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Medical Miracle in the Backwoods 
by Harold H. Martin 

Published in the Saturday Evening Post, April 1, 1950 
 

In the Georgia hills, where infants have died for want of 

medical care, there is now a shining replica of a fine big 

city hospital. It was a little cotton town’s big gamble- and 

it’s paying off. 
 

The village of Duluth is a tiny, rough-hewn farming community in the cotton hills of 

Georgia, and the postmaster, Mr. J. Heard Summerour, is a gray little man with a soft 

voice, mild blue eyes and an Adam’s apple which bobs up and down with great velocity 

when he is agitated. One day in the spring of 1949 Mr. Summerour’s thyroid cartilage 

was bouncing like a tennis ball. The morning train, roaring through without stopping, had 

dropped off a limp mail sack containing communication for Mr. Summerour signed by 

the Third Assistant Postmaster General. The Post Office Department, the letter said 

bluntly, had noted an abnormal increase in Mr. Summerour’s stamp sales. In 1947 he had 

sold $3800 worth. In 1948 he had sold $5400 worth. Would Mr. Summerour explain 

what caused this rise in volume of business which had automatically raised Mr. 

Summerour’s salary by $200 a year?  

 

Like all post-office employees, Mr. Summerour was a profound student of the postal 

regulations, particularly Section 8.8, which says, in effect, that any postmaster who 

increases his own salary by going out and peddling stamps, stamped envelopes and postal 

cards to people outside his own delivery range shall be fined $500 or put in jail for a year, 

or both. The letter did not accuse Mr. Summerour, a deacon in the Baptist church and a 

man of great probity, of such chicanery as this, but, reading between the lines, he was 

well aware of what the Third Assistant Postmaster General was thinking. Visualizing this 

tiny office overrun with hosts of post office inspectors unless he could convince the 

people at Washington that he was innocent of stamp peddling. Mr. Summerour hastily 

moved a basket of fresh eggs off his desk, blew the dust off his thirty-year-old typewriter, 

adjusted his steel-rimmed spectacles firmly on his nose and began to peck out his reply. 

 

He was not surprised, he wrote, that the Post Office Department should look at the figure 

with some suspicion when a town of 628 citizens, none of whom where prolific letter 

writers, suddenly jumped its stamp purchases by $1600 a year. It did, indeed, look as if 

Mr. Summerour had eased down to Atlanta, twenty-odd miles away, and sold large 

batches of stamps to friends in the business houses there. But this was not the case. 

Something far more fundamental had happened to bring about changes in the lives of 

everybody in Duluth. 
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For 100 years, Mr. Summerour explained, warming to his subject, Duluth had been a 

cotton town. In the spring the farmers came in and bought their plows and their fertilizer 

on credit, of course-and every Saturday during the year, still whiskered and in overalls, 

they would come in and stand around the tin awnings that poked out over the sidewalks 

from the one-story buildings, leaning against the metal poles that held up the tin awnings, 

chewing tobacco and scratching their chins and talking about the weather and crops and 

the boll weevil and politics. Then they would go into the stores and buy a new plowline 

or a horse collar, some salt meat, some flour and lard and sugar and a pair of overalls, and 

all these purchases would go down on the books to be paid in the fall.  

 

Then, when fall came and the cotton was ginned and sold, they would come in again, and 

if it had been a good year-not too wet and not too dry-they would pay off what they 

owed.  From the sale of the first bale of cotton they would pay their fertilizer bill, and 

from the sale of the second bale they would settle in full for the groceries and the clothes, 

and the grateful merchant would give them a Barlow knife. This was the way the town 

had done business for generation after generation, and the merchants didn’t spend any 

money on stamps for direct-mail advertising, for everybody knew what they had in stock, 

and they didn’t mail out any monthly statements to remind people of what they owed. In 

fact, an old farmer would get mad if you sent him a bill. He’d call it a “damn dun” and 

quit trading with the merchant who sent it. 

 

And that’s the way it went, Mr. Summerour explained, until late in 1947 when a rich old 

gentleman named Glancy, from up north, started operating the GKW Company in 

Duluth. GKW meant “Goodness Knows What,” and it was a little company set up to 

manufacture and sell anything that it could find to manufacture and sell at a profit. When 

it found a product it could make and sell, it would train the folks-mainly the farm women 

from the county around-and put them to work at it, setting up another little company to 

produce this item while the GKW Company went back to its original job of seeking out 

manufactures and training people to make them. That started back in 1947, and now there 

was a little company, employing about 125 people, making nylon seat covers for 

automobiles, and another little company, employing about forty more, making buffs for 

polishing metals, an item much used in the automobile business.   

 

The result was, Mr. Summerour went on, that a great change had come over the little 

cotton town.  Once the merchants just sat around all week, waiting for Saturday.  Now, 

every afternoon at 4:30, when the factory turned out, there was a great flurry of business 

lasting about an hour, as the people in the factory came into buy.  At the end of the year, 

in the old days, a farmer might have less than $100 cash money after he had settled up his 

debts at the store.  Now he might have two or three daughters working at the factory, 

making more than that in a month.  And these people who worked at the factory weren’t 

just buying the old-line necessities of life, such as side meat, flour, piece goods and snuff. 

They were buying frozen foods and home freezers to keep them in, and electric stoves 

and refrigerators and record players and television sets.  They were paying cash or by the 

month, and the merchants were doing business differently; they were competing for trade 

by mailing out advertising, and they were sending out big batches of statements every 
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month.  The factory itself had brought the post office a lot of business since it started, 

shipping rush orders out by parcel post.  And since the factory had come, other little 

enterprises had opened up.  The bank started up again after being closed for fourteen 

years and it carried on quite a correspondence with people roundabout. The town had its 

first dry-cleaning plant, its first beauty parlor and its first movie house.  Not all of these 

enterprises brought new business to the post office, but most of them did.  And that, 

concluded Mr. Summerour, was why his stamp sales had soared abnormally from one 

year to the next, and he hoped the Third Assistant Postmaster General would be satisfied 

with this explanation. 

 

But, he went on, what he had written still had not told the real story of what happened to 

Duluth.  The big story couldn’t be told in terms of human lives – of babies safely born 

who might have died, of old folks alive and useful who might long since have passed 

away.  The factory that poured its transfusions of new cash into the withered economic 

arteries of the community wasn’t built for that purpose alone, he said.  Its primary 

purpose was to support, with all its profits, a small but magnificently equipped hospital 

where black and white, rich and poor, could come to have their babies and ease their 

aches and pains. That was the big story.  Mr. Summerour said, and he was sorry that it 

was too long to tell in an official communication. 

 

The story that Mr. Summerour didn’t have space to tell goes back nearly ten years, to a 

Sunday morning on the eve of Christmas, 1941.  On that day Henry Burnett, a milker on 

the farm of Dairyman Richard Hull, walked up to his boss’ house to tell him that in the 

night Olin, his six-year-old son, had died.  He had been puny for three or four days, 

Henry said, and he had meant to take him to the doctor, but he had just kept putting it off, 

hoping the child would get better.  And when he finally took him, it was too late.  Hull 

didn’t ask any questions.  He knew the story.  Folks who don’t have much cash put off 

going to the doctor as long as they can.  And Henry Burnett, with six children, was 

always short of cash. 

 

Standing in the back of the First Methodist Church an hour later, Hull caught the eye of 

Storekeeper Calvin Parsons, and Kate, his wife.  In answer to his nod, they slipped out 

and went with him through the quiet Sunday streets to open up their store. The little white 

shirt, the blue trousers, the underwear and socks that Hull bought to bury Olin Burnett in 

were the best clothes the boy had ever worn. 

 

“Miss Kate,” said Hull, as Mrs. Parsons wrapped the package, “that child should not have 

died.  There should have been some place his daddy could have carried him, money or no 

money.  Ask the folks in town to come to the school house tomorrow night.  I’ve got 

something on my mind.” 

 

Mrs. Parsons went back to the church and talked, and all the next day she talked to the 

people who came into the store. That night there were 100 at the schoolhouse to hear 

what Dick Hull had to say.   
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He didn’t try to force anything on the people for he knew that they were a proud and 

tough folk who had lived in the community 100 years, and he was a stranger, newcome 

from the city.  He just talked about the Burnett boy, and why he died, and how he 

probably wound not have died if there’d been a hospital in the town.  Then, being a 

businessman, he laid some figures on the line.  So much a month for drugs and 

medicines.  So much a month for a nurse’s pay.  So much for rent and lights and water 

for a little clinic where a mother could come to have her baby with service better than a 

midwife’s care – and where a man could feel free to take a sick child, money or no 

money. 

 

“I don’t know whether we can swing it or not,” he said.  “But I’ll give ten dollars a month 

for six months to see if we can make it go…Calvin Parsons, what will you do?” 

 

“Ten dollars a month,” said storekeeper Parsons. 

 

“Guy Fundley?  Jack Parsons?  Charlie Pittard?  Frank Mattison?  Minor Corley?”  Hull’s 

pointing finger picked the men he knew. But there was no need to single a man out.   

Hands were rising all over the house.  Not all could give ten dollars or even a dollar.  

Some could promise only a quarter, but each gave as he was able.  Clare Findley, keeping 

the records, scribbled the pledges down on the first thing that came to hand – a batch of 

small brown paper bags.  At the end of the meeting they had eighty dollars in cash, and 

promises of $450 a month. 

 

That night Dick Hull’s wife, Nora, told the story in a letter to her father, A.R. Glancy, a  

retired automobile executive, in Detroit. She did not attempt to put the bite upon her sire. 

The elder Glancy was not renowned among his fellows as a sentimentalist.  Big, 

handsome, brusque and heavy-handed, he had started out, after graduating from Lehigh 

University, as a hard-rock miner and general construction man whose tough foreman 

administered discipline with the handle of a pick.  He had gone into the automobile 

business at thirty-eight as one of duPonts’s hard and brilliant young men who were 

forming General Motors out of the crumbling Durant empire, and he had been the hatchet 

man who killed off feeble companies or snatched them to their feet and made them go.  

He had created, named, built and sold the Pontiac car, a feat which made him a vice-

president of General Motors and an honorary chief of the Potowatomi Indians, and he had 

retired at fifty as one of John J. Raskob’s eighty millionaires.  At no time in his stampede 

to the top had he shown any signs of softness, either in the head or heart, and those who 

knew him as he battled his way up would have been moderately surprised at the 

gentleness of the reply he sent in answer to his daughter’s letter. 

 

“Your mother and I were deeply touched,” he wrote, “by the story of what your little 

town is trying to do.”  We are sending $500 now to help get things started, and every year 

we’ll send $250 more on the birthday of your little sister Joan, who died of pneumonia 

seventeen years ago because the drugs which might have saved her were not known then.  

We make this gift in memory of her.” 
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Either the people down in Duluth were more appreciative than most or somebody – 

maybe son-in-law Dick Hull— had a quick eye for spotting the chink in a rugged old-

timer’s armor.  Soon another letter was on its way from the citizens of Duluth.  They 

wanted Mr. Glancy to come down and see the little hospital.  The first baby had already 

been born there.  Her name was Glancy Jones.  They also wondered if Mr. Glancy would 

mind if they called it The Joan Glancy Memorial Hospital.  They hoped he wouldn’t 

object, for already Postmaster Heard Summerour had found an inscription that everybody 

liked.  He had fixed it up to read.”  “To Joan, who in swift transition achieved eternal 

springtime, this hospital is dedicated in the hope that through it the lives of other children 

may be enriched.” 

 

“They had me hooked then,” Glancy said afterward.  “They didn’t know it, but they had 

me hooked for life.” 

 

It was in the early years of the war, a busy time for retired executives who were still 

sound of wind and limb and full of fire.  Glancy went to Washington as William 

Knudsen’s right bower in OPM.  He went to England on a Lend-Lease mission after that, 

and he came back to work as a dollar-a-year man in Ordnance.  Then they put a 

brigadier’s uniform on him and sent him out to Detroit to run the huge tank and combat-

vehicle program, the biggest single procurement-and-supply command in the Army.  It 

took a while before he could break away to go down south to see what the people of 

Duluth had done. 

 

The hospital wasn’t much to look at.  It was just a tired old four-room frame house in the 

schoolyard where once the janitor had lived.  It had one bedroom for white and one for 

colored, a kitchen and a combination operating room, delivery room and clinic that black 

and white alike could use.  But the heart and labors of the whole community had gone 

into fixing it up.  The men had seeded the lawn and painted, and the women had scrubbed 

and cleaned and set out flowers.  Every day they had come to make bellybands and 

nightgowns for the babies and sheets for the beds. They rolled bandages and worked as 

nurses and took turn about washing and ironing and cooking. They picked vegetables 

from their gardens and canned them and stored them away so that the hospital would 

have to buy as little as possible with its meager funds.  For a few of the people who came 

for treatment could pay a little, but many could pay nothing at all except a handful of 

eggs or a chicken, a ham or a peck of potatoes.  It didn’t matter.  Nobody was turned 

away. Three days a week, Nurse Eugenia Pyron bumped over the muddy roads, seeking 

out the sick who should be brought in to the clinics which Dr. Jack Cain, from Norcross, 

held on alternate days.  Six nights a week she slept with one ear tuned to the thump at the 

door which told her that somebody had been shot or stabbed or bashed up in an auto 

wreck, or that some woman had come, her face already twisting with pain, to have her 

baby.  For a county of 30,000, this little two-bed clinic was all the hospital there was, and 

every day its burden grew heavier.  The people were doing all they could, but it was plain 

that the best they could do was not enough. 

 

General Glancy had these things on his mind as he went back to Detroit – to hear from 

his own doctor that he had a cancer.  When he came back to Duluth again, he was so full 
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of radium that a Geiger counter placed in his vicinity would have buzzed like a dollar 

alarm clock.  But he was well, and far more deeply acquainted with suffering, more 

admiring of the genius of doctors and the benisons of gentle nursing than he had ever 

been before.  So he called the people together and made them a proposition.  If they 

would buy a tract of land somewhere near town and dig a deep well on it, he would build 

them the finest hospital in the country. It wouldn’t be big, but it would be equipped with 

every gadget known to medical science.  Would they get the land and dig the well? 

 

They would.  Times were a little better now, and it didn’t take too long to raise the money 

that bought twenty-four acres of gullied hilltop land a mile outside of town.  But labor 

was scarce, and filling the big ditches and plowing and harrowing and seeding the slope 

to make a lawn was a nearly impossible task, and things got pretty rough sometimes.  The 

old general who had bluntly told Churchill and Beaverbrook that their tank-building 

program was scandalously inefficient was not likely to be gentle with the hospital 

grounds committee when they said they couldn’t find a mule and drag pan to level off the 

lawn.  There were several times when the lady committee members wept, and the men 

were on the verge of telling the general to go to hell. 

 

It might have been Callie Howell who saved the day.  Callie was a Negro woman, head 

of her race.  And once, when things were a little strained, somebody had the idea that it 

might help if Callie and her fellow church members sang a few songs for the general.  So 

a lot of them, black and white, went out to Dick Hull’s farm, where the general was 

staying.  It was just at dusk when they got there, and standing outside in the summer dark, 

Callie and the colored folk began to sing, soft and low.  They sang Old Ark’s a-Moverin’ 

and Swing Low, Sweet Chariot, and Gonna Lay Down My Burdens, and Steal Away to 

Jesus.  And the general came out and stood there as if he was fixing to say something, but 

before he could begin, Callie Howell started to talk.  She told him how much the first 

little clinic had meant to her race and to the white folks, too, and how everybody had put 

their hearts into it.  She mentioned the little bassinet the colored folks had made out of a 

molasses barrel when they didn’t have the money to buy a baby bed, and she said she was 

speaking for white and black alike when she said that the general had done more for the 

Duluth community than anybody else.  He might have worn stars on his shoulders, she 

said, but there would be stars in his crown later on. 

 

Well, the general is a pretty eloquent speaker, but this night you could hardly hear what 

he was saying.  He’d start to say something, and then he’d sort of choke and blow his 

nose like a trumpet, and some folks thought he had a cold.  Then they saw that it wasn’t a 

cold.  The general was standing there crying like a child.  And ever since that night the 

people have not had their feelings lacerated when the general woofed at them about 

something.  They found out that night that no matter how rough his manner might 

sometimes be, he had a heart as big as a watermelon and as soft as a ripe tomato. 

 

So they fixed the grounds and planted them prettily with grass and dogwood trees, and 

the general built an air-conditioned hospital of brick and steel that cost $51,000.  It had 

fifteen beds and a delivery room with every gadget in it to ease and make safe the 

bringing of a baby into the world.  He equipped a dental office and built a doctor’s house 
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and a nurses’ home and a home for the nurse superintendent, and the whole thing cost 

him roughly $120,000.  Which was all right, for years ago the general incorporated 

himself and distributed stock among the members of his family, with but one string 

attached:  which was that whenever A.R. Glancy, Inc., went into some enterprise and 

made a profit, all the shareholders would turn over 25 per cent of their share to the 

charity. The hospital money came from these funds. 

 

It took the general about six months to realize he had hold of something he couldn’t 

handle.  Nurse Pyron no longer had to beat the bushes selling the hospital to the people.  

They came in swarms.  Eleven nurses were on the payroll, and half the doctors in the 

county were bringing their patients in.  At the first little clinic, Mrs. Glancy, who was just 

as wrapped up in the project as the general was, had met the small monthly deficit out of 

her pin money.  Now, month by month the operating deficit crept up, with the general 

digging deeper and deeper into his pocket.  When it reached $4000 a month, the general 

went to a meeting of the men’s club of the town and told them, badly, that he was running 

out of money.  He had a plan, though, he thought might work.  He told them about GKW 

Corporation:  how, in his early married days, the pay check was pretty thin.  Mrs. Glancy 

still has the old pigskin surveyor’s book in which she meticulously kept their financial 

records, and balanced these records each month to a penny, by a column that she headed 

“GKW, or Goodness Knows What.”  For some time he had been playing with the idea of 

the GKW Corporation starting a little factory to support the hospital.  But he wasn’t 

going to do it until he knew the town was back of him.  He wasn’t going to pay forty-

cent-an-hour wages.  He was going to pay as close to a dollar an hour as he could.  He 

might upset the community economy with his wage scale.  And we hasn’t going to have 

folks going around saying, “That Yankee so-and-so came down here and ruined us.”  If 

they wanted him to start a factory, they would have to sign up, saying that it suited them 

all. Everyone there – sixty in all—signed. 

 

All right, the general said, that was fine. But he still had troubles.  He had talked to all his 

industrialist friends in Atlanta, and they had given him one word of advice about trying to 

start a little factory in a rural community. The word was “Don’t.”  Many of them had 

tried it. They’d start up and send in some foremen from Atlanta to supervise the 

operation, and the first thing they knew, the straw bosses would be back in Atlanta with 

knots all over their heads. They had made the people mad, and the people had run them 

out of town.  The general thought he knew the answer to that.  Let local folks boss the 

local labor. But where in Duluth was he going to find a plant manager and floorladies and 

straw bosses?  Every time a boy grew up in Duluth he took off for the city as fast as he 

could.  He didn’t know of a soul in town he thought could manage an industrial plant. 

 

When the general sat down, Tech. Sgt. Mack Pittard, Jr., home on terminal leave after 

flying the world as flight engineer with the Air Transport Command, got up.  The 

general, he said, was talking through his hat.  There were plenty of young men in Duluth 

who could run a factory, if there was a factory there to run. 

 

“Who, for instance?” grumped the general. 
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“Me, for instance,” said the sergeant. “This may sound funny to you, general, but I’m one 

guy who wants to come back and live in Duluth.” 

 

“You have been shooting off your mouth so big,” said the general who sometimes seems 

to enjoy having people take issue with him. “Come down tomorrow and let’s see how 

you fill your britches.” 

 

Which is how Mack Pittard, son of an old-time Duluth merchant, got to be the boss of the 

$500,000 factory which the general built to support the $120,000 hospital.  It was not a 

roaring success from the start, for the general learned what he had long suspected – that it 

takes more brains and talent and energy to run a small business than it does to run a 

mammoth enterprise, and there was more than $600,000 invested before GKW’s projects 

were balanced and the profits of the business were comfortably supporting the hospital. 

 

The first project, the Buff Company, took a smashing inventory loss, for instance, when 

the bottom fell out of the cotton-sheeting market.  Mack and the general had bought 

500,000 yards at thirty-two cents a yard.  They sold at eighteen cents.  The GKW 

Company wasn’t intended to be a money-maker.  It was a tiny research-and-training 

corporation which would bring girls in from the cotton fields and teach them to be skilled 

operators of industrial sewing machines.  Once trained, they’d walk across the aisle to the 

Fry-Duluth Company and go to work making ninety-two cents an hour sewing printed 

nylon into automobile-seat covers. 

 

Fry-Duluth pulled the enterprise out of the hole.  Before a year was out, it was putting 

into the Glancy Hospital Trust enough to carry the hospital’s monthly deficit, with money 

to spare.  It is now equipping a $10,000 traveling clinic, which will carry a doctor and 

visiting nurse into remote regions of the county where the county health department so 

far has never reached.  A new resident physician, who is leaving a $15,000-a-year 

practice in Alabama to come back to his home county, will find a small but splendidly 

equipped surgery waiting for him. 

 

The general doesn’t worry much about current operations any more.  He spends his time 

drumming up new business, seeking to convince manufacturers that the people in the 

Duluth community can be trained to make anything they want made. 

 

“What’s the sense of shipping sheet steel from Birmingham, Alabama, to Detroit, 

welding it into gas tanks, filling them full of Michigan wind and shipping them back to 

your assembly plants in Georgia?” he argues with his old friends in the auto business.  

“We can make gas tanks as well as anybody.” 

 

In the sales brochure he sends out—handmade by the women of the community, who 

pasted in the pictures and wrote the captions in longhand – he tells the story of the 

hospital and the factory, but he makes it clear that there can be no charity involved in the 

factory’s dealings with its suppliers or its patrons. 
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“No One Can Sell to Us as a Lower Price or Buy From Us as a Higher Price.” He writes 

in capitals.  “Our Product Must be Purchased Only Because the Quality is High and the 

Price Right.  If I permitted Any Favors to be Extended to This Business, We’d 

Degenerate Into Just Another Charity and My Premise Would Crumble.” 

 

Sometimes he gets propositions from blouse or dress manufacturers who seem to feel that 

he is running a low-wage shop.   He soon sets them straight.  He is not competing with 

forty-cent labor making forty-cent goods, he says.  He is competing with high priced 

Manhattan loft labor, and he is raising the skill and the pay scale of his workers to that 

level.  Right now he is dickering with a manufacturer of high-quality women’s blouses 

which will require superb craftsmanship with the needle. The only hitch seems to be in 

supervision.  The manufacturer wants to send his own supervisors down from New York. 

The general won’t agree. 

 

“These people won’t work fir an outsider,” he says.  “It takes local folks to handle them.  

We had a little uproar here not long ago.  The white workers started raising sand because 

some of the colored workers were making the same base pay. They went to Mack about 

it.  All he said was, “Do you want to work here or don’t you?”  If some Yankee had 

talked to them that way, their daddies and their brothers would have been here next 

morning with their knives out.” 

 

Most of the time now the general lets Mack run the business while the people of the 

community run the hospital, setting pay policies and seeing to it that the white and black 

receive exactly the same care, though segregated.  He just kibitzes.  He wanders down the 

hall to the nursery and puts his nose against the glass and twiddles his fingers at the 

babies.  He thinks that baby-having is a poorly run business.  As an old production man 

he can’t understand why on some days sic will come bawling off the assembling line, and 

on other days only one.  The nurses tell him the moon controls such matters.  A full moon 

always brings a pate of babies.  He says this is bosh.  Purely a case of mismanagement 

somewhere down the line. 

 

The general carries on a voluminous half-sentimental, half-humorous correspondence 

with his friends in New York and Washington, telling them stories of his experiences, 

such as the time an elderly lady named Mrs. Jones worked all day in the rain, setting out 

ivy so that mud would not splash up against the hospital walls, and how he walked in one 

day and thought the girls working at the machines were a lot of strangers. They were the 

same old girls it turned out, with new hairdos.  The town’s first beauty shop had opened.  

Once he took pictures of two little colored boys and sent them to all his friends, 

announcing solemnly that the one on the left was Al Glancy Johnson and the one on the 

right was named for the person to whom he was writing.  Most of them, sensing a Glancy 

gag, just chuckled and replied in jocular vein.  One,  a Detroit advertising man named 

Henry T. Ewald, sent a $100 War Bond to his alleged namesake.  Unfortunately, “Henry 

Ewald” Rogers was actually named Starlee Junior Rogers.  He was named for his pappy 

and his folks would not change his name even for a $100 War Bond.  The general bustled 

around until he found an expectant colored couple who didn’t mind naming their baby for 
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a white gentleman in Detroit.  The name on the War Bond now reads “Henrietta Ewald” 

Blake.   

 

The hospital does not ask the citizens of the community to come in and scrub and nurse 

and iron and sew and cook any more.  Its own well-paid staff now handles all these 

things. But it is still close to the hearts of the people of the town, and once a year, on the 

birthday of Joan Glancy, they have a party for all the 1700 babies who have been born 

there.  Hundreds come, and the old general wades happily about, knee-deep in toddlers. 

He has his picture taken with little black and white youn’uns sitting in his lap and 

climbing all over him, and he sends prints to his old friends, writing proudly on the 

bottom:  “Now look who’s father of his country!”  He hopes they eventually will 

understand how much fun he’s having and try some such project themselves. 

 

“There are a lot of old crocks like me sitting around wondering what they can do with 

their money that would be of service to their fellow man.” He says. “They wouldn’t mind 

putting a good-sized chunk of it into something like this hospital, but they know that with 

taxes what they are they couldn’t stand the yearly upkeep.  Building a little hospital 

where one is needed, and building a little factory to keep it running, is the best answer I 

know.  It helps a lot of people, but it helps you too.  You get so wrapped up in it you feel 

like you’ll keep on living for a hundred years.” 

 

 

 

 


