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Over the years, as I’ve shared stories of my South Dakota boyhood and family history, friends have often said, “When are you going to write that in a book?,” an idea I have successfully resisted until now. I worried that such a book could be seen as simply an exercise in vanity, rather than as what I hoped it would be, an attempt to document the manner in which I was raised in the America of the post–World War II years. I wanted to get beyond an anchorman’s inflated sense of self-importance (an oxymoron?) and express my gratitude to the people who raised me, and to the character of life in the American heartland from which I have drawn so much. In any case, this is a book about my life until the age of twenty-two, when I left South Dakota.
One of the perils of embarking on such a book is that the prism through which you look back on your own life gives off a certain rosy tint. I have tried to avoid that, but it is also true that I grew up as a congenital optimist at a time when everything seemed possible in America, especially for a white male, and among people accustomed to difficult challenges, hard work, and productive results. I am also aware that I happened to be born in the right place at the right time, and to the right set of parents, who did not limit my dreams of a different kind of life. 
I am deeply grateful for the assistance I’ve received along the way, especially from my family, beginning with my mother, Jean Brokaw, and my wife, Meredith. They have been, as always, insightful and sensible in their comments and encouragement. Meredith and my daughters, Jennifer, Andrea and Sarah, provided invaluable observations as well.
I am also extremely grateful for the long and detailed history of the Brokaw family provided by the genealogists at the headquarters of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints in Salt Lake City. It is a true treasure for our family.
Sarah Hodder and Phil Napoli were tireless and resourceful in their pursuit of the factual history of the Great Plains, the small towns where I lived and the time about which I wrote. Sarah, particularly, became an expert on turn-of-the-century development in northern South Dakota, dam construction on the Missouri River, and the social and political evolution of my hometown.
At NBC, I could always count on the energetic, efficient, and good-humored assistance of Sara Perkowski and Meaghan Rady. They have been peerless in their ability to organize and manage the NBC News part of my life when I was in a time-consuming phase of the book.
At Random House, Benjamin Dreyer, Richard Elman, Jolanta Benal, and Frankie Jones were indispensable and patient as they helped convert the manuscript into book form. Thank you all.
Carole Lowenstein and Daniel Rembert deserve special thanks for framing my words with photos and mementos going back a century.
What can I say about Kate Medina, my editor at Random House? This is our fourth book together, and there would have been none without her. In her cool, elegant way she gives me the courage to start and the advice that makes it possible to keep going. Kate plants good ideas and uproots bad ones, constantly tending the landscape of our common turf, always nudging me to higher ground.
Her assistant, Jessica Kirshner, was the master of logistics and the calm, friendly stalwart who deftly handled all of the incoming calls, photos, queries, and manuscripts. Whatever else happens in the world, Jessica, we’ll always have our e-mail.
When I was in the final stages of my first book, The Greatest Generation, I asked two friends, Kurt Andersen and Frank Gannon, to read it. They were so generous with their time and so astute in their observations that I’ve taken advantage of them again. Their comments on content, style, and theme were immeasurably helpful. Thank you, gentlemen.
Having said that, whatever mistakes, slights, oversights, and overstatements are contained herein, I am responsible. Because of the particular nature of this book, I did rely a great deal on personal memory, and although I pride myself on recall, I know that others may remember events in other ways.
I greatly regret that I couldn’t mention by name everyone who was important to me as I was growing up. There were so many people—from pals, girlfriends, and role models to teachers and friends of my parents. I am indebted to you all.
When I sent this book to my mother for her comments and corrections, she wrote back to say, “In some parts your ego is showing, but mostly it’s fine.” Forty years after I left home for the last time, she still has my number.

CHAPTER 1
A Long Way from Home
IN 1962, I PUT MY HOME STATE OF SOUTH DAKOTA IN A rearview mirror and drove away. I was uncertain of my final destination but determined to get well beyond the slow rhythms of life in the small towns and rural culture of the Great Plains. I thought that the influences of the people, the land, and the time during my first twenty-two years of life were part of the past. But gradually I came to know how much they meant to my future, and so I have returned often as part of a long pilgrimage of renewal.
When I do return, my wardrobe and home address are New York, my job is high-profile, and my bank account is secure, but when I enter a South Dakota café or stop for gas, I am just someone who grew up around here, left a while back, and never really answers when he’s asked, “When you gonna move back home?” I am caught in that place all too familiar to small-state natives who have moved on to a rewarding life in larger arenas: I don’t want to move back, but in a way I never want to leave. I am nourished by every visit.
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Dad and me during the summer of 1943.


On those trips back to the Great Plains I always try to imagine the land before it was touched by rails and plows, fences and roads. I can still drive off the pavement of South Dakota highways, find a slight elevation in the prairie flatness, and look to a distant horizon, across untilled grassland, and with no barbed wire or telephone poles or dwellings to break the plane of earth and sky. It is at once majestic and intimidating. More than a century after the first white settlers began to arrive, the old Dakota Territory remains a place where nature rules.
On a still, hot late-summer day, after a wet spring in the northern plains of South Dakota, the rich golden fields of wheat and barley, the deep green landscapes of corn and alfalfa surrounding the neat white farmhouses framed by red barns and rows of sheltering trees, give a glow of goodness and prosperity. It is hard to remember this was once a place of despair brought on by a cruel combination of nature and economic forces at their most terrifying.
This was a bleak and hostile land in the Dirty Thirties.
Families struggled against drought, grasshoppers, collapsed markets, and fear. Billowing clouds of topsoil, lifted off the land by fierce winds, reduced the sun to a faint orb; in April 1934, traces of Great Plains soil were found as far east as Washington, D.C. One report said the dust storm was so bad it left a film on President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s Oval Office desk.
This is where my mother and father were raised and came of age, at the height of the Depression. It is where I was born and spent the first twenty-two years of my life, and it remains always familiar, however long I have been away. Whenever I return, I try to imagine the struggles my parents and everyone else went through here in the thirties. That time formed them—and through them, it formed me. I am in awe of how they emerged, and I am grateful for their legacy, although I have been an imperfect steward.
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My mother, Jean Conley, declared the healthiest girl in Day County, South Dakota, 1930.


When I left in 1962, I was hungry for bright lights, big cities, big ideas, and exotic places well beyond the conventions and constraints of my small-town childhood, but forty years later I still call South Dakota home. Time and distance have sharpened my understanding of the forces that shaped my parents’ lives and mine so enduringly. Those forces are the grid on which I’ve come to rely, in good times and bad.
In the late 1800s, the Dakota Territory was one of the last frontiers in America, a broad, flat grassland where Sitting Bull, Crazy Horse, and their followers in the Sioux nation were hunters and warriors on horseback, determined to hold their land against the persistent invasion of white settlers who wanted to farm, ranch, and build towns along the railroad lines racing westward from the industrialized East and Midwest.
The Sioux won some battles, notably Little Big Horn in Montana, but they lost the war. The Dakota Territory was divided into two states, one north and one south, in 1889. My ancestors were among the early settlers in what became South Dakota.
My father, Anthony Orville Brokaw, was born on October 17, 1912, the last of ten children of William and Elizabeth Brokaw. His grandfather Richard P. Brokaw, the descendant of Huguenots who immigrated early to New York, had made his way to the southwestern Dakota Territory by covered wagon following the Civil War. He farmed and worked on the railroad before heading north in 1881 to found the town of Bristol and a small hotel, the Brokaw House, at the planned intersection of the north-south and east-west rail lines, eight years before statehood.
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I’m at the wheel of my Uncle Lloyd’s tractor, in 1946. 
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Mother and Dad, my brothers, Bill and Mike, and me (on the far right), on a visit to Bristol in the forties


My mother is the eldest daughter of Jim and Ethel Conley, who farmed south of Bristol. Ethel took the train from Bristol to Minneapolis, her hometown, for Jean’s birth; then mother and daughter returned to the remote corner of the prairie where Jim was tilling the ground behind teams of horses.
In the summer of 1996 my mother and I returned to the northern plains, the womb of her life and mine, for a visit that was at once nostalgic, reassuring, and a commentary on the social and economic changes in this country in the second half of the twentieth century.
As we drove east along Highway 12 from Aberdeen, South Dakota, toward Bristol, we passed a giant Wal-Mart with a parking lot full of late-model cars and pickup trucks; there were expensive new houses on large lots, and broad streets well beyond the city limits; giant John Deere combines, worth more than $100,000 apiece, moved efficiently through ripe fields of wheat, disgorging the small, valuable kernels into a truck of the kind called a Twin Hopper for its side-by-side bins that can hold a combined total of one thousand bushels. Many of the combines have air-conditioning and stereos in their cabs, to go with the computer monitoring systems that record the yield while the harvest is under way. Many of the smaller farms have been consolidated into larger tracts and organized as corporations with sophisticated business models relying on the efficiencies of mass production and the yield of genetically engineered grains. Much has changed, but still, a drought or a sudden hailstorm or a freak cold snap can undo all of the best planning and agriculture science. 


[image: image]
The Brokaw House, the family-run hotel in Bristol—one of my early homes.


Modern technology hasn’t completely eliminated what my mother remembers of the sweat and heartache required for a farmer’s life. But it is a far different world than when I was a child. As a town kid, I was attracted to the farm only by the prospect of a horseback ride or the chance to drive a tractor. I had no inclination for the work, much of it unending and involving uncooperative livestock in a muck of mud and manure or working in fields beneath a blazing sun.
South Dakota is two states, really, divided by the Missouri River. In a larger sense, the river also divides the Midwest from the West. East of the Missouri, in the midwestern half, small towns shaded by trees planted a hundred years ago are separated by clusters of farm buildings and quadrangles of tilled ground producing corn, soybeans, wheat, rye, and sunflowers.
As you move across the Missouri, into what we call West River country, the change is abrupt. On airplanes flying across South Dakota east to west, I like to tell my fellow passengers to watch the cultivated fields, the gold and green color schemes of corn and wheat, suddenly give way to the muted browns and the untilled sod once we cross the river. It is such a stunning change, it is as if someone flipped a page, and then another change comes two hundred miles farther. At the very western edge of the state, the prairie breaks up into the arid and eerily beautiful Badlands and then gives way to the Black Hills, a small scenic mountain range the Sioux people called Paha Sapa, the most sacred of their land.
I have lived and traveled in every quarter of the state, and I am constantly struck by the rawness of it all, even now, more than 125 years after the first significant wave of white settlers began trying to tame it. A summer night can be a reminder of the primal forces of the old Dakota Territory when a storm blows up, filling the sky with mountainous thunderstorms and bowing the tall cottonwoods with cold winds that seem to begin somewhere near the Arctic Circle.
I am particularly attached to the Missouri River, that ancient artery that begins in central Montana and powers its way north before beginning its long east-by-southeast trek across the flat landscape of the Dakotas and along the borders of Iowa, Nebraska, and Missouri. Large dams have slowed but not completely conquered the river of Lewis and Clark, the Sioux, Crow, Omaha, and Santee tribes. Whenever I return to my home state I always try to swim in the river channel, just to feel its restless currents again, as a reminder of my early struggles to master them as a beginning swimmer. They taught me to understand force and use it to my advantage, taught me that to make progress often means giving a little.
On this trip back to Bristol with my mother in 1996, as I steered our rental car toward the distant eastern horizon, an old sensation returned. Up there in the northern latitudes, less than two hundred miles from the Canadian border, I feel as if I am riding the curvature of the earth, silhouetted against the sweeping arc of sky that so diminishes all below. I have now lived two thirds of my life outside these familiar surroundings, yet whenever I return I am at peace, and always a little excited to know that this place has a claim on me.
I am named for my maternal great-grandfather Thomas Conley, the son of Irish immigrants, who was working as a railroad conductor in St. Paul when he was attracted by the abundance of affordable farmland in Day County, South Dakota. Tom and his wife, Mathilda, moved in 1897 to Webster, the Day County seat, where Tom opened a saloon before moving on to a section and a half of prairie, 960 acres, southwest of Bristol, where together he and Mathilda began farming with horse-drawn machinery.
Tom Conley, at six feet a tall man in those days, quickly established a reputation as a hardworking and efficient farmer who, according to local lore, took off only one day a year: the Fourth of July. On Independence Day he’d drive a horse-drawn wagon from the farm to Bristol’s main street for the celebrations, shouting to everyone, “Hurray for the Fourth of July!”
Tom and Mathilda Conley prospered in the early days of the twentieth century, sending three of their four sons to college. One went on to law school and another to medical school. My mother’s father, Jim, graduated from a pharmacy college in Minneapolis, but he preferred farming to pharmacy and returned to Day County with his bride, Ethel Baker, a handsome and lively daughter of a foreman at Pillsbury Mills in the Twin Cities. As a wedding present, Tom Conley gave his son and new wife as a wedding present a mortgaged quarter-section, 160 treeless acres just north of his farm. It was so barren that Jim Conley often said it contained not even a rusty nail; black-and-white pictures from that time are startling in their bleakness.
A quarter-section of land was the allotment that the seminal figure of prairie literature, Per Hansa, filed for when he took his family into the Dakota Territory, in O. E. Rolvaag’s classic Giants in the Earth. Powerful winds, broad horizons, “And sun! And still more sun!”—as Rolvaag vividly described this part of America that stretches from the Canadian border to Oklahoma, from Minnesota to the middle of Montana.
It was little changed in the first quarter of the twentieth century, when my parents were youngsters. Just as for Per Hansa and his fellow Norwegian settlers, it was a demanding place, whatever the season, for those who came to farm or to establish the small towns where agriculture and commerce intersected across the grassland. It is a place that reflects a century of transformation in America.
When my mother was born, in November 1917, the world was in turmoil. That same month Lenin took control of the Russian government and the Communist revolution was under way. America entered World War I at last, and General John Pershing led American forces into Europe. The war was an international tragedy but a bonanza for American farmers, as they moved into mechanized equipment and turned their grain fields into the bread basket of the world. Farmland in the heart of the corn belt brought prices two and three times what they had been just three years earlier.
Jim and Ethel were making enough money to start a new home and buy a Model T, the little black car that was the centerpiece of Henry Ford’s rapidly growing empire. Neither of my grandparents left behind a personal account of their hopes and dreams, but I suspect they thought the farm would become their life work. Instead, it became a heartbreaking burden.
By 1930 they were trapped between a prolonged drought across the Great Plains and economic chaos in the international markets. Jim and Ethel, my mother, Jean, and her younger sister, Marcia, were hostage to the cruelties of what came to be known as the Great Depression. Between 1929 and 1932, the average net per capita income on family farms fell from $2,297 to $74.
Jim Conley admired Herbert Hoover, a native of nearby Iowa and a brilliant mining engineer who was an international hero for his organization of food programs for Europe following the devastation of World War I. It is likely that Jim voted for Hoover in the 1928 presidential election. But what happened in the thirties would make my grandfather an ardent Democrat for his remaining days.
Jim and Ethel Conley’s hopes for a long life on the farm were wiped out. By 1932, Jim was feeding his corn crop to his hogs because doing so was more economical than taking it to market, where it would have brought less than a nickel a bushel. By my mother’s junior year in high school, the Conley farm days were over. The bank foreclosed and the family moved to nearby Bristol.
Because my parents came of age during the Great Depression, it never completely left their consciousness. It would be too melodramatic to say they carried lasting scars, but it would be equally inaccurate to describe the Depression as just a benign passage in their lives. The residual effect went well beyond the bleak economics of the time. Living through the Great Depression formed other lasting values: an uncompromising work ethic, thrift, compassion, and, perhaps most important, perspective.
My parents and their friends were members of the “waste not, want not” generation. They measured everything from food to wrapping paper to soap for its potential secondary value. No scrap of food was summarily disposed of without first getting an evaluation from Mother on its leftover possibilities. Sunday’s leftover mashed potatoes became Monday night’s fried potato patties. Gifts were opened carefully, and the wrapping paper was folded and put away for another gift later on. When bars of soap became so small they hardly seemed worth saving, they were pressed onto other bars in the same condition. Worn-out T-shirts became dust rags. Nails pulled out of boards were hammered back into shape and stored in an empty coffee can. A friend’s father could never get used to the idea of paper towels. He used them carefully and dried them for another time.
Sometime after I left South Dakota, I returned and hosted a cocktail party for home-state friends at my hotel. I gave Dad a fistful of cash and asked him to buy several bottles of expen-sive name-brand liquor. He returned with most of the money still in hand and a collection of cheap generic booze. When I protested he said, “Why waste your money on that expensive stuff? After the first drink, they don’t know the difference anyway.”
Theirs was a generation whose members were so conditioned by the economic perils of their upbringing that they sometimes carried caution and frugality to a fault. At a stage in their lives when they could easily afford personal indulgences, they were still reluctant to spend money on anything that wasn’t practical. For a long time they refused to believe that the Great Depression was a once-in-a-lifetime event.
While we joke in our family that I have somehow managed to adapt to other economic conditions, I still have a visceral reaction to waste or excess. I never fail to wonder, “Is this really necessary?” I continue to look at price tags first, and nothing pleases me more than a great bargain, just as few things distress me more than a foolish purchase.
My father, who was known as Red most of his life because of his flaming hair, died in 1982, too young at age sixty-nine, but he had accomplished far more than he could have imagined in the early, difficult days of his childhood. Mother, five years younger than my father, is alive and flourishing, a resident of Southern California, where she has an active social life of travel, plays, and bridge club, personal-computer time and great-grandmother duties. She’s a model matriarch for three generations of children and grandchildren.
Her wardrobe has changed from midwestern sensible to California panache. She watches the Dodgers and the Lakers on television. As she always did, she follows the news closely, except now she has reason to call one of the newscasters personally when she disagrees with something he said or dislikes a tie he wore that day.
My brother Bill, next in line in our family, lives in Denver, where he’s involved in real estate after a long career managing restaurants. Mike, the youngest of the Brokaw boys, and a knockoff of Red, is a foreman for a Southern California telephone company. So we’re scattered now, but our heritage remains out there in the small towns and grassy plains of America’s own savannah, a great stretch of landscape that retains many of its nineteenth-century qualities.
In 1972, I returned to South Dakota on assignment for NBC News from my home in Los Angeles. I drove through the center of the state on a cloudy autumn night when there were no stars or moon visible for illumination. I stopped the car on a desolate stretch of highway to take it all in, and when I stepped into the void, I was momentarily unsettled by the overwhelming sense of isolation. Then I laughed aloud, remembering that I drove fearlessly through the toughest neighborhoods in Southern California and on the crowded and dangerous freeways of that state.
When Mother and I returned in 1996, she was alternately chatty and pensive at my side, realizing that there might not be many more trips to the small towns and countryside that she had called home. It was a kind of spiritual pilgrimage, as we made the turnoff that would take us to the farm where she had lived until she was sixteen. She leaned forward on the passenger side, looking for landmarks, momentarily confused by her memory of a treeless plain and narrow dirt roads where now there were mature cottonwoods and a two-lane paved highway.
Then, there it was: the Conley farm. Once it had been a collection of primitive buildings and a small unpainted house perched atop a grassy prairie; now it was a prosperous-looking ensemble of a white two-story house, a red barn, and a granary tucked into a thick grove of trees. A few miles away, her grandfather Tom’s farm had disappeared. All that remained were a few old trees from the grove he had planted.
As we drove down the country lanes, Mother ticked off the names of the families who had once settled here on their own 160-acre plots, now long abandoned to the efficiencies of much larger corporate farms. Her neighbors were mostly of Scandinavian and German descent, the dominant ethnic groups in South Dakota, drawn by the same lure as her father: cheap land and an independent life, a claim on the promise of the prairie as a reliable producer of grain and a friendly environment for livestock.
The effect of the consolidation of agriculture and the demise of railroading could be seen in the diminished prospects of Bristol, a few miles north of the farm. Bristol reached its peak population of 675 in 1940. Until then it had grown modestly but steadily as a trade center for local farmers and travelers on the Milwaukee Railroad and on U.S. Highway 12, a main east-west artery in the days before the interstate. Bristol had two new car dealerships, two banks, two hotels, four cafés, a creamery, a newspaper, a movie theater, farm implement dealers and grain dealers, and a doctor. Now Bristol’s population is less than 400, but the town hasn’t given up: a young couple has established on Main Street a mail-order company selling made-in-Dakota products. Others have banded together to form a grocery cooperative so they don’t have to drive to Webster, the county seat, twelve miles away, for necessities. There are two seed companies, a grain elevator, a bowling alley, and a service station operated by the Farmers Union, a cooperative.
The Brokaw House, the three-story hotel established by my great-grandfather, anchored Main Street’s north end until it was torn down in 1962. A few of my parents’ nieces and nephews and their childhood friends remain in the area, but the Brokaw and Conley names now are prominent mainly on the headstones in the family plots at the Bristol and Webster cemeteries.
As I watched my mother absorb all the changes in the landscape of her childhood and contemplate the development of her life from that time and place to the present, I was again reminded of how I have benefited from being a close witness to her steady-as-she-goes attitude, the rewards of a focused, temperate approach to whatever challenges arose. She embodies the pragmatism and utilitarianism of the culture in which she was raised, and of her life with Red.
When my wife’s parents and Mother’s sister all died within a short period, Mother was suddenly the sole surviving senior member of several families. She became a matriarch, and grandmother to nephews and nieces as well as to her own grandchildren. It was a role she simply assumed, and it was a continuation of her lifelong ability to move forward, take control, and concentrate on others.
Although I have lived in a different universe, those experiences of my parents have always been compass points. They steer me to amusement when someone is sounding off, inflated by his own self-importance, to discomfort when I spend foolishly, to remorse when I complain about minor inconveniences.
In her insightful and evocative book Dakota: A Spiritual Geography, Kathleen Norris writes eloquently about the contradictions and tensions in the Dakota cultures, “between hospitality and insularity, change and inertia . . . between hope and despair, between open hearts and closed minds.”
I’ve also learned to keep in perspective the almost automatic resistance in my native land to outside influences and criticism, however constructive they may be, and to unconventional ideas before they’re fully explained. I understand why Dakotans are defensive. The Dakotas are looked on by many as largely empty tracts of land, remote and all but uninhabitable. It’s been forty years since I lived in South Dakota, but I still hear, “You’re from South Dakota? Wow, how did you get all the way to New York?” Or, on a day of particularly harsh winter weather: “Well, you’re from South Dakota; you’re used to this.” One year an atlas-publishing company left out large chunks of the South and North Dakota maps, explaining it was just trying to save space, as if no one would notice.
On these occasions when South Dakota is mocked in some way, I feel the slight, even now, and it tightens my bond with those who chose to stay. I also know they haven’t given up on me. They expect me to carry the banner somehow. I am not always up to their expectations, but I have never surrendered the assignment, for it is a constant reminder of how my current life continues to be shaped by the currents of my formative years four decades after I left South Dakota. Mother, I believe, thinks I make too much of those influences; but that coolness to self-analysis is part of the pragmatic culture from which I draw strength. It is reassuring to know that the connection persists, built on common experiences of hard work, family, and community.
I was born in the middle of a harsh winter, on February 6, 1940, on my grandfather Jim Conley’s birthday, in Webster, Day County, South Dakota. I began life on a historic hinge, just as the Great Depression was ending and just before the United States entered World War II. It was a time when many of the families on the northern prairie still had no electricity or indoor plumbing. Telephones were on party lines and the railroad was still the great engine of transportation.
It is fourteen hundred miles from South Dakota to where I live and work now, in New York City, which has been my home for more than a quarter of a century. The mileage is the most imprecise measurement of the distance I’ve traveled in the forty years I’ve been gone. In recent years, as I’ve reached certain thresholds—the age of sixty, becoming a grandparent, contemplating the back third of my life and leaving the news anchor job—I’ve come to understand how important those early influences of family, place, and values were in making this life possible. I also know never to take any of this for granted, as I still live with the influences of failure as well as of success. In this book, I am on a journey of discovery, inspired in part by Lewis and Clark, who pushed into the grassy plains in 1804. My goals are of course far more modest. I am making my own way by looking back across the same landscape, trying to determine how I got from there to here. It has been for me an evocative and instructive expedition. I could not be the man I am today without the boy I was yesterday, in a far-off place and a long time ago.
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OUR WANTED GOAL IS FINALLY ATTAINED
AFTER TWELVE YEARS OF BEING TRAINED
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LETTER WINNERS
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Thomas Johu Brokaw

HAS COMLETED THE COURSE OF STUDY AS FRESCRIBED
Y THE BOARD OF EDUCATION FOR THE HIGH SCHoOL
DERARTMENT AND IN RECOGNITION OF MERITORIOUS
ATTAINMENTS IN SCHOLARSHIP IS AVARDED THIS

JOD MO @D L
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Student Council






OPS/images/Brok_9781588360830_epub_035_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Brok_9781588360830_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
A LONG WAY
FROM HOME

Growing Up in the American
Heartland

Tom Brokaw

ooooooooooo





OPS/images/Brok_9781588360830_epub_009_r1.jpg





