Magnolia Iowa
School House

10° below

Dear Bill,
You never know where you are going to fine me. This is the day after Thanksgiving and I am teaching in Magnolia. I have the third and forth grades. Alice is sick and I am subing in her place. She thinks she has the Flu but I think not. I brot? Glen up here with me so I know she won’t stay ill very long.
I received your letter Wed Nov 27 it is the first time I have heard from you for so long that I had just about come to the conclusion that you had stopped a bullet or had died of diafluprutus. It is colder than thunder and enough snow for good sledding but we came in a car and nearly froze up. Will be having “bob” parties pretty soon. You remember those uncomfotable affairs where you sit on your feet or some else will sit on them for you and sit on the top of a hill and wait for people that ahead of you. Still we are bord? (hard?) enough to go. We are having a party tonite the first one since Tella did and I am not contemplating a very good time.
Doc was operated on for appendicits but will be able to come home.

The funniest thing happened Yesterday
Howard and Kirk started home from Ames and did leave Ames but never got to M.V. We can’t understand it unless they hopped a freight and went the wrong way for they were both so homesick they nearly went up the spout(?) Was a good thing they are not going to France or they never would get back. When they cant even come home from Ames with out getting lost.
We had community singing last nite in the K.C hall to show how thankful we were. I think we are more thankful than we can express in words because it is too deep for expression.

 Some times I feel that most every thing I had to be thankful for is gone but when I look around at  the trouble and sorrow some people  have I count myself rather lucky.

Visper(?) and I are inseparable you know her don’t you. I laugh at her fool talk till I nearly convulse and she don’t meant to be funny.
The Flu has run its self out in M.V. about fifty died with it. But around this burg it is bad now.

I saw a picture of your young brother and it was good he was in uniform.

I have not sent those pictures no wonder you havent them yet. Good reason. I will or else save them for you. You will be home before long you know. It is nearly noon and I could eat a hard boiled door knob.
Ans Soon

Hilda

Can’t write more. Prof is making his appearance.

