti claimed. W e  shouted and wept, all of us. Our 
or macaroni, and said the people are grateful for twelve-year-old boy got possessed of himself first. 
the milk and Multi-Purpose-Meal which require "I will go at  once to Father with the card," he said. 
little fuel. Now we have again bread and potatoes. The  chil- 

dren laugh again. Gerhard can again be a happy 
Cherry Blossoms for LARA teacher to his youths and I a happy mother to my 

In a home for Japanese widows and their chil- children. 
dren, the Doll Festival was being celebrated when -Ilse Schtuerse17skj, Gern~nny. 
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B e y o n d  B u d a p e s t  
by EDITHA THOMAS 

Qrlnker zi,orherr rv Hrrtl~ary are distrrhrtting more than a br/ndred tons of food to five 
thorrsand npprentires and yorrng 7uorkers in  Br~dapest. They have also provided tra72sport 
for this sr/p/~Iemet~tary feeding program operated in  cooperation zujth the Trade U7zion.r 
avd the Go~~rt.tznzet~t. S I X I ~ ~ - / ~ I J ~  tonr of clotl7ing hnve been djs/rzbrrted to Debrecen n?td 
Szeled, rind jrr~.ther distribr~tions ate Geing planned for several other orrtlyin~ comt )~ /n j -  
tre r ,  nlrd anrot78 t l ~ e  npp~enlrre r ill Brlda,best itself. 

I t  was winter when we left Budapest for Hod- 
mezovasarhely, a little town on the great southern 
plain of Hungary, to distribute Quaker supplies. 
Five hours later two members of the social com- 
mittee met the train and we rode regally in a car- 
riage drawn by two stunning blacks, past beautiful 
old homes and gardens, trees and courtyards, to 
the hospital where we were to live for four days. 

O n  a table in our room were fresh country milk. 
bread and cold meat. The  curtains were of Transyl- 
vanian embroidery. Red hearts and tulips and birds 
were stitched on the white cloth background. T h e  
sheets were made of bits of toweling, the pillow- 
case of a worn damask tablecloth. There were no 
sheets at  all on the hospital beds. Even in the ma- 
ternity clinic new babies were wrapped in swad- 
dling clothes and laid on stained mattresses. 

Bundles for Orphans 

The  next day our first visit was to a parsonage 
where the wife of the minister has dedicated her 
life to the care of orphans. She had fourteen chil- 
dren in her care, seven of them brothers and sisters 
who had been found in February huddled together 
on a bed of straw. T h e  youngest is only six months 
old. In the center of her dining room was a long 
table and on it were the Quaker gifts of clothing. 
Each bundle was topped with a rag doll or teddy 
bear, and each child eagerly awaited the opening 
of his special package. There are certain things one 
cannot write about. T h e  picture of those children 
opening their bundles, one child bursting into tears 
-"because I am so happyw-is one of them. 

Is I t  More Blessed tn Give? 

W e  found fifty-nine old people at  the Charity 
Home, twenty of  them women. It was a filthy, evil- 
smelling place. T h e  old ladies, with feet wrapped in 
rags, set listlessly in chairs at  the foot of their beds, 
staring into space. In an adjoining room seven were 
ill with dysentery. Although it was warm outside, 
every window was tightly shut. There were no 
bathrooms. All had been destroyed in the war. Only 
one person reacted to our visit. An old lady cried 
and thanked us for coming to see her. This is a 
place where our soap can be put to good use. 

At a school for apprentices, the principal, a man 
with twenty-two trades, arranged a splendid and 
orderly distribution of clothing to the forty-two 

girls and sixty-one boys who filed in with expec- 
tation and filed out with beaming faces. At  another 
school a boy of twelvc made a little speech. I-Ie said, 
"We thank our kind American friends for all they 
have done for us. But glad as  we are, we know it is 
more blessed to give than to receive." 

W e  visited a kindergarten, where huge groups 
assembled in one room, where tiny children were 
carried to school by their mothers for they had no 
shoes, where the better clothes were made from 
UNRRA biankets. The  teacher taught them to sing 
with the aid of a violin with only one string. And 
they sang charmingly and danced little folk dances 
with real rhythm and grace. 

Where  Shoes are Shared 

In one class in the oldest school in Hungary, 
fifty-eight children between the ages of six and 
eleven go to school in shifts. Many have no under- 
wear at all, most have no stockings. They are 
dressed only in cotton rags. One child was wearing 
her dead grandfather's shoes. Another had on her 
father's shoes and two were wearing their brothers' 
shoes. The  brothers would go to school the follow- 
lng day. In one family of six children there is one 
pair of shoes. Each child goes to school one day 
out of six. I asked why one of the girls was wearing 
a woman's dress which hung to her naked ankles. 
The child said, "I can go to school now because 
my mother is in hed having her eleventh baby." 

A Town Full of Music 

I-lodmezovasarhely is a town full of music. One 
of the best pianists in Hungary lives here. H e  and 
a women's chorus which he directs, gave us a con- 
cert. On another evening we were invited to the 
home of a woman who gives piano lessons to sup- 
port herself and two children. Among the guests 
was a young woman, an excellent cellist. She can- 
not play her cello hecause she lacks the money for 
strings. One of the musicians loancd her his violin, 
though it had a poor E string and no G string at 
all. She placed it between her knees and it truly 
hecame a cello. 

The  days and nights p s s e d  much too quickly 
and it was time to leave for Budapest. Here it is still 
\irinter, but on my table are some snow-drops. W e  
\velcorne these harbingers of spring, but not as  must 
those children \\rho walk barefooted through the cold 
spring mud. 



I n  A R o o t l e s s  W o r l d  
The Individual Services Unit of the Cotnmittee handles all reyrrests for services lo in- 
dividuals here and abroad. These services include limited aid to migrants, location of 
missing relatives, information on scores of subjects concerned with individrral needs 
abroad, and hospitality, orientation and job placement for refrrgees in the United States. 
The  Unit is also responsible for the Sky Island reception hostel for nezccotners and for 
the Committee's general concerns on behalf of displaced persolzs. 

During the war and post-war years individuals 
and population groups have been uprooted from 
their homes and transplanted to alien soil. These 
individual and mass migrations have brought fran- 
tic, hopeful and hopeless searching for families and 
friends long separated. 

In the railroad stations of Europe, names, dates 
and destinations carved deep into doors and walls 
and windowsills still give faint clues to millions 
who passed by. Photographs lining the walls of 
refugee offices in London, Paris, Geneva and 
Madrid are scrutinized daily by those in search of 
a familiar face. 

The Long Search 

Locating in America the relatives and friends of 
displaced persons in Europe, and tracing displaced 
Europeans whose relatives in this country have lost 
track of them, are difficult searches. People change 
their names, addresses are lost or are as vague as 
"near Chicago about 191 I , "  identifications are often 
inadequate. 

One man, whose relatives in Europe were sure he 
lived in New York, was traced to Jerusalem. A man 
from the Ukraine, sought by his nephew in Austria, 
was located in Pennsylvania through the photog- 
rapher whose name and address were stamped on 
the back of his picture. The young wife of an Amer- 
ican government official tried unsuccessfully to lo- 
cate her aunt in Europe. Meantime a letter trom 
the aunt reached the Committee asking for help 
in finding the niece. 

Migration Services 

Obtaining visas and affidavits and providing 
other legal help for refugees-was once a major part 
of the Committee program, but has decreased as 
specialized migration agencies are better able to 
meet needs. Problems which have concerned the 
Committee over a period of years are carried on, 
but occasional appeals from stowaways and others 
about to be deported are referred elsewhere. Sev- 
eral individual cases that the Committee has been 
working with over five and six years, such as the 
following, have finally been completed. 

the end of the war. In March 1946 he contacted 
the Committee again and affidavits were filed for 
him with the American Consul in Zurich. A few 
weeks ago he finally arrived in the United States. 

Welcome for Refugees 

Hospitality and orientation help are provided in 
a number of ways. Some refugees are referred to 
special agencies, others are helped by the Commit- 
tee to settle into new communities, and friendship 
parties are held regularly in Philadelphia for all 
newcomers. The Powell House in New York, and 
Sky Island at Nyack, have opened their doors to 
the war-weary. 

One refugee wrote to a friend from Sky Island, 
"It is just a fortnight that I arrived in United States. 
But life here is so different that I sometimes believe 
it an eternity between the present and the past. W e  
who have gone through the war, who have been in 
concentration camps and in prisons, who lived after- 
wards in a defeated land starving and freezing, 
deprived of all, now slowly return to normal con- 
ditions. In New York, we the newcomers waited 
with the palpitation of the heart for the American 
Committee. The people of Committee was so hearty 
to us. W e  felt that these people will understand us 
and will help us to find the right way in our new 
life." 

A vocational placement service is maintained for 
newcomers. Six years' negotiations were necessary 
to arrange the passage of two German brothers to 
this country and settle them in university teaching 
positions. A German dental surgeon who fled to 
Borneo in 1939 only to be interned there by the 
Japanese, finally reached the United States, and, 
with Committee help found a position as a prison 
dentist. 

A Thousand Questions 

Urgent and concerned questions are directed 
dail to the inquiry and welfare section of the Serv- 
ice bnit. Persons in Europe with language abilities 
offer their services to the Committee, and groups in 
this country ask how they might sponsor a family 
or child in Europe. Members of Congress and busi- 

In 1942 an appeal to help bring a young Ger- ness firm executives pass on inquiries they receive 
man-Jewish refugee to this country from France from constituents and business contacts concerning 
reached the Committee. His parents had escaped the whereabouts and relief of relatives and friends. 
to Shanghai and a brother to Palestine. American While most of these questions are not handled by 
consuls were withdrawn from France before the the Committee and must be referred to other 
Committee could arrange for his visa, and he es- agencies, American concern for the rootless is evi- 
caped to Switzerland where he was interned until dent in them. 



D i s t r i b u t i o n  D a y  i n  M i d d l e  F i n l a n d  
by NAOMI JACKSON 

Service Comnzittee ruorhers in  Fillland are distributing food and clothing i n  Lapland a77d 
i n  Middle Finland. Food firrrcllnsed it7 Scandhaz~ia, and vitatnin table~s, oa~nleal and 
Ralston Relzef Cereal fvotn this corrntry are feeding approximately ten thorrsnnd children 
i n  Middle F~rrkand. T h e  Com?j7ittee hopes t o  be able 10 di~tribrrfe 125 tons of clothing 
before tlw progranl rlorrr in  June to  retense 7onrkerr fnr I7articiption i n  the srrlnrner 
rc~orh camps. 

W e  set out early one morning, wading through 
deep mud down the road and over the wooden 
bridge to the station by the frozen lake. W e  could 
see the town below in the murky dawn. 

W e  were on our way to attend one of the first 
of the clothing distributions in Middle Finland. 
After planning the campaign and organizing local 
committees, sorting bales and dividing supplies ac- 
cording to needs, shipping sacks of clothes and cases 
of shoes, writing directions and telephoning final 
arrangements-the day had finally come. 

in the room received something. Those who needed 
most got fine winter boots, a sweater, a skirt or 
pair of pants. Those who needed less received at 
least a scarf or tie or cap. Everyone got half a cake 
of white laundry soap. 

As each little towhead went up for his or her 
share, he clicked a bow or she bobbed a curtsy, first 
to the teacher, then to us, and trotted back into line. 
The  little boys were wearing big old boots laced 
with string. Pants were out at  the knees and 
sweaters were frayed at  the elbows. 

Plans for Distribution Greetings from the "Kveekarit" 

In this small factory district in the commune of When  all the ~ a c k a g e s  were distributed, we again 
Laukaa, many Karelian evacuees are gradually faced the sea of smiling faces, and were presented 
being settled. Housing is inadequate and fodder for with a little bunch of chrysanthemums and a flowery 
cattle must be imported. Human relations are often address by a small pig-tailed irl. She forgot the 
a bit strained. Most of the inhabitants gain their words, but that didn't matter. r' wo seven-year-olds 
living from the local sawmill, the cellulose and ski sang a duet, and then the three hundred* each hug- 
factories. It is a poor district with many large fam- ging a parcel, sang again, loud and clear. I told 
ilies. And it had received very little relief previous them how happy we "Kveekarit" were to be work- 
to the arrival of our supplies. ing here in Finland, and brought them greetings 

from the boys and girls and grown-ups in America, 
The  local committee worked hard and carefully many of whom had come from this very Finland. 

to plan a fair distribution of the gifts from America. After that they a l l  sang one last song and 
which we had sent on to them the week before. And was out. 
then we were invited to come to the distribution. * * *  
The  committee had made up three hundred parcels 
of clothing. And they had saved out enough small 
items so that each of the three hundred school chil- 

TITA 

dren would receive some small gift. The  committee Tita is one of the most cheerful people in Vienna. 
was a little worried about some of the items. They She greets her family with great gaiety and affection 
hesitated to give a nice grey caracul coat with a fox when she comes home from each long day of tiring 
collar to one woman rather than to another. Some work. And she is gay and affectionate with every- 
of the men's boots were too heavy for factory one at  the center on folk-dancing nights. Tita is 
workers, and the heels on some of the women's twenty-three and a trained hospital dietician. For 
shoes were too high. two years during the war she helped care for a. 

group of children evacuated from Vienna. During 
Bundles for Towheads the bombings she heard nothing from her mother or 

sister in Vienna, or from her father in the army. 
When  we reached the school, all the children had 

been assembled in one large room. W e  were led Tita works as  dietician in a large city hospital. 
up to the front of the room and stood on the plat- She loves her work, for she loves people and is 
form, flanked by a huge pile of paper sacks on one glad to be of service. Last winter, the hospital was 
side, and cakes 6f soap on the other, facing a whole unheated and the patients were cold. This year, she 
sea of young faces full of friendly curiosi ty and says, there is some heat and things are better. Still, 
suppressed excitement. it is hard to be a hospital dietician and to know 

what foods are imperative to people's recovery 
First there was a short speech by one of the when those foods are not.available. 

teachers, and a rousing song by the whole group. 
Then they settled down to work on the packages, Tita loves to sing, to dance and to hike in the 

we sat on at  one side. Each class in turn l o v e l ~  Vienna woods- One  feels that conditions 
moved up to the front and stood waiting in double could never become bad enough to quench her great 
lines as  its own teacher distributed bundles from a joy in l i f e -  
huge sack marked with the class name. Every child -Mary Format?, Vienna. 
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A W o r k  C a m p  i n  I n d i a  
by AMWA CHAKRAVARTY 

A work camp in Bengal is taking form in the re- 
habilitation center in North Hamchadi. It is made 
up of Hindu and Muslim, English and American 
members, and is located between two hostile com- 
munities. By spiritual, psychological and practical 
methods, this inter-communal camp is helping to 
heal the scars that burnt-out homes and death left 
after the riots of last November. At that time the 
Hindu minority in the Noakhali area were attacked 
by the Muslims, as were Muslims by Hindus in 
other places. 

Many Hindus fled to the cities; only a few are 
slowly returning. Ghandi is traveling from village 
to village urging reconciliation. The neutral work 
campers are distributing essential foods and med- 
icines to both Hindu and Muslim villages, carrying 
their goodwill into many homes. They live simply, 
and the people who visit them daily see no barriers 
between the different members in their ways of sit- 
ting down to meals and sleeping on improvised 
cots. 

Villagers who visit them also see a simple and 
clean living without any concession to luxury. They 
watch while windows are opened at  night and court- 
yards are swept regularly. They see that drinking 
water is boiled, food prepared without waste, that 
the jungle creeping close is cut back regularly. They 
see healthy young people keeping regular hours of 
work and recreation. And they who have come to 
accept the ravages of disease go away with new 
ideas. 

The whole area of North Hamchadi is grouping 
anew with this camp at  its center. W e  must stand 
with the villagers as huts are rebuilt and people come 
home, as looms are returned to the weavers and 
confidences are renewed. The crucial period will 
come when the grain is stored in huts after the har- 
vest, and when the military withdraw. 

-~ 

Editor's Note: The Arorth Hamchadi Work Camp proved 
beneficial. As its program came to an end, recently, it zual 
moved to Sandwip Island, where s i m i h  tensions exiff and 
t~e?ltral aid is needed. 


