
Ben Hope

In 1925 there was very little government assistance for the
handicapped on the local level and none on the national level. There was a
county poor house but this was available only to those people who were
absolutely destitute with no relatives who could help them.

James Stanhope Love , born on a farm in western York county on
March 8, 1887, was never able to walk. He never went to school but was
very bright and somehow he learned to read and write. He labeled himself
self-educated in a letter to the Rock Hill Record in 1925.

Love, who used the pen-name Ben Hope, wrote that his father had
been dead for many years and he lived with his mother and sister in a
York mill village known as Lockmore. Later the family moved to the
Hawthorne-Hampshire Mill Village in Clover where his mother and sister
worked in the mill.

York county provided Love $3 a month for his upkeep. He saved as
much as possible and fervently hoped that he could earn enough money
from his writings to build a home that would be properly equipped for a
shut-in.

Love painted an attractive picture of himself, saying: "I tell my
story so often, so frankly, because of my real need; not because I am
selfish, mercenary, ungrateful. I am bright, cheerful, optimistic all of the
time... .happiness is a state of mind, a determination of will; not the
number, variety, quality of material possessions and one's capacity to
enjoy worldly pleasures."

Besides newspaper and magazine articles, by 1925 Love, as Ben
Hope, had written 5 books and numerous folders and tracts. His articles
frequently appeared in the Columbia newspaper "The State," Charleston's
"News and Courier," and Grit Magazine, a national weekly newspaper. The
writing was an achievement that impressed a number of people who sent
him money but there was never enough.

Love wrote that once a year on his birthday, March 8, he had a
"birthday letter party" in which he invited people from across the nation
to write him. From these people Love said he "learned about folks, things
and places." People sent him books, papers and magazines, stamps and
cash. He gladly accepted it all, assuring his benefactors that he would use
all contributions wisely.

Friends gave Love a wheelchair but he could only use it on the
outside. The inside doors were too narrow to accomodateit. In the house




