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FOREWORD

We called him "Dad". Nearly everyone else called him "Judge"
except Mother and a few intimate friends to whom he was known as "Rog".

Roger E. Chapin lived on this earth from 1890 to 1966 and to his
last gasp was full of wonder as to how in the span of a single life civil-
ization could undergo such tremendous changes.

Dad was a living example of the fact that a college or university
can only point the way to education. He graduated from Springfield High
School in 1908 and in 1911 entered Michigan Law School. In the intervening
time teaching eight grades in a country school provided his college educa-
tion, Having missed college, he never ceased to educate himself. He
devoured literature and possessed a never-ending devotion to improving his
understanding of nearly everything in the universe.

During World War II Dad and Mother were undoubtedly concerned for
our safety but it's plain he took pride in the fact that he had three sons
and all were serving, ome in each branch, John in the Army in Europe, Chick
in the Marines at Quantico and Okinawa, and Sam in the Navy somewhere in
the Pacific.

John was the first overseas, arriving in England in 1944 before
the invasion of Normandy. Aware that he was from a family of Anglophiles
he began sending long letters to Betsy describing England. Betsy forwarded
these to Dad who then undertook their general circulation. Chick, not to
be denied, produced some Baedeker-like reports on the Pacific, and Dad
found himself running a letter service for his sons.

Thus was born the '"Chapin Letter", If he had to spend the office
time and postage to send John and Chick's letters to everyone in the family
he might as well send along a letter of his own.

Some editorial consideration was given here to the inclusion of
the sons' letters in this volume since some Chapin Letters are not easily
understood without the supporting documents. For a variety of reasons,
not the least of which is expense, these have been omitted. We have in-
cluded one of Dad's letters which foreshadows the ''Chapin Letter" and
several post-war letters in a similar pattern.

The "Chapin Letter" became an immediate best seller and as its
fame increased more and more ''subscribers'", some of whom were not named
Chapin or related, were added to the list. The Chapin law office wasg fairly
taxed, in a day before Xerox, to produce many onion skin carbons, and woe
unto the man who received the last carbon. Alice Stewart frequently had to
produce eight copies in one run of the L. C. Smith. Dad's personal deadline
varied from Tuesdays through Thursdays, but many a late supper resulted at
the Stewarts' because, to Dad, the publication deadline was instantly after
the editorial one.

Through all the Chapin letters, through their humor, earthiness,
tragedy and happiness glows the single powerful, ebullient force of char-
acter of Mildred Katherine Armstrong Chapin, who married Dad in 1914 and
became the single great dominating factor in his life. Dad wrote the



Chapin letters but Dad and Mother together produced the Chapin Letters.
Without her, he was another good honest country lawyer. With her, he could
have been anything, President of the United States or King of England. He
didn't become President or King, but he achieved a great many things, the
most notable being the respect and admiration of nearly everyone who ever
met . him,

J. R. cl

C. A. C.
Sl J' c.

December, 1968
Springfield, Illinois
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CHAPIN & CHAPIN
Lawyers
First National Bank Building
Springfield, I1linois

July 12, 1944

Dear John:

Since you have been so good as to give us such marvelous reports on the
historic places you have visited I thought perhaps I should reciprocate and
tell you about a trip I made recently to a historic spot.

Yesterday I visited the old Illinois State House, of Lincoln's day, now used
as the County Building and housing the courts and other county offices at
Springfield, Illinois. It is located in the center of the business district
occupying an entire block, which area is referred to as '"The Square". The
building was originally of Greek design and built of native brown limestone
and in its early day must have presented a pleasing sight to the eye. Im
later years it underwent a unique transformation by being raised and having
the first story built under it which serves a dual purpose of a pedestal for
the o0ld capitol and furnishing offices for some of the county officers.

In the days when it served as the old State House each of the rooms had

some intimate association with Abraham Lincoln and today the legend of these
associations is still related to all interested visitors, the most important
being that Lincoln made his "House Divided Against Itself" speech in the old
House of Representatives, then on the second floor of the bullding, now the
Circuit Court Room on the third floor.

Inside the building I did not discover much to inspire awe and so I will
pass a description of the interior in favor of describing some of the exper-
iences I had on my trip. On the second floor landing I encountered the
County Judge, Harlington Wood, engaged in conversation with a negro. I
stopped to greet him and learned that the negro was inquiring when his case
would come up. The case, it seems, is a prosecution by the negro of a2 ta-
vern-keeper under the Civil Rights Act because the tavern-keeper refused to
sell beer to the negro, although he presented himself at the bar, ready,
able and willing to buy a bottle of beer and anxious to drink it. This was
the first time I had ever heard of a Springfield bar-keeper refusing to sell
a drink to anyone - in fact, from the reports I have heard I assumed that
men, women and children can and do buy drinks and I have even heard of a
man buying one for his dog. The beer in this case was poured out in a
saucer and enjoyed by the canine with as much relish as the humans exhibited.

Upon parting with Judge Wood I heard a loud noise coming from the direction
of the Probate Court and since I had some papers to file in the Clerk's
office I proceeded to enter, and I found Judge DeBoice delivering an im-
promptu campaign speech to two poor lawyers who could not get away. I
didn't follow the discussion too closely but from the few phrases I heard,
I gathered that he didn't like President Roosevelt and from the emphasis he
gave his remarks it seemed his dislike had reached a crisis in the DeBoice
mind and nervous system. T interrupted to say Good Morning and that I was

~1-



glad to see that America was still a free country where we could all say
what we pleased and then filed my papers and made a hasty exit.

This stop was only incidental to the main object of my trip, namely, to file
a petition in the Circuit Court. At this point it may interest you to know
what the petition was, and in order to explain this I prefer to start at a
point that will be familiar to you although this point is somewhat removed
from the point of the story. You will recall the old Fogarty Shoe Store,
operated by William Fogarty, who occasionally sold you shoes as a boy. One
of Mr. Fogarty's nephews, a Lt. John G. Fogarty was an aviator in the Air
Forces and was killed last summer while on 2 mission over Germany. He was
married and made a will leaving all of his property to his widow, whom I
represent. His property consists of his inheritance under the will of his
father, which inheritance was put in trust during the lifetime of his mot-
her. There is some question as to whether his interest in his father's
estate was a contingent interest and would go to the father's heirs or whet-
her' it was a vested interest and would go to his own heirs or devisees.
Representing his widow it is my contention that it was a vested interest

and passed to the widow by the will, and the petition I was bent on filing
was one in which she asked to intervene in the trust estate of the Senior
Fogarty and be substituted as a party and beneficiary in the place of her
husband.

The Circuit Court wasn't in session and as usual at such times the attachees
were engaged in idle conversation with a few lawyers who were on their way
in or out. There was old Herman Goering (no relation to Hitler's Luftwaffe
commander) who has grown old in the service of f£iling court papers; there
was 0llie Addleman, once upon a time Probate Clerk, once upon a time Revenue
Collector, and now Bailiff. O0llie too has aged considerably but always
greets me with some reference to bygone days in the Probate Court or to a
hunting trip, and thereby invites me to converse with him. Also present

was Mr. Krogdahl, the efficient court reporter, with his notebook in hand,
ready to step into service at a moment's notice if called to enter some
order by the Judge.

After casual salutations to all of these and having rather dexterously ex-
tricated myself from their invitations to discussion and argument I proceed-
ed to the Judge's chambers where I found Circuit Judge Lawrence E. Stone
enjoying a large El Producto cigar. He offered me one but since I couldn't
stay long enough to smoke it and feeling that walking away with the Judge's
cigar would not be an evidence of appreciation of his hospitality, I declin-
ed as graciously as I could. I don't like El Productos very well anyway,
but -1 hope that my refusal did not give evidence of this fact.

The business in hand required only the fixing of a day for the hearing in
my case and this did not take long. The Judge then inquired about both you.
and Chick and told me about his own soldier sons. After this short review
of the military situation I retired from the Judge's chambers and back
through the ancient court room without giving the matter of its history a
single thought — such is the way of human beings grown used to historic
scenes by everyday contact.

I found myself ringing for the elevator on the third floor of the old capi-~

tol building at exactly 12:05, but being unaware of the precise time did not
realize that the elevator boy (now a man of some 72 years) had gome to lunch.
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Since the elevator operator goes to lunch at 12:00 it has become necessary
for many of the employees in the Court House to go to lunch before 12:00

in order not to miss either their elevator or their lunch, which necessity
has produced a system which begins to empty the Court House as early as
11:30. I again find myself digressing from my trip and now resume where I
left off. After carefully surveying the situation there appeared only two
alternatives - either I must wait until 1:30 until the elevator man return-~
ed, or walk down two flights of stairs. Nelther of these was particularly
appealing, but walking downstairs seemed a little less annoying, and so I
elected upon this course. Upon reaching the second floor I heard the same
voice escaping from the Probate Court and I hurried on to the next landing
for fear I might be pressed into service as an audience - in fact, my effort
in getting out of the building was carried on at such a pace that one might
have imagined that the structure was on fire and I even indulged in this
bit of imagination myself. A few minutes later, however, found me back in
my office in the bank building and I found myself unconsciously taking a
glance out of the window back toward the Square. The Court House was still
standing and there was no smoke coming out, no crowds were gathered, people
were still passing leisurely along the streets in their summer attire -
which in Springfield means that the men were coatless and the women were
bareheaded and barelegged, that is excepting the Soldiers, Sailors, Wacs
and Lady Marines who are now seen frequently on the streets. Even the big
red, white and blue Fifth War Loan sign was still standing in the Court
House yard. I drew a sigh of relief and sat down at the desk - my adven-
turous trip was over thirty minutes after it began - much less time than
it has taken me to tell you about it, but I thought that you might be in-
terested to know what your native city looks like in July, 1944.

With love

SR

(o

——

CHAPIN LETTER
March 5, 1945

SAMUEL JAMES Sam's application has been forwarded to the U.S5.M.M. including
his photograph and various supporting papers. His essay was splendid and

if the Supervisor of the Merchant Marine knows his stuff, he will act on
this quickly so as to get first dibs on Samuel James. In my last letter I
referred to this service as the Merchant Marines and I have already had a
card upbraiding me on my error. I anticipate hearing from Chick this week
with another note of correction.

Incidentally, Aunt Mary Richardson loaned me a book "Purser's Progress"
which is a story by a chap who became a purser on a liberty ship. He tells
a very vivid story of the experiences of the ship and of all members of the
crew on the voyage to Africa. Included in the crew were two cadets. The
book is very well written and will be particularly worth while for Sam to

-3-



read if he can find a copy in the library.

JOHN John's mail is catching up and he tells us that he got twelve letters
from mother and me in one day, being letters that had been written in Decem-
ber and January. He is looking forward to getting a leave and he and Mar-
ghall Peter are planning to spend their leaves together first visiting an
English Estate for a few days and then going to the Southeast Coast of
England to what is known as the English Riviera., I trust there won't be
any bombs hitting in that neighborhood during his leave.

CHICK Chick received a shipment of Grandmother's cookies which she sent to
him about Christmas time and Grandmother was particularly delighted to know
that he got them and also to have them serve as an occasion for her to get
two extra letters from him. Chick had heard that Dr. Gould was going to
succeed Dr. Cowling as President of Carleton College and voiced complete
approval of the selection.

SAM'S TEACHERS I have had a couple of contacts with Sam's ex teachers re-
cently. The first one was Miss Adelia Metzger, or at least that use to be
her name a couple of years ago and she married a Lutheran Minister who was
an Arab by birth and who formerly lived in Palestine. 8ix years ago he
came to United States and studied at Concordia College and became a Lutheran
Minister. Miss Metzger was his English teacher and later married him. He
now has been assigned a church in Tea, South Dakota. Rev. Bahuth is a very
intelligent and well educated man and is very interesting and he presented
me with a little pamphlet he prepared entitled "Glimpses of Jerusalem" in
which he has answered the various questions people ask about his native
country. He has described them very well. Mrs. Bahuth's father was Mr.
Fred Metzger, who died recently, and I am locking after the estate for them.

I have also been having some negotiations with the men class room teachers
of Springfield in reference to representing them to the Board of Education
for the purpose of getting a better contract of employment. The committee
consists of Mr. Petefigh, Mr. Deffenbaugh, and Mr. Ruff. Sam will recog-
nize at least two of these men.

SIGNS OF SPRING Mother caught a cold Saturday which prevented her from
going to church on Sunday and you will understand that this also prevented
me from going. Zipper and I decided to take a walk in the park since it
was such a beautiful, warm day. We made quite a trip of it. On entering
the park we encountered three small boys with air guns banging away at
birds. They must have had some success as Days' English Setter and an
Trish Setter were with them and were much on the move. They seemed to be
firing in every direction and I was a bit uneasy that they might run out

of targets before I got past and expected about any moment to be stung with
a B.B. in some vital spot. Apparently they did not want to waste their
shots on anything a dog could not retrieve. At the duck pond, we saw the
usual gathering of parents and children feeding the ever hungry but over-
fed ducks. At the boat pond the water was spilling over the damn in a
generous flow and while I was standing there a man and boy got out of their
car with fighing rods and began preparations for fishing. I continued my
journey on around the park and upon reaching the south bridge I spied some
horses in the distance and in a few minutes five children rode by crossing
the road ahead of me. There were two horses in the group and three rather
attractive stock ponies. They had come along the bridal path until they
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reached the road and then in a Chapin boy manner, scampered off in various
directions unmindful of the soft ground, and the holes they were puncturing
in it. I journeyed on along the road and when I reached a place opposite
to the picnic grounds, a big fat robin lighted near me and hopped around
scolding me as though pedestrians had no right to be in the park. I did
not see any kites or games of marbles, nor did I see any little daffodils
poking their heads out of the ground, but even so the accumulative evidence
seemed to prove spring was not far away.

PRESBYTERTIAN FOUNDATION Last summer I helped Bill Hudnut draw up a trust

agreement and resolution for the Illinois Synod to manage an endowment fund
to be known as Presbyterian Foundation. The next notice I had about the
matter was about a month ago when I was advised that I had been named as
one of the fifteen trustees to manage the foundation. The trustees held
their first meeting at Bloomington last week and I was unlucky enough to he
elected chairman of the board. The machinery of the foundation is now com-
plete and in working order and all that remains to be done is to get some
money to take care of it. This is supposed to come in by the way of gifts
and if you see anyone who is interested, please have them communicate with
me.

Dean Gilkey of the Chicago University Chapel spoke at the Wednesday night
meeting of our church to which the Baptist church was also invited. By way
of introduction, he told a story of a preacher who held up by a highwayman,
explained that he did not have any money, that he was just a minister of
the gospel. The highwayman inquired as to what denomination he belonged to
and the preacher replied "Baptist". Whereupon the highwayman said 'Well,
hell, that's my religion too, you go on home Reverend, I wouldn't rob a
Baptist."

With love

-
—

CHAPIN LETTER

March 12, 1945

JOHN This week we received from Betty copies of two of John's letters
telling of a 300 mile jeep trip he and Captain Perrin made on "business".
John and Marshall Peter are probably now enjoying their leave together
somewhere in England.

Last week Uncle Amos called my attention to an item in the Army Navy Journal
advising that the Judge Advocate's Department was desperate for lawyers to
take the course in the school at Ann Arbor and be commissioned. I immed-
iately sent John word about this. The only joker in the announcement was
that they wanted lawyers 28 or over but Uncle Amos said to pay no attention
to this requirement as it probably didn't mean anything or at least there
were doubtless plenty of exceptions to it. In my letter to John I suggested
that he and Betty apply for their old apartment at Ann Arbor.
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CHICK We have had a report from Chick written after his birthday which in-
dicates that some little notice was taken of this event in the Sclomon

Isles although the occasion wasn't fortified by a baked ham from home such
as he celebrated his last birthday at Carleton with. He also tells of meet-
ing a number of his old Quantico friends at a reunion but didn't say where.
We assume that the First Division Marines are stationed on a number of adja-
cent islands and that they occasionally get together by ferrying from one
place to another.

SAMUEL JAMES We received a letter from the Supervisor of the Merchant
Marine Cadet Corps advising that Sam's application was receiyed and in pro-
per form and requesting that he not write to them any lettersg of inquiry
about it as on account of the man-power shortage they would be unable to
answer and that it would be acted on in due time. Warren Jackman, who has
been in the Cadet Corps for a year, is home on leave and I have an appoint-
ment to see him today and possibly I may learn something from him as to how
best to get action. I have not written to Ev Howell as yet because I wanted
to talk with Jackman first.

PILFERING GROCERIES The food situation being what it is, scant, Mother and
I finally got around to confiscating the food supply John and Betty left
stored in the basement, which they said we might use. Our haul included
some Spry and more Spry, Crisco, Duff's Cake Flour, canned pympkin, sweet
corn, salmon, tuna-fish, fruit salad, and a two-pound can of baked ham and
a jar of raspberry jam. The last two items are the only oneg we have opened
yet and one of thege produced a surprise and the other a shock. On opening
the ham the juice squirted in my eye. The can was only slightly swollen
and although the label said "Perishable, keep in refrigerator" we still had
hopes that two years in the besement had not worked against the contents.
We haven't yet decided whether to try this little pig or not,. While meat
is scarce I have only one life to live and I hesitate to lose 1t on over-
ripe ham. I think the best plan would be to try it out on Zipper. If he
can survive a sample of it probably we can too and if he doesn't recover
our neighbors will probably love us better as Zipper has again taken to
staying out all night and then giving a prolonged serenade about 2:00 in
the morning.

The raspberry jam was opened by Mother and out jumped a green snake about
3 feet long. Mother jumped farther than the snake. Who would have supposed
that John or Betty would have planted a booby trap like this in their food

supply!

COCKATOOS You may remember that one of our crested cockatoo bookends fell
off the table some time ago and knocked off pieces of his crest. These
broken feathers have been demanding attention for quite a while and last
night I opened up a cockatoo beauty shop and gave this bird a crest bob.
The job was done with a pocketknife instead of a scissors since the material
I was working on was soapstone. After a couple of hours of carving I fin-
ally got the crest down to a symmetrical shape and since I have never seen
a hen cockiatoo I have contented myself with imagining that this particular
bird now resembles the female of the species. At least, it looks modest
enocugh to pair off with the gay cockatoo which is yet unbroken. As a fin-
ishing touch I added a little of Chick's watercolors to the carved parts
of the crest. One might in a generous moment go so far as to say that I
have really improved these ornaments by making a real pair of them.
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JIMMY DURANTE ON OPERATING A RIDING ACADEMY In last week's radio program

Jimmy Durante and Jerry Moore were operating a riding stable, Jimmy relat-
ed: 'We started our stable with one horse and the business has been so good
that we now have 20 horses, and oh boy, are we cleaning up".

MISCELLANEQUS NEWS

The McKelveys have heard that one of Franklin's crew members is in a Jap
prison and they have renewed their hopes that Franklin too may be a prisomer.

Warren Suckow is reported as a German prisoner.

Converse Staley told us that he is planning to import 300 laborers from
Haiti.

Sam will get his Easter vacation after all and will be home about 5 days.

Yesterday we packed a box of cigars for John and the Polish book "Secret
State'" for Chick, which Mother will mail today.

We had dinner with Amos and Mary Richardson Friday night at the Leland.
Our choice of meats was limited to fish or chicken as no steaks or chops
were to be had. Later we learned that the Republican Committeemen were
having a banquet at the same time on the second floor and that steaks
were had by all. Amos and Mary are planning to go back to the farm for
the summer in about two weeks.

Mr. and Mrs. Merry of Taylorville called on us last Sunday and wanted to
be remembered to each of you.

Saturday afternoon Mother and I did a little raking in the front yard and
among the leaves I raked up a dollar bi1l. T have always claimed that
these things did not grow on trees but perhaps I was wrong after all.

I am sending copiles of my typewritten letters to John and Betty, Chick, and
Sam, so there is no need of your forwarding these to each other.

With love

S
——

CHAPIN LETTER

March 19, 1945

THE NEWS FROM DISTANT FRONTS OR THE ABSENCE THEREOF. There was no word
this week from John, who has been on a ten day leave, but we will be look-
ing forward to a report on his vacation. There was no word from Betty
either and we assume that Minneapolis people are working her overtime cash-
ing thedir bonds.




Chick has sent a few suggestions about John's house which I will mention
later. He managed to find time between the many duties he has to read

"A Tree Grows in Brooklyn" and liked it very much. Mother also had read it
and she liked it too, so they find they have enjoyed the same thing in spite
of the expanse of the Pacific.

Samuel James is still waiting for the acceptance of his Merchant Marine ap-
plication. In a letter from Evan Howell received today he says there are
no vacancies for deck cadets but are some for engine cadets and I am sending
this letter to Sam.

MORE SIGNS OF SPRING. Our neighborhood was buzzing with industry yesterday.
Gene Day raking, Eilmer Baum cleaning up the gulley, Gene talking constantly
to Elmer from yard to yard, Hawthornes tidying up a bit, the whole Riefler
family raking, Bill Dellert patting his yard, Costas getting out their pic-
nic bench, the Vredenburgh children and their friends on roller-skates,
Butch Graham resuming his appearances from the direction of our incinerator,
winter leaves on the white oak trees coming down, and the park ducks roaming
in the neighborhood yards to nest. Even Mother and I have been out with our
rakes. Spring hasn't come yet to the people who front on Orendorff Street.
Possibly the cold winds off of the duck pond make them oblivious to the
signs of spring about them. Along about May when the grass is a foot high
they will doubtless discover that the leaves which did not blow over into
our yard are still in theirs.

MORE ABOUT JOHN'S HOUSE. Face-lifting has started. Floyd Dodd and his crew
of 3 were busy last week taking out two dead trees and four volunteer heaven
trees, cleaning gutters, moving and repairing garage, re-grading the yard
and trimming the shrubs. Next week the chimney will be repaired and a blue-
black asphalt shingle roof goes on. Walter Canfield is making his estimate
on a white coat paint job. The inside decoration will be postponed but we
may get some kitchen cabinets as I understand there are some prewar items

on hand at celling prices.

Chick's suggestions are also under consideration. These include taking out
center lights to make head room for John, measuring basement for chicken
brooder capacity, and providing pigeon houses and rabbit hutches in the back
yard. While considering these a few more have occurred to me, guch as con-
verting the area under the back porch into a Springer spaniel kennel with a
closet for an old shoe and a tennis ball, placing elk horns on the gable of
the front porch, and fixing up 22 rifle target range in the basement.

One of the rear bedrooms might be fixed up in a style suggested by John and
Chick's rooms. This would include papering with horse pictures, putting
crossed stable broom and pitchfork over the door; comfortable seats would
be provided by a few bales of straw appropriately placed about the room.

For added atmosphere a few horsey knick-knacks could be hung or laid around,
such as a curry comb, sweat scraper, cribbing halter, martingale, cattle
whip and western hat. On special occasions real atmosphere could be added
by a spray of ammonia mixed with Sloan's Liniment, or maybe just leaving a
pair of John's old riding shoes around would answer. B

MISCELLANEOUS MEWS. Charles Miller's ship took him to Saipan where he saw
his brother Bob. Ed Chapin is still in school in Florida. Tony Day is now
past 18 and it is too late for him to get in the Navy unless they change
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their rules, therefore he expects to be drafted soon. He will be here for
Easter and will see Sam. His mother said that he wrote her about some boy
who he said was his best friend "Except Sam'". Mrs. Wood has baked a fruit
cake for Chick but because it wasn't as good as her last one she wasn't
going to send it. We took a sample of its twin brother and it seemed re-
markably good to me and I haven't been on a dehydrated food diet. She
finally said she would send it but with a note of reservation in her voice.
Junior, we learned, is fine, but that was the extent of the news release
on him.

TIN CAN COLLECTION., Yesterday was again tin can collecting day. Boxes

and baskets of cans were in front of almost every house awaiting collection
and delivery to the detinning plant. It's too bad that they can't use old
glass in the war, then our neighborhood would really shine. I'll bet Normy
Broadwell alone would furnish a truck-load of empties.

COUSIN FANNIE HOLBROOK. We called on Cousin Fannie one night last week to
return a book. She was bitterly bemoaning the anatomical meaning which has
been attached to her imnocent name. The next moment she was describing a
beautiful chaise longue which she was longing for. She mentioned it to ome
of her dearest friends who remarked that it would not be suitable to her
type and temperament. ''Well", said Fannie, "What would you suggest as suit-
able?". The friend replied "A motorcycle would suit you exactly".

ADVICE FROM THE JUDGE ADVOCATE GENERAL'S OFFICE FOR JOHN. I today have a
letter from the office of the Judge Advocate General which states that the
Army regulations require that applicants for JAG Officer Candidate School
must have attained their 28th birthday and that this age limitation has not
been waived in any case. "Under the circumstances an application if sub-
mitted by your son could not be favorably considered". This seems to put

a crimp in the suggestions T made to John a couple of weeks ago.

With love

oS-
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CHAPIN LETTER

March 26, 1945

SAMUEL JAMES. I learned that a whole flopd of boys from all over the coun-
try seem to have applied for deck cadetships in the Merchant Marine with
the result that there is no possible opening as deck cadet before Sam's
birthday. In consequence Sam has decided to enlist in the Navy about May
1st. Mother made inquiry at the Navy recruiting office and finds that the
Navy too is being flooded with applications for enlistments. They have so
many that they do not get around to call the accepted applicants for about
two months after enlistment. This gitvation suggests that the Navy may
soon have to curtail or banish enlistments. Since the Navy is Sam's choice
he may want to consider enlisting at the time he is home for his Easter
vacation in order to make sure that he will get in. He could doubtless
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go back to Northfield and finish his semester before he is called.

CHICK. Chick has now read the original story on which "Home in Indiana"
was based and tells us that in the book the scene was laid in New Jersey.
"Home in Indiana" seems to fit most any place. Chick has been using his
spare time mending his gear with rusty needles. He has some new ones on
the way from Betsy which he plans to keep in a pill bottle full of oil. A
copy of the overseas Time arrived from Chick. I think I shall specify it
in my next subscription.

BEITY. Betty likes the house on Vine Street very much, or at least our
reports on it. In fact, Betty likes most everything and everybody and maybe
this is one of the reasons everybody likes her. She was planning to see

Sam last Saturday night when he expected to go to Minneapolis to see the

Ice Carnival.

JOHN. John's leave is over and it must have been successful. Two shipments
of picture cards from Paignton have arrived, one of them being views of
Deacon Samuel's church, with which John and Marshall Peter were much im-
pressed. John writes that he too has read "A Tree Grows in Brooklyn". The
English edition, however, was called "A Tree in the Yard".

SIGNS OF EASTER. In the Grant Store window white rabbits are hopping about
priced at $1.59 each. If the Chapin Rabbit Raising Company could have
gotten prices like these we would have all been in clover as the rabbits
got out of it.

The weather has been so beautiful that most women couldn't put off wearing
their new chapeaux until Easter. They have been showing up, in fact, ever
since St. Patrick's Day.

MILL TAVERN. Saturday night we went out with the Woods to the Mill Tavern
for dinner. About 500 other people did too. The parked cars reminded one
slightly of the State Fair. We arrived about 7:30 and from our parking
place got a good view of the Pillsbury Mill which was going full force.
Every room was lighted and it was rather impressive. Once inside we were
quickly seated as Mr. Cohen, the proprietor, looks after judges and ex-
judges. He must have thought, however, that we just came in for a rest

as it was a full hour before a waitress showed up and within another half
hour we began to get food and were out by a quarter of 10:00. Among the
guests whom you might know were Henry Lyons and Ross Weller. Henry appar-
ently came in a car as we did not see any saddle horses tethered outside.
Mr. Weller had been enjoying too much of the Stitzel Weller product and our
speculation about him was not as to how he got there but as to how he would
get home,

CIRCUIT JUDGES. Nominations were made Saturday by the conventions for can-—
didates for Circuit Judges. The Democrats nominated the present judges,
Stone, Hemphill and Wright. The Republicans put up Alf Greening and a
couple of lawyers from other counties. Republicans are hard for me to
figure out at times. Maybe they think there is some kind of a prize for
getting second place.

PROOF OF SPRING. Mr. Spaulding, the asparagus man, had an ad in the paper
yesterday which read something like this: '"Help, Help, Help. Asparagus
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cutters wanted. Full time or part time. Crop will be ready for cutting
in 10 days. Top wages paid. Good food will be wasted if patriotic people
do not apply".

Yesterday our bird tray came down and the bird bath was set up. With the
coming of spring and imsects the birds can rustle for their own food. All
I1'11l furnish is the drinks.

MOTHER TAKES A TRIP. On Saturday Mrs. Fisher, a friend of Mother's had to
drive to St. Louis to take her child to an eye doctor and Mother and Mrs.
Stuart Robinson went along. Mother had a nice visit with Rachel Irwin, did
a little shopping, and was back at 6:00 in time for the Mill Tavern event.

THE WAR. We here are all excited over what 1s termed the Big Push, or as
Mr. Churchill called it "The Heave". If Germany holds out until Sam's
birthday I will be surprised. Events have already put the Japs in a near
panic and when the war is over in Europe their panic is going to be real.
They are like a truck stalled on a railroad track with the train coming at
them - can't get the truck off and the only way to stop the train would be
to flag it down, in their case, with a white flag. I know these 1deas are
not shared by military people but nevertheless this is what I believe is
going to happen.

With love
S

C

iy

CHAPTN LETTER
Samuel James Edition

April 3, 1945

SAM ARRIVES HOME. About 4:30 last Wednesday the telephone rang. "Hello
Pop', says Sam, "Is anybody going to come down and get me or shall T take

a taxi?" 'What do you think?" says I. "OK" replied Sam, "I'll be coming
right along." 1In about 15 minutes the front door sprung open with a force
which suggested that a depth bomb had gone off in our front yard. "Hi,
folks, Samuel James speaking" announced in a loud tome of voice. Mother
and I got up for a visit with our freshman, which visit soon gravitated to
the kitchen where Sam could raid the icebox conveniently. At a time like
this a boy who talks with sweeping gestures works under somewhat of a hand-
icap and his audience receives more excitement through the eye than the
ear. Milk bottles and graham crackers swung through the air in great arcs
as Sam conversed between gulps and bites. We discovered that graham crac-
kers do not give off the smooth even spray of whipped cream but make a kind
of a pebble-dash effect.

When the icebox was empty we started back to bed, at least Mother and I
did. Sam tried out a few records on the Magnavox, presumably thinking to
put us to sleep with music, but it was not the right kind of music. Fin-
ally just before daybreak he was ready to retire and switched off the
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lights in his room, and for a moment I felt the stillness of night again
overtake us. But this moment was short, for there immediately arose a

roar from Sam's room which made me feel he had been caught in a bear-trap.
"Holy Boley, you can't do this to me! Where is my old mattress? At least
it was smooth, what are these lumps doing in here? I want my old mattress
back!" Mother tried to explain that they were not lumps but tufts and that
the new mattress was the finest obtainable, but her efforts were entirely
drowned by Samuel's shouting "I won't stand for it. It ain't fair to steal
a boy's mattress while he's away. These lumps will be the death of me:"

I expected the police to arrive at any moment since all the windows were
open, and I'm sure the neighbors thought that we had installed some new
kind of torture apparatus that was highly efficient. Quiet finally settled
over our house. If the police did come they were frightened away again -
or perhaps our neighbors have become so immune to night noises with Zipper's
barking that the event made no impression on them.

SAM JOINS THE NAVY. Sam's arrival home was two days early to make doubly
sure of getting in the Navy and he applied on Wednesday and was sworn in
Thursday afternoon as an apprentice seaman. His orders read: "You are

now on active duty. You will proceed to your home at 1241 West Vine Street
and upon reaching there you will be on inactive duty until further notice".
He probably will not be called for about nine weeks due to the backlog of
recruits they have in Springfield. He will therefore go back to school on
Wednesday of this week and probably get to finish his freshman year. When
called he will be sent to Great Lakes for boot training and assignment.

He looks forward to being a coxswain or possibly even to being a bos'nsmate.

MOTHER WILL VISIT CARLETON. Sam's plans being now settled Mother will de-
finitely go to Carleton for the May Fete. She will take Grandmother up to
Aunt Ella‘'s on May 17th and will of course see Betty while there. Maybe
she and Mrs. Payton will go to the May Fete together. Mother has a new
outfit especially for the occasion - a gray flannel Davidow suit with yel-
low pencil stripes. The stripes go North and Scuth on the skirt but on the
coat they go East and West, convict style. There is something to match
that passes for a hat which is decorated with a long feather. At the base
of the feather a curl off a drake's tail has been added and this is tinted
yellow to match with the pencil stripe. She took it all out for a shake-
down cruise on Easter Sunday and returned to port without any mishap. The
general effect is that one of Saks Fifth Avenue's models has stepped right
out of a New Yorker magazine and was hurrying off somewhere so that she
would not be late.

SAM'S DEPENDENTS. The day after Sam enlisted I got a letter from the Navy
congratulating me on my son's enlistment and advising that the Navy takes
a great personal interest in the dependents of their enlisted men. They
enclosed a pamphlet for my enlightenment describing all of the advantages
that were to accrue to me. Sam seemed to have taken it for granted that
he had a right to open any mail that came to our house from the United
States Navy and when I got home I found him in stitches of laughter, sug-
gesting that I might now safely retire since he was shouldering the respon-
sibility henceforward. He had to pay for this bit of bravado, however,
for today when in need of a few frogskins Mother was the one who made the
touch for him.

EATING. We'll probably be eating tripe, brains and liver until the 4th of
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July as the really choice parts of the fatted calf have been coming on the
table during Sam's vacation. Zazel has added to the meat course a few de-
licacies concocted from secret recipes, all of which have made us temporar-
ily forget about rationing.

UNCLE'S PARTY. Doctor, now Colonel Barker and his new wife were weekend

guests of Uncle's. Barker is the head of hospital unit and has been 2%
years in Africa, Sicily, Italy and France, He is a top-flight doctor and
I am sure has been doing a good job. They stopped to see us Saturday night
late and then on Sunday night Uncle had a party for about 16 at his cabin.
As was to be expected the rain poured down all afterncon and night. The
party went about as usual - Anna presiding in the food department working
up to the cook's climax of getting everything ready for a given hour and
minute, and Uncle constantly changing the time as he found new customers
for his bottled specialties. Supper finally came with baked ham, potato
salad, rye bread, cheese and coffee. After this Barky showed his travel
pictures with Unc acting as assistant narrator and master of superlatives.
The climax of the evening came at going home time. The Thomases, following
a long established precedent, went first, but not far. They came in two
cars and Nanette got stuck coming in and going out they did it over again
but this time did a more thorough job. About 10:00 I decided that it was
time for us to start but my Plymouth does not back up hill well in the mud
and required quite a bit of hand power, which was furnished by the other
men guests. By this time everybody had decided it was time to go and the
pushing crew moved from car to car, getting them started on their way.

Sam acted as a sort of top sergeant of this pushing brigade since he had
quite a bit of weight to throw around and especially since it constituted
more of a naval than a land operation.

EASTER SUNDAY. Easter Sunday started off with the hiding of Easter eggs
about the house even though Samuel James was the only hunter. He hunted
with a faked enthusiasm that was commendable. We all went to church and
although we arrived quite early we had to take chairs up in the amen cormer.

Grandmother was with us as usual for Sunday dinner. She brought with her

a bag of cookies she had baked for Easter and took home some of Zazel's
biscuits and a hunk of angel food cake. Grandmother had seen some colored
chickens down town the day before and couldn't figure out how they got

that way. Sam insisted that they had merely hatched from colored Easter
eggs, but I argued that they fed the hens with feed colored with Rit.
Grandmother observed that if Sam and I didn't occasionally speak the truth
it would get so that people would doubt us at all times ard she thought
this deserved our serious consideration. We then opened up a two pound box
of delicious chocolates which Betsy had sent for Easter and quickly reduced
it to one pound. On Monday the empty box was put away for future use.
Grandmother too received a box of candy from Betsy, all nice soft chocolates
which are no problem at all for her choppers.

LAWYERS' GOSSIP. One of Springfield's madams of East Jefferson Street
died last week and left a will which was like the kiss of death for certain
notables hereabouts. She gave Chief of Police Healy her house and her Lin-
coln Zephyr car. To Pete Sullivan she gave a 6 carat diamond ring. (Pete
was once a cigar store clerk for Eddie Knox, was later Chief of Police,
and is now Director of the State Department of Public Safety, including
highway police and penal institutions. He 1is also the recent purchaser
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of Bob Miller's residence). To Dr. Henkle she gave a bronze floor lamp,
to Herman Cohn (her lawyer) her jewelry except the six carat ring, her

wine-glasses, etc. This was all hush-hush as far as the newspapers are
concerned but the Probate Clerk has been kept busy showing the document
to curious souls and I hear that copies are now being passed about town.

JOHN. A nice long letter came from John, much of which was filled with
advice for Samuel James and all of which he has ignored, as was to be
expected.

CHICK.. Chick's letter with a lot of clever nautical lingo fortunately
came while Sam was here to explain it to us. If it hadn't been for Sam I
would have had to go down to the Leland Bar and impress a sailor into ser-
vice as an interpreter.

T had intended to include some quotations from both Chick's and John's
letters but I do not have them with me and they will keep for another week.

BETTY. Betty entertained Sam last week-end. This included the Ice Follips
and a picture show and an especially good time.

MISCELLANEOUS. Yesterday we saw Phil Carruthers who was home on leave.

I an now in the process of stamping the top edge of all of my law books
with Chapin & Chapin stamp lest some borrowing lawyer forget where he ob-
tained the loan.

A robin is building a nest on a limb overhanging the street right in front
of our house. Yesterday he found a large price-tag and was carrying it by
the string, which made him look much more comical than one would imagine.
He finally flew up to his nest with this tag. I presume he is going to
pretend to other robins that it was a custom made nest that he purchased
at a very high price.

With love

-

ey

CHAPIN LETTER

April 9, 1945

CHICK. We have concluded that Chick is in on the Okinawa invasion. This
is based upon the following premises: In the April 3rd Tribune there was
a story in which the reporter told of thumbing a ride onto the beach in
an amphtrack with Lt. Dick Woods of Lincoln, Illinois, who was overseeing
the landing of his battery. Dick Woods is a friend of Chick's and is in
the 11th Marines. Second, we knew that the Third, Fourth and Fifth Mar-
ines had been at Iwo Jima and were probably not back in action and this
only left the First, Second and Sixth Division to be there. Third, I
talked with Captain Foster of the Marine Corps who is stationed here, who
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explained that an amphiblous corps was made up of three divisions and that
these divisions could be assigned in or out of the corps and he had deducted
since there was a corps on Okinawa that it meant there were three divisions
there, and that these had to be the First, Second and Sixth.

So while we were hunting Easter eggs last Sunday morning our Chick was land-
ing on the beaches at Okinawa to hunt little yellowbellied Japs. From the
reports we get the landing was a most fortunate one with slight resistance,
and with such a break to start with, made certain that the Americans will
stay there, as their advance since that time was proved. Okinawa will be
an important stepping stone in the Jap war and Easter Sunday will be of
historic importance. What is most important to us for the moment, however,
is that among the thousands of brave boys who landed there was our Chick,
and his friends. There was probably also Bob Miller in the Second Division
and Tommy Quintrell under Gemeral Arnold. Needless to say we are watching
the papers and listening to the radio for all available news. 1In the Chic-
ago Sun today there was an article by Ernie Pyle who landed with the Marines
and he overheard ome Marine remark, '"This landing is just 1like a General
MacArthur landing". We are keeping a file of the New York Times and the
Tribune which Chick will probably like to have.

It is not clear yet just what theory the Japs had about Okinawa but it is
certain that something went wrong with their plans for this was an island
they could ill afford to lose and they must have planned to defend it vi-
ciougly. Even now we hear that the defense has stiffened up on the South
end but the Marines seem to be going Northward without much let-up so far.

I mentioned last week that I would include a quotation from Chick's salty
letter and here it is:

"Has Sam started to get salty vet in preparation for his cruise?
Thanking you for the shakedown you gave his new sack, referring
to pictures on the bulkheads,; rugs on the decks, complaining of
the height of the overhead (he'd better practice ducking too,)
dogging down the door in the forward passageway after letting
Zipper aboard, bringing his small craft smartly alongside the
portside accommodation ladder when returning from a shore leave
date, taking the amidship ladder into the hold for a shower,
eating chow in the wardroom, setting his watch by the ship's
chronometer situated just aft of the starboard stack to? I
daresay he could carry on in this vein."

SAMUEL JAMES. Sam has returned to college and stopped off in Chicago to
make some observations of the Navy. He was much distressed at the ineffi-
cient way some of the things were done and observed that he was afraid he
was going to have quite a job getting those boys straightened out once he
gets 1n.

JOHN. There was 2 V-mail from John this week describing some of his trip
on his vacation leave but no record of current events so we assume all is
well, John's house now has its new roof on and the bookcases are installed
and things are now waiting for the painter, who will doubtless eventually
get around to Vine Street.

LETTER FROM ZIPPER. The following is translated from tracks Zipper has
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left about the house:

"Yap, vap, yap! That means hello to all you boys in dog language. You
probably will alsc be surprised to hear from me but the truth is, I am
dying for someone to talk to and I miss you fellows more than you kmnow.
At first I didn't quite understand what happened to make you all move

away from here but bit by bit I picked up from my master's conversation,

from the radio and from the pictures in the papers which I examine in
the basement in my hours of confinement there, that there is a war
going on and a lot of shooting is happening somewhere. This all seems
very terrible to me. The war is bad enough but I gather from some of
the pictures I see that they have even got dogs in this war and from
what I read these war dogs are especially brave and are intelligent
and well trained. When I think about all of this I am glad to have
my many deficiencies. I don't usually talk about them but now they
seem to be assets.

Of course you all know I am under-sized and over-aged. Then I have
that fractured hip I got in trying to beat a car across the intersec-
tion, and since you all left I have gone blind in one eye. Boy, I'm
a 4-F on 4 sure counts. These are the excuses I give for not being a
war dog when we neighborhood dogs get together to talk things over.
The truth of the matter is, however, as you well know, that I af not
tempermentally fit to be a war dog. I'm not a coward at all as far
as other dogs are concerned and you never saw me turn my tail even
for the biggest of them, but when it comes to gunpowder I just can't
take it and I don't see how you human beings stand it. You will re-
member how I would tremble for days from the 4th of July shooting of
firecrackers, how thunder-storms sent me scurrying to the basement,
and how even your cracking of cattle whips made me hide behind the
davenport. I'm just plain gun-shy and I am glad my more obvious
defects completely disqualify me so I can avoid having to admit of
this nervous weakness to my curious friends.

You may be interested to know how I manage to spend my time since you
left. In general it is pretty much of the same old routine with some
variations, of course. My usual day begins with my release from the
basement (of course, on the nights when I stay out my day begins when-
ever morning overtakes me). I first make a round of the neighborhood,
barking like mad just for exercise. After that I stir up a rabbit or
two and give chase but this usually results in me going in one direc-
tion and the rabbit in the other. My nose is not what it used to be
and it never was very good. With my sight failing I depend mostly

on sound and the rabbits in Orendorff Place don't wear hobnail shoes.
The fact is I never have caught a rabbit and I don't know exactly what
I would do if I did. I make about 3 rounds of the duck pond per day
and it is great fun to scare the Hell out of those park ducks, and to
see them run and flop in the water. I chase robins too but this is
pretty dull. Of course I call on my friends Julia, Schnitzel, Nosey,
Day's English Setter, and Catron's Irish Setter, and we talk over the
neighborhood news but this is all small talk and I do not go in for
much of it. Then I come back to 1241 and take a rest in the middle
of the street. I get a big kick out of this. Trucks and cars come
rushing along and have to slam on their brakes or swerve out to miss

me and T just lie there as unconcerned as though I was at the back doorx.

16—

(TR

ITEIEE,

[1iMsdiad

)




=2 ) B 1

You should hear some of the language those people use when they nearly
wreck their cars, and the looks they give me! Sometimes I stay there
for hours just watching. People think I'm nuts but I 1like the feel of
the cold pavement on my belly with the sun shining on me. I can pick
out a certain green Chrysler and a certain gray Plymouth when they are
a block away and I beat it into the yard to see who has come. Nowadays
it is only the Mister and Missus but last week when Samuel James showed
up I could have bitten my tall for joy if it had only been longer. It
wag kind of like old times for a week but then he was gone again. I've
seen some Navy mail around the house since and I assume now that he's
going to be farther away too. Wherever you all are I want you to know
that there is hardly a day I don't lie there in the street locking dowm
East watching and waiting.

There is only one duty I perform regularly. The old man likes to have
me go with him when he and the Missus take a walk. I play up to him
here and make a big thing out of it - it flatters him like everything.

I go walking a lot of times when I really don't care about it myself
but I figure by making a big gush about it I can get away with a lot

of other things and believe me, I do. In fact, I do about as I damn
please most of the time. They all get pretty mad at me for some things,
such as coming in with muddy feet, barking and not minding, but I have
figured out that they won't do anything drastic about it on account of
you boys.

This war has upset me a great deal and as a result I do some pretty
crazy things which I would never have dreamed of before and which are
quite out of keeping with my earlier behaviour. I stay out all night

a lot of times and bark under people's windows just for the hell of

it. On these nights when my master calls I run like the dickens in the
opposite direction and then bark harder than ever. I don't know why I
do these things but at times I just don't give a damn - I get so lone-
some. Of course there are still three people in the house and they are
really good to me but they don't get down on the floor with me or run
and frolic like you fellows did. I hear a lot about rationing nowadays
too, but the rationing in the dining-room is nothing compared with what
has happened to my pan at the back door. There hasn't been a steak
bone in it for months except when Sam was home on vacation. In fact,

I don't get any scraps from the table any more and it's been so long
since I have had a raw egg that I've forgotten what they taste like.
You ought to see the stuff they put in my pan - it's just ground-up
tankage and crackers and smells exactly like glue. If they didn't put
a little skimmed milk on it I swear I couldn't get near it. In former
days if the picking was scarce at home there was always some neighbor
who would toss me a bone or there were garbage cans where I could find
some choice bits, but believe me Orendorff garbage cans are slim pick-
ing now. Another annoyance is that my dog neighbors raid my pan for
part of my dinner, such as it is. Nowadays they slip up on my blind
side and are in the pan before I see them but I make them scatter once
I know they are there.

I used to worry about my looks. People who came to the house would say
"Zipper looks so mild and innocent, like he couldn't do anything bad".

This used to annoy me greatly but as I have gotten older I have become

reconciled to the way I look as you will observe from the following
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doggerel of mine:

When I get wet from rain or dew

I'm sure to catch hell from Miss Eskew,

So I say to myself as I scratch on the door
I could be worse, I might catch more -

It could be a kick or even a broom

For the mud I track in the living room,

But since a few harsh words are the extent
0f what they administer as punishment

I merely whine and appear a little sad

The warm basement really isn't so bad;

I crawl down the stairs looking quite abused,
But really, fellows, I'm terribly amused

EEm ([

At the things I get away with right under their eyes &
If they knew the half they'd be surprised!

So I have learned to be content

With my looks so meek and innocent :]
They always get me out of the messes I get in

While the big fierce dogs have to take it on the chin! :]

Well, this about covers the news about me. I used to envy you boys and
other people too with all the things you have and all the things you

can do, but since I've learned about the war and the crazy things human
beings are doing in it damned if I'm not glad I'm a dog. |

Affectionately, [
ZIPPER"
With love &
C ]

CHAPIN LETTER

April 16, 1945 i

CHICK. Needless to say our thoughts and prayers have been mostly with
Chick during the last two weeks. It now has been definitely announced that
the First Division of Marines is engaged on Okinawa. We also learned that
when the Japanese resistance in the South end of the island got tough the —
Marine Artillery was transferred to the Southern line to join the Army Ar-
tillery in shelling the Japs. Also engaged in shelling them are Naval guns L
and in addition to this our planes are bombing them from above. The Japs
in turn have been using the heaviest artillery fire so far used by them in
the Pacific. This duel has now been going on for tem days. I suppose a 3
true artilleryman could read all of this objectively and see in it an ar-
tilleryman's dream come true, a classic battle on a static line, continued -
until one side gives way. My experience in the Artillery only got to the
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point of seeing a 3 inch gun taken apart (not put together or fired) and

so I never think of myself as an artilleryman. Even if I did I could not
be objective about the present battle with all our brave boys in there and
especially Chick. To me it is a very personal affair and every casualty

is a sacrifice which some fine chap made for his country and for me. About
the ultimate outcome there can be no doubt with America's superior weapons
and their more superior skill, and with our endless supply of shells while
the Jap supply is just what they have now (When they're gone there ain't
gonna be no more).

The news reporting on the battle has been fairly good in our local, papers
but of course they do not give us the details we are most interested in.
In the absence of such details Mother and I picture Chick as unhurt and
well and in there doing a hard, dirty and dangerous job and doing it just
like all the things he ever did, excellently., We anxiously wait the con-
clusion of the battle and to hear from him again.

JOHN. We had a typewritten letter from John after the manner of my owm.

Since ours was a carbon I assume that one went to Betsy and possibly one

to Chick. We also had a V-mail from John asking for a World Telegram En-
cyclopedia which we will try to get this week and send to him.

Bill Hunt received John's letter about sending remittances to the First
Federal., This will work all right and any remittances they receive will
be credited to John's account. I believe I sent the account books to Betty.
If there are going to be new deposits she might return one of the books to
me and I will have Mr. Hunt enter the deposits in it as they are made.
However, if the book is not here they will issue receipts to me for the
deposits.

I also note John's comment that Betty's smaller envelopes get to England
quicker than the size I have been using. 1 will try the smaller ones.
Regarding the broken Schaeffer fountain pen, John should remember that
there 1s a lifetime guarantee on those and no matter how broken it is if
the pieces are returned to the Schaeffer Company they will either fix it
or give him a new pen.

SAMUEL JAMES. Mother had a very nice letter from Miss Merritt who is
arranging for her visit to Carleton. She had words of praise for Samuel
James and mentioned that he presided very well as president at his class
meeting. Sam seems to be extremely anxious that the Navy will be needing
him before the time of his final examinations. I wonder why?

BETSY. Mother had 2 nice letter from Betsy about her contemplated trip
and she will be seeing Betsy in just about 2 month. Today we were in-
specting kitchen cabinets for the new kitchen but did not reach any con-
clusions.

DEATH OF THE PRESIDENT. The foremost architect of a united world is dead.

EE EFF B3

—

This will not affect the conclusion of the war as military operations will
go ahead without interruption. Domestic problems can and will be solved
by his successor. There is no one, however, fully capable of taking
Roosevelt's place in world affairs. Fortunately he lived long enough to
convert millions of Americans and millions of people in other countries

to the necessity of a United Nations organization to keep the peace.
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This movement now has momentum enough of its own so that lesser men can
carry it through. The new administration will try to do this. There is
plenty of high ability available and if the new President utilizes it the
United Nations will become a reality. Nevertheless, the world has had a
distinct loss. Roosevelt's inherend belief in the common man and the
common man's belief in him made his position of leadership unique. Such
leadership cannot be handed down. It represents a combination of skills,
experience, temperament and ideals that no other one living person posses-
ges. Our hope now must be that enough of these qualities will be found

in our various public men to make a composite leadership akin to that of
Roosevelt's. Truman may not be able to hold his own with Churchill and
Stalin but this is not the point. Truman can select as his representative
for world meetings somebody who can talk their language, Jimmy Byrnes, for
ingtance, could do this. Such a procedure might even be better than to
have the President do his own negotiating.

REACTION OF THE PEOPLE. People were at first stunned by the news but gen-
erally the country kept its chin up. There was no disposition to minimize
the loss but on the other hand there were few that had any doubts as to
our ability to carry on successfully.

NEW MANNER OF PUBLIC MOURNING. The means used to express our respect to
and mourning for the dead President is something which in itself made
history of a kind. The most outstanding example came from the radio.
Immediately upon the news all commercial programs were cancelled or restri-
cted for three days and the whole system of networks transformed itself
into a kind of solemn musical festival with occasional speaking and less
occasional news. For 24 hours a day for these three days we had the most
impressive music Marathon that the world has ever known:. It was all solemn
and beautiful, alternating between the mournful and the brave and inspir-
ing. Choirs, organs, choruses, orchestras, bands and soloists, both voecal
and instrumental, contrived to give us a cavalcade of songs, symphonies,
concertos, masses, anthems, chorales, and dirges, the like of which has
never been heard before. Some of these came from recorded music but most
were right hot off the fiddle, and all this time never a word about Kreml,
Quaker Oats, insurance or liver pills. This perhaps comes nearer telling
you how the people felt than anything else I can say. People wanted to
stop and think quietly but not too quietly and this music permitted them
to do so. If Hitler and Hirohito have been listening they know now that
it was not Roosevelt's war and that there will be no let-up in the scorch-
ing that has been planned for them.

POSTSCRIPT. If the newspapers had followed the same .formula the news would
have been squeezed to a half column on the back page and there would not
have been a want-ad of advertising. As it was, only half of the newspaper
was given to the business of mourning. The pattern followed by the radio
people indicates some central guidance or perhaps even coercion, especially
since WGN joined in it. As you know, Bertie McCormick owns WGN and his
hatred for Roosevelt was unceasing. If words could have killed FDR, McCor-
mick killed him millions of times and I have a suspicion that Bertie went
on a binge upon learning that the President had died. In any event the
radio people, including WGN, realized that their usual stuff wagn't fit

for the occasion. This gives me hope that some day they will realize that
a great deal of their stuff isn't fit for any occasion.
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THE NEW PRESIDENT. Men usually grow up to the responsibility put upen

them. I heard the new President address the Congress this noon. It was
a speech that inspired confidence and it was my impression that President
Truman, in spite of all previous ideas about him, is going to be big
enough to do the job., His experience as a senator will be of tremendous
advantage. The Senate with its veto power has tripped many Presidents in
the past in the field of foreign policy and treaties and an ex-senator in
the White House may be able to avoid these pitfalls.

25-YEAR LAWYERS. Phil Hutchison is now the President of the County Bar

Association and he conceived the 1dea of presenting certificates of merit
to all the lawyers who had practiced 25 years or more. This was done the
other night at a dinner meeting with Governor Green passing out the diplo-
masg to about 49 lawyers in this clags. Phil pulled enough boners to keep
the meeting interesting. J. W. Templeman, who never attended a Bar Asso-
ciation meeting before was present but there was no diploma for him. After-
wards he presented himself as being a practitioner for more than 25 years
and asked for his certificate. It was explained to him that the certifi-
cates were for 25 years or more of meritorious practice. The underscored
word eliminated him. The same word might have eliminated 2 or 3 others

if the matter had been given enough scrutiny. On checking up I found that
I was a 31 year man and I felt cheated to only get a 25 year diploma.

MISCELLANEOUS. Junior Wood was home for the weekend on a travel leave and
we had a nice visit with him Saturday night. He is looking well and says
that he has been terribly busy, in fact, so busy that he has had no time
for calling on California girls. I asked him if he wanted a statement
like that conveyed to Chick and he said to tell Chick that he is saving up
his activities in this regard until Chick returns as he thinks they ought
to constitute themselves a combat team for this purpose.

We saw the picture "Fury in the Pacific" which was of the fighting at
Pelilieu. It was more like a rat killing than anything I know of except
the Jap rats had guns and fought back. Terrible is the only word I think
of to describe it. Terrible for the Japs and terrible for the boys who
had to kill them.

Last week the Tribune carried a story from an Okinawa reporter who had
interviewed Tommy Quintrell. Tommy and General Arnold had been awarding
a decoration to a soldier on Okinawa for service on Leyte when the Japs
started to snipe at them and the ceremony was completed in a foxhole. I
am following the Chicago, New York and St. Louis papers in the hope that
gome reporter may squeeze in a word for us about meeting Chick.

With love

©-A
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CHAPIN LETTER

Expanded Edition
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April 23, 1945

In celebration of the meeting of Chick and Tom at
Okinawa, I am making a double run of the Chapin
Letter this week and coples will go to Tom, Marg
and Clayton, the Marples, and Unc, in addition to
the regular subscribers.

COUSINS' REUNION. Letters last week from both Chick and Tom tell us of
their meeting. What a thrilling event this must have been for them and
what thrills it gave us here at home. They had not seen each other for
seven years, and in the intervening years both had completed their college
courses and each had been in military service for three years. Now they-
find themselves on the doorstep to Japan, engaged in one of the fiercest
battles of the Pacific war. They have both talked of their plans for law
school after the war i1s over, Chick will go to Michigan and possibly Tom
will too. If their paths meet a thousand times in later life they will
never forget. this reunion on Okinawa.

We had two letters from Chick, April 5th and 13th. There was a V-mail
from Tom and then Marg called us from Cleveland to read a letter of Tom's
of the 13th. From Tom we learned that there was a battle in progress and
a tough one, a detail which Chick entirely overlooked since the public was
still not supposed to know that the First Division was even there. Chick
mentioned that they were eating well and I wondered if this also applied
to Tom and if perhaps they celebrated by having a bana split.

It was interesting as well as delightful to learn the boys' appraisal of
each other. Each seems to have been most favorably impressed with his
cousin's size, looks, military bearing, and military skill, and with the
position of honor and respect each has earned in his own right.

In one of the articles written by Ernie Pyle published after his death he
told of being with the Marines before the landing and that after Iwo Jima
and the toll of casualties there the Marines envisioned the end of the
Marine Corps at Okinawa, that they even had a sadly sardonic song about
it, the theme of which was "Goodbye Marines'.

JOHN. John says that he is not big enough or rather, not old enough to
get in the J.A.G. Legal maturity arrives at age 28 according to the J.A.G.
and a lawyer of 27 would be of no possible use to them, much less one of
26. I think there is some luck here after all for!the J.A.G. boys may be
over there straightening out legal tangles long after the rest of the
G.I.'s are eating fried chicken at home.

John got his first box since October although we have sent him several
and go has Betty. He thinks the boys in the Post Office Department must

like his things.
The First Federal dividends are 2%%, not &%%.

SAMUEL JAMES. Sam says they considered cancelling the Spring formal on
account of the President's death but they had already paid for the orches-
tra and found they couldn't get their money back. They then decided to
show their respect in other ways. He had to help all of his friends get
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in their stuffed shirts, collars, etc., then, as Sam relates:

"I just buttoned up the soft shirt I borrowed, jumped
i{nto Chick's old tux that still fits his little brother
very well, tied a quick, secure Roger Chapin bow in my
tie, and ran.

Time to go and eat.
Have eaten.

Tried to get a Tribune to see the statement Tom made.
to the American public. Library doesn't take the
Tribune. Oh well, maybe it wasn't very important
after all".

BETTY. Betty sent Mrs. Albone, John's landlady, material for a new dress.
It arrived too late for her to use it at her grandson's christening. We
want Betty to come down and look over the, new house soon but Mother has
put the invitation off until the house gets its finishing coat of paint
next month so she will be more impressed. Betty's brother, Miles, is
right in the midst of the fighting in Germany. Best luck to him.

UNCLE. Uncle 1loses his right hand this week when Doris leaves to become
an Army nurse. He is having a farewell cocktail party for her Tuesday
evening. Unc will have to start a medical cafeteria where the patients
can wait on themselves except in cases where a major operation is required.

I saw Unc at a medical meeting last week at the Sangamo Club and told him
about the meeting of Chick and Tom and he immediately got up and announced
the news about "my nefoos" to all those assembled.

COUSIN BOB. Cousin Bob is coming to Springfield on May 3rd to speak to
the Medical Association. His subject is arthritis, or did Unc say ginger-
vitis? From the preparation Unc is making I would think Cousin Bob would
do well to read up on ple-eyetis.

ANNO. Mother sent a Chapin letter to Anno and she punished her whole fam-
ily by making them listen to it two or three times. I'll bet the children
run and get under their beds when they see this one coming and Ed will have
night work at the factory. Nevertheless, when anyone praises my letter as
Anno did she can have another one.

SUNDAY. After breakfast yesterday I strolled out into the yard to see what
Spring is doing. Tulips and lilies of the valley were in bloom. The lawn,
such as it 1s, looked lush. A thrush flew to her nest in the driveway

hedge and a robin started scolding as I neared a bush where his fledglings
were hidden. The vines on the house were in full foliage and our fireplace
chimney is entirely covered with them, clear to the top.

It was now about 10:00 and I went back into the house to get some news on
the radio. The Russians were in Berlin, or what was left of Berlin, which
the Germans were still fanatically but hopelessly defending, Hitler had
ordered guerilla warfare, Goebbels commanded Berliners to remain and fight;
Americans and Russians were about to make contact, new German atrocities
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were reported, Bologne had fallen, and the vicious fighting of the war was
in progress at Okinawa.

FRONT LAWN. TFor 21 years we have planted grass in the front yard, and the
results have been very much the same. We now have a most luxurious crop of
timothy, redtop, pampas grass, dandelions, weeds, and blue-grass coming on,
all raised from blue-grass seed. Blue-grass is unique -.it is the only
thing I know of which produces other species as well as its own. I am work-
ing on a new angle, making a substitute for blue-grass. I do not believe
the imitation lawn made of cloth like the cemeteries use is practical for
regular use, particularly for wet weather. My idea is to lay green concrete
in our front yard and finish it with a rough, pebble-dash effect to give

the appearance of grass. This would; also keep the roller-skaters off, but

I haven't figured out yet what I will do about the dogs.

HOUSE-CLEANING HIGH-JINKS. When I came home Saturday I found most of the
books from the library strung in a long choo-choo train the full length of
the living-room with an extra pile in the front and rear for the engine.
and caboose. Just a little circumstantial evidence of what goes on here
when I am at the office. Mother and Zazel claim that they were trying to
press a crease out of the rug which got in there from house-cleaning. TI.
hardly expected them to admit to their juvenile antics but I could just see
them running that train all morning with Mother as conductor and Zazel as
the engineer. They stuck to their story though, and even showed me the
crease in the rug. Imagine them putting a crease in that new rug just to
make a train track! I never know what they will be up to next.

Faithful Mrs. Watkins was here to take care of the rougher end of the
house-cleaning and it is about completed. Every heavy article has been
moved, lifted or rolled, its rear and bottom have been dusted and polished
and then it has been replaced, Carpets have been dusted on both. sides,
the pads dusted, and the floor underneath the pads dusted and polished.
The white woodwork has had its face washed clear around behind its ears -
in fact the place is practically as good as it was before, except for a
couple of wall brackets which got brushed by a stepladder, travelling
drapes which won't travel, and the wear and tear on the furniture and me.

Mrs. Watkins finished up on Thursday (Zazel's day off) by waxing the kit-
chen floor. She must have done.a pretty good job of it for the next morn-
ing Zazel announced her arrival by making a crash landing in the kitchen
with both feet extended. Thereupon Mrs. Watkins received a castigation in
absentia which somewhat resembled Mr: Churchill's opinion of Mussolini.

It was Miss Eskew's conviction that waxing the kitchen f£loor was a hit of
trespass and treachery ord Watkins' part as contemptible as though a land
mine had been planted there and there was the implication that Mother was
clearly an accomplice by having acquiesced in it. At this point the tele-
phone rang and Connie Baker invited us to dinmner for that evening. The
acceptance of this invitation meant that Zazel would get the afternoon off.
This acted as a poultice for her injury, wherever it was, and the serenity
of our household was quickly re-established.

READING THE WILL. Max Burnstine, the auctioneer, died and left everything
to his wife:. She died and left the estate to her feuding nieces and nep-
hews. The principal beneficiary is a nephew who has assumed the name of
Max Burnstine, Jr. but is generally known as Boots. He is in the Army
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and has seen plenty of service abroad but is now stationed in this country
and got a leave for the funeral. Max, Jr. came in to arrange about the
reading of the will which he assumed had to be done in true story-book
style. I explained to him that there was no legal necessity for this and
that I thought it was quite inadvisable because it would only serve to make
the others who got less angry. '"Are you sure it would make them mad?"
inquired Max. 'Yes, I am sure" I replied. "Okay," says Max, "Then I want
the will read. I want them all here in the same room. There's nothing I
would like better than to see that bunch get good and mad." Fortunately
Max was unable to get an extension of his leave and so the nieces and nep-
hews will just get copies of the will to read in solitude and sorrow.

MISCELLAREOUS. Thomas Vredenburgh III has made the record sale of war bonds
for school boys and gets a free trip to Washington.

Dodd's Drug Store corner has been sold and will shortly be put to some
other use - just what I don't know yet.

Peace Ice Cream Store is no longer open in the day-time. There is only
ice~-cream enough to keep them busy three nights a week.

POSTSCRIPT. Mother just called me to tell me that letters came today

from Chick, Tom and John. The letter from Chick was dated April 17th.

The news from them all was good but further comments on it will have to
walt until my next letter.

With love

A
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CHAPIN LETTER

April 30, 1945

CHICK. I today received a letter from Chick dated April 23rd in which he
most picturesquely describes the island of Okinawa and its people. He
concludes this discussion with the information that they had a Fire Direc-
tion Center in one of the island tombs, that the artillery duel was some-
what one-sided (although he didn't say which side, leaving this to our
imagination), and that some Jap shells had bursat around them and made them
hug the ground. I will make copies of this letter during the week and send
it to you all.

From the news accounts there is still much fighting to be done on Okinawa.
The Japs have made desperate attempts to drive the Fleet off and while
these have been somewhat costly to us they apparently have given no pro-
mise of success to the Japs.

Ernie Pyle's articles are still appearing in the Chicago Sun since he had
a supply on hand at the time he died. One printed last week told that the
Marines were using Navajo Indians for communications since the Navajo
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language cannot be understood by anyone else in the world except another
Navajo. He mentioned two Indians who were brothers, each named. Joe, but
who had different last names, this being a Navajo custom.

JOHN. In reporting on the military events of Okinawa I neglected to men-
tion an item of importance occurring in the European Theater, and now before
I make this report it is topped by another event. In John's letter of last
week his letterhead was entitled T/5 John Chapin instead of Pfc. This week
he has reduced the denominator a degree and his title is T/4. This all
suggests to me that John has applied his horse-racing technique of staying
in the backfield until reaching the home stretch and then showing a burst

of speed that causes real cheering from the bleachers.

We also got a picture of John and a number of clippings.:  He reports that
he received the box of cigars that were a long time getting there. Chick
has been calling for a report of John's vacation and we now learn that he
has gent the report to Betty, which will probably be relayed to us inidue
time.

BETTY. There was no word from Betty this week but since her letters usually
contain copies of two or three of John's we cannot expect to hear from her
too often with all the copy work she has.

SAMUEL JAMES. Sam is taking a water safety instructor's course (advanced
life-saving). He is also playing baseball, which he reports has been play-
ed under some handicap due to cold weather and numb hands. Numb hands is
the excuse he gives for muffing a throw to first and losing out on a double

play.

PEACE REPORT. Saturday night the Associated Press gave out a report that
Germany had surrendered unconditionally. For a brief half hour it seemed
that a great weight had been lifted from inside of me and from the world
in general, only to be restored again when President Truman announced that
it was erroneous. Conditions are overripe for a German surrender, however,
and it will probably be accomplished before this letter reaches you.

DIPLOMAT IN CARPET SLIPPERS. My friend, Jay Monaghan, has just published

a new book about Lincoln's foreign policy, a field of Lincoln history. which
has been neglected. He has done a very careful research job and writes
with the most interesting style, so in spite of all of the Lincoln books
now weighing down library shelves I think\his is a really fresh and fas-
cinating addition.

PEACE CONFERENCE. The World Peace Conference has gotten off to a good
start although the headlines don't seem to indicate it. Headline news
must always be a report of the unusual or unexpected. A fistic encounter
between two people in a crowd of a thousand is news. The fact that the
other 998 get along amiably is no news at all. At San Francisco the head-
linea'have screamed about items of disunity such as the chairmanship of
the Convention and whether Poland should be invited. The underlying fact
which is important 1s that all of the United Nations from, the four corners
of the earth are there to set up the framework for machinery to keep the
peace. This at least indicates that they believe in the idea and want to
have a part in working it out. The details will be tedious and they will
not make startling news but I am confident they will be attended to while
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the newsmen scramble about hunting for something startling to write about.

MUSSOLINI'S DEATH. The report seems to be well verified that the Sawdust
Caesar is dead, and if the details are correct his death was accomplished
in a fitting manner: A shot in the back presumably intended as a reminder
of the stab in the back he gave France while it was down.

SCOUT AND SNIPER SOUVENIR. Sam Phillpot, the 18 year old son of Mother's
friend, Mrs. Kelly, who is a scout and sniper in the First Marine Division,
sent his mother a purse he took off the body of a Jap he killed. 1Imn the
purse was a pilcture of the Jap's mother and father. Mrs. Kelly was greatly
shocked. Americans seem to be souvenir collectors at all ages. There is
no reason to assume that when an 18 year old boy becomes a scout and sniper
that the natural instinct to collect souvenirs has been trained out of him.
In the Supreme Court Room in Washington some years ago the bailiff showed
me heavy velvet drapes with holes cut out of them by visitors. The finest
buildings, planes and steamships have had parts chipped, torm, or cut away
by collectors. An American civilian will steal most anything for a souven-
ir from a hotel towel to a piece of the State House roof. It should not
be surprising therefore that Sam Phillpot sent home trophies from the Jap
he killed., I would draw the line, however, if he had sent the Jap, or

any part of him.

AUNT JEMIMA., Although I am greatly annoyed by most of the dramatized com-
mercials on the radio with their exaggeration and superlatives, there is
one that amuses and interests me. This 1s Aunt Jemima, who describes her
temptalating pancakes made with her own secret recipe. Her speal goes
something like this: "Now folks, happify your family with my scrumlusci-
ous 0ld South pancakes. Day is tender as a day in June, light as a hummin'’
bird, and melts in yo' mouth. Dey is tantalizing to the appetite and
appetizing too. Jus' flap 'em on de griddle and in a jiffy dey is nut-
brown and ready to serve, filled with energizing nourishment. Um, um, um,
dey is so delicious and tasty!" I have never tasted Aunt J's brand but
the ones Zazel makes answer the above description. Possibly this is why
her words of praise for pancakes do not seem to be overdone.

Our Vermont friends who supply us each year with genuine old-fashioned
maple syrup report a syrup drouth this year. I assume every business has
its ups and downs but had never met the downs in the maple syrup business
before. Mrs. Pike tells us that unseasonable weather prevented the sap
from running in Vermont and so very little syrup could be made. We order-
ed 2 gallons for ourselves and 2 for some friends and got 1 gallon for all.
The Pikes have 3 sons like ourselves and Mrs. Pike tells us that they had
just received word that one of them had been captured by the Germans.

MISCELLANEOUS., Sunday we entertained John Laske for dinner. He is a
young chap who is just finishing his ministerial course at McCormick Semi-
nary and is concurrently acting as assistant to Bill Hudnut on weekends.
He is a fine boy and we were much interested in meeting him, especially
since the church may employ him as an assistant minister after he graduates.

Grandmother was with us for dinner too and she was delighted to hear about
all of you boys. Her eyes are failing her as well as her hearing but she

would still be making cookies for you all if it were not for rationing of

butter and sugar.
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After our guests left we went out to Spaulding's to get asparagus for can-
ning.

Last week I saw Bob Sankey who was home on leave., He is a first lieyten-
ant in 155 millimeter artillery and has been in Italy two years.

Buddy Vredemburgh is also home on leave from the Marine Air Force,
Fairless Jordan is in the 6th Marine Division and is on Okinawa. Lou
Miller has not heard from Bob since March 28 and we are all wondering what
has become of the 2nd Marine Division.

With love,

SRR

C

——

CHAPIN LETTER

May 7, 1945

END OF THE WAR IN EUROPE. The end has apparently come although the offi-
cial announcement has been postponed until tomorrow.' For nearly 6 long
years Germany has been causing untold death, misery and destruction tc the
people of the world. The fighting has now ended but the suffering will
continue for millions of people as long as they live and probably children
yet unborn will suffer because of the disease and destruction committed by
the Nazis.

The end of the war brings mixed emotioms - the desire to rejoice is coun-
teracted by the feeling of awe and dismay at what has been done and a
feeling of sympathy for millions of victims. Now if ever is the time to
at least see that another such war doesn't happen again.

JOHN., 1In a letter from John he stated he felt it his duty to attend an-
English horse race as he felt that Chick would be more impressed with an
account of such an event than with a trip through Westminster Abbey. He
imagined a heated discussion between Chick and Tom on Okinawa relative to
the respective merits of King Barrymore's and Menard King's colts. Later
in the week we received a report on his day at an English race and since
he mentioned that copies were being forwarded to the rest of the family I
will not take time to go into it other than to remark that it was a very
vivid job of reporting and I can see it all just as it happened, includ-
ing John losing his winnings and a little more.

The London fee which I tried to assign to John has now been received by
me so he can mark this item "paid". Maybe after the war he will learn
what rules and regulations prevented him from collecting it.

CHICK. ©No further word has been received from Chick since last Monday.

In addition to the letter of hie I mentioned, we received two more at
home from him on the same day. I had intended before now to make a copy
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of his report on Okinawa and its people for each of you but this has been
delayed. In the other letters he gave us some little hints of his activi-
ties: His Fire Direction Center with 12 telephones going and his Colonel,
Captain and himself managing them. He had another visit from Tom. He was
too busy to go with Tom for dinner so Tom stayed and had chow with him.

We also received a group picture of the officers in Chick's battalion pre-
sumably taken before they embarked for Okinawa. According to press reports
the fighting has been fierce on Okinawa this past week and we will be
anxious to get further word from Chick.

SAM. Sam has been to Minneapolis and visited Betty, and he and Betty visi-
ted Aunt Ella. According to word received from the local recruiting
station, Sam is likely to be called within the next 2 weeks. This may re-
sult in his being home about the time that Mother was planning to visit at
Carleton. Her plan to make the trip, however, has not been altered as yet
and will not be unless there is a definite conflict.

BETTY. A letter from Betty enclosed one from John and ome from Mrs.
Albone. Mrs. Albone was very grateful for the dress material she received,
and John told of a trip to London. The Bond Department in Betty's bank
seems to be doing a land-office business with something about a suitcase
full of bonds for a church, but at the mement I do not recall whether the
church was redeeming their bonds or buying a suitcase full. In any event,
a suitcase full of bonds indicates that the church business too is doing
pretty well in Minneapolis. With the end of the war we know the McNallys
will be greatly relieved about Miles and we will be glad to know when they
get a report that he is safe and sound.

AL PENDLETON'S SALE. Not being a subscriber to any horse magazine I was
unaware that Pendleton's spring sale had been held until it was all over.
My information came from Horace Campbell, the chicken man, who inciden-
tally is interested in horses. He tells me he bought several horses at
the sale and sold some of them again for a profit but brought 3 home.

One of his horses was an extra fine mare. The bidding slowed up on her at
$750.00 and Horace couldn't understand it and jumped in and bought her for
$850.00. After his purchase, John Hook approached him and wanted to know
what he meant by bidding on that mare. Hook said that the boys had agreed
to let Dickey of West Baden, Indiana, have her and added that if Horace
was smart he would take $250.00 for his bargain and turn her over to
Dickey. Horace was a bit surprised but he smartened quickly and in this
case he had $250.00 in his pocket before you could say "Shame on John
Hook, the bald-faced crook'.

WAR STORY. Apropos of the full meals the United States has been feeding
to German war prisoners is the story that all the countries of Europe had
decided to declare a war on the United States and then immediately surren-
der so that they could all get prisoners' rationms.

ROBERT MILLERS. Bob and Elizabeth Miller were here a couple of days last
week, this being the first time the Colonel had been here for 14 months.

We had dinner with them Tuesday night and invited Kay and Lou to join us.
Both the girls had received letters that day from their husbands and were
consequently in good spirits. Bob thinks there is a possibility that he

may be sent to Germany with the AMG.
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JAY MONAGHAN. Jay Monaghan, who published the book "Diplomat in Carpet
Slippers'" which I mentloned to you last week, left Saturday night for the
Aleutian Islands to acquire from an Indian tribe a 150 foot totem pole
with a likeness of Abraham Lincoln carved on it. The ancestors of this
tribe had been captured and taken into slavery by another Indian tribe at
the time of the Civil War. Shortly after the capture Lincoln igsued his
Emancipation Proclamation and when the captors learned about it they
thought it applied to their Indian slaves and promptly released them. In
memory .of their liberation they erected this totem pole and the carving on
it was the first statue to be erected to Abraham Lincoln. Mr. Monaghan
will get the details of the story on his trip and if he succeeds in bring-
ing the trophy home with him I will report on it later to you.

COUSIN BOB VISITS SPRINGFIELD. Bob Stecher arrived on Thursday in time
for lunch. Ordinarily this is a good time to arrive and it still is if
you are not hungry. Mother and I joined Unc and Bob for what passes as
lunch at the Leland nowadays. Bob was his usual self with his quick wit
and short penetrating observations. After lunch Mother took him over
while I returned to the office and while Unc took time off for some other
errands. At 5:00 Mother turned Bob back to Uncle so that they could at-
tend a cocktail party C. C. Thomas gave for him at Thomas's Tomb, the
place sometimes referred to as Cholly's Follies or Rebel's Retreat. Bob
then had dinner with the doctors and spoke to them that evening.

On Friday Mother and I took him over to see New Salem at noon and on the
way we stopped at the Riley Farm as Bob wanted to see Mr. Riley's arthri-
tic hands. Some years ago Bob had remarked that he would be glad to cross
the country to see such hands. At that time they didn't seem to me to be
particularly remarkable but now even a layman could appreciate that they
were something out of the ordinary. Otherwise Mr. Riley is quite well and
we had a very pleasant but short visit with them. Spring is now at its
best and I know of no two places that are more beautiful than Riley's and
New Salem, so we showed Bob the best at its best, although I am not sure
that the scenery compared in Bob's mind with the professional view he had
had of the hands. At New Salem we had a delicious lunch at the Wagon
Wheel and afterwards we did the Village. Our time was somewhat limited so
we declined the offer of a guide to give us a personally conducted tour.
This fellow could not be discarded, however, by a mere "No" and he follow-
ed us like a stray dog from bullding to building. We did not stop long
encugh at any one place for him to play a full record and several times he
got mixed up in changing records in the middle. I presume he was made
something on the order of a Magnavox (except for his rough exterior) and
operated best if you just let him play his whole stack through automati-
cally without manual interference. Just why he insisted on starting in
the first place I don't know, unless the customers are so scarce on week-
days in the spring that he had to go through his repertoire once a day to
keep in practice, or maybe T accidentally switched on his starting button
with my sleeve in passing. We took the Village in, including the cooper
shop, blacksmith shop, loom and treadmill, stores, taverns, and doctors'
offices, and then started on our homeward journey.

On the return trip we passed the Nance place and I was only able to give
it a quick survey which falled to disclose anything resembling a horse or
even a colt in the front pasture. Possibly Mr. Nance had all the horses
pastured in the rear somewhere and since the ground was wet and unfit for
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working I can readily assume that old Horace himself was out in the paddock
teaching the horses manners, or possibly working. on their coats or tails.

That evening we had a dinner party for Bob with Uncle Amos and Aunt Mary,
the Stuart Robinsons, and the Dr. Herndons as guests, also Uncle. It was

a very delightful occasion but at the moment I de not recall any distin-
guishing event which would make particularly good news, and so I will cover
the occasion by saylng that a good time was had by all. About midnight Bob
took his train to return to Cleveland.

With love
( i ]
CHAPIN LETTER
May 14, 1945

CHICK. A letter from Chick dated May 2 arrived on May 8th. Chick explain-
ed that things in his department had become well enough organized so that
his night watches either came late in the evening or early in the morning
and between watches he often managed to get a night's sleep. He also told
us about a new type of C ration being issued and particularly of a new
breakfast food consisting of cereal, powdered milk and sugar, all pressed
into a big cookie. All that 1s needed is the addition of water.

Unc had a long letter from Tom in which Tom tells of another visit with
Chick. Tom algo told of a new method beilng used to treat shellshock cases
behind the lines, which method brings a very high percentage of recovery
in a very short time.

From the newspaper accounts the fighting on Okinawa continues to be fierce.
We assume that the newspapers publish all of the news regarding the battle
which is permissible and apparently Chick indulges in the same assumption.

JOHN., We had two V-maill letters from John this week, both dated April 29.
Betty sent us copies of 3 of his other letters. In one of these he des-
cribed part of his vacatjon leave and particularly their stay at the Whit-
ney estate, which proved to be interesting but not interesting enough to
justify more than two days stay. A package went forward to John this last
week with cigars, candy and a few magazines to bring it up to the maximum
welght.

SAM. Friday morning when I came downstairs there was a long sleeping figure
on the davenport. I pulled the covers off slightly and then had to slap my
head to make sure I was awake. It was none other than Samuel James. He

had arrived home at 5:30 in the morning and thinking it was not worth while
to go to bed took to the davenport for a little catnap. Mother had written
him last week that she had information from the Recruiting Office that he
would be called this week and while this was only an estimate Samuel James
had taken it literally and proceeded to check out of college so as to be
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here on time. Possibly the fact that final examinations were approaching
had something to do with the dispatch with which he returned home.

BETTY. We had a long letter from Betty this week enclosing 3 of John's
letters. She told of having visited her friends the Schillings, news from
Miles, Sam's trip to Minneapolis, and her cross-examination of Sam about
the new house. If Sam was as evasive on her cross-examination as he is on
some of mine I'm afraid she did not get much enlightenment.

V-E DAY. America learned about V-E Day through a dispatch sent by the
Associated Press correspondent, Edward Kennedy, 1n violation of his pledge
not to disclose the news until ‘it was officially released. What was more
shocking, A.P. declared it to be the scoop of the Century théreby making
Kennedy's breach of trust their own. By the end of the week criticism of
A.P. piled up to an extent that forced them to belatedly apologize instead
of to continue to brag. A.P. now has two recent strikes against it. They
are the only news service which reported the false surrender based on gos-
sip of Senator Connally and they are the only news service which violated
their pledge of secrecy on the real surrender, although 17 other reporters
were present. As it now stacks up the credit goes to the remaining 16 who
kept their word. This is quite a record for the greatest press service in
America, the advocate of free enterprise and a free press.

MOTHER'S DAY. Mother's Day, Mother's birthday, and Sam's birthday again
coincided this year. Sam presented Mother with 3 gardenias, one. for each
of her boys, which she proudly pinned on the lapel of her jacket and it
was eagy to tell that for her the day was something special. I suggested
that she should take along with her the soap and handkerchiefs which Betty
sent her so as to not slight the donor but the suggestion was not accepted.
Sam got a book from Betty, "The Best from Yank". TIf anyone had mentioned
to him that -he start to church with this under his arm I am sure he would
have gladly acted on it and would doubtless have read it all during the
sermon,

Bill Hudnut preached an excellent sermon, the theme of which was illustra-
ted by a story of a fellow who took the wrong bus. My mind digressed from
this story to another one wholly unrelated to the sermon about the conduc-
tor who took the wrong train. This conductor started punching tickets

in the first coach and after getting about half way through the coach and
finding that everyone had tickets for a town in the other direction he
began to wonder whether it was they or he that was on the wrong train.
After checking up (I don't know how he did this, possibly by a compass,.
or maybe he met the other congductor approaching from the opposite direct-
ion) he found that it was he who was on the wrong train. This is'all I
remember of the story so don't write and ask me what he did next, or what
happened to him. I suppose they made a crossing watchman out of him since
in that capacity it didn't make any difference which direction the train
was going.

NEW FLOWER BED. Since the removal last year of two trees from the back

yard guniight finds its way to the spot where the stable once stood. This
sunlight is practically being wasted in Mother's opinion since it only
shines upon what we optimistically refer to as our lawn. A flower bed has
been gradually taking shape in Mother's mind. Until Sunday it was still
in the conversational stage. The planting season being practically upon
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now Sam and I decided that immediate action was required if the waste of
another season of sunshine was to be avoided.

The general idea of a flower bed was something in an oblong shape about

3 by 25 feet with a bird-bath in the center. The bed was to be parallel
with the house and the bird-bath was to be in line with the North door of
the garden room. This did not seem to be too complicated so instead of
procuring a civil engineer, a landscape architect or even getting out our
tape measure, we started to work. It was agreed by all, Mother, Sam and I
that the logical procedure was first to properly locate the bird-bath.

This being done the only task remaining would be to lay out a ten foot bed
to the East and another to the West. As I now look back on it I am afraid
that our first step was accomplished by methods that leaned too far toward
the democratic rather than the scientifie, that is to say, we voted on the
location. I placed the bird-bath on an exact line with the North door.
Mother's eye dictated a spot about 3 feet away. We moved the bird-bath

to Mother's spot. Upon another survey Mother decided that we had overdone
the matter but she was still sure that my spot was wrong. So we compromis-
ed by moving the bird-bath 2 feet from my spot (the right one) and 1 foot
from Mother's spot. This being settled, the bed was staked off, this oper-
ation again being accomplished by an aye and nay vote instead of resorting
to the technicalities of the tape line or slide-rule. Having gotten this
far with the project and the day being Mother's Day, Sam and I decided to
bring our good deed to completion and we proceeded to spade up the plot to
make ready for planting. This was accomplished without too much difficulty
and we did not unearth nearly as many bricks, stones, and horseshoes as we
had expected. The bed was hoed and raked and made practically ready for
planting in no time at all. Thereupon we retired to the house for tea,
well satisfied with cur efforts and with Mother commending us for our
skill, efficiency, industry, thoughtfulness and devotion. After tea we
decided to take a look at our handiwork from the vantage point of the gar-
den room. At first we could not believe our eyes. While we were at tea
the bed had moved to a spot somewhere in the vicinity of our incinerator
and was pointing in the general direction of Elmer Baum's garage, so that
if it had been extended far enough i1t would have gone right into his garage
door. To a stranger on the scene I think it would have suggested something
that had been dropped there by the wind during a terrific storm. In our
dilemma Sam rose to the occasion and insisted that the casual or random
location was more pleasing to the eye than the geometric angle which we
had originally planned. I viewed Sam's present declaration with some sus-
picion for the only obvious remedy seemed to be to do the whole thing over
again, and moreover, that we tamp and re-sod what we had already dome. I
felt that the burdens involved in this remedy were being too carefully con-
gsidered by Sam and that his present position was a retreat from the aesthe-
tic to the practical. The same consideration sorely tempted me too, but

I fully realized that I was not leaving for the Navy shortly as is the
case with Sam ~ I was destined to stay at home and view the thing from now
on. Moreover, I knew that Mother would never surrender to this practical
viewpoint and in my imagination I could already hear her apologizing to
each little plant that had to be put in that bed for the distorted view

of life it would get from this careless angle.

Night had by this time practically overtaken us and so I counseled against

hasty decision and for deliberation in the matter. A heavy rain came to
my assistance and as matters now stand a final decision on the matter can
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be postponed at least until Mother returns from her Minneapolis trip. It
is my hope that by that time the matter can be re-approached with a dis-
passionate view and I then propose a compromise between Mother's demand to
begin anew and Sam's position to do nothing. The compromise I have in mind
iz to move the garden room door so that it will center on the bird-bath
and then leaving the bird-bath where it is, dig a circular bed all around
it, thus utilizing the work.we have already expended. The main trouble
with this plan is that the bed will be in the shade and'the sunlight -that-
we had planned on harnessing will stili be wasting itself on our lawn.

P. S. TO MOTHER'S DAY. ' The other night on the Jimmy Durante show, Garry
Moore made a very solemn pronouncement about the coming Mother's Day and
all that it meant to him, and then explained that his next-door neighbor
was present and desired . to present a very special message to the mothers .
of his neighborhood. After a most formal introduction this neighbor
announced: "I want that you mothers should keep your brats out of my
front yard."

Since starting this letter I learn that a letter has come today from Joha
dated "April 30th and one from Chick dated May 5th, and in Chick's letter
wag enclosed a commendation from the General of the Artillery of the Seventh
Division (Tom's Division) to the Commander of the llth Marines, commending
the 4th Battalion for its excellent and efficient service while it was
attached to the Seventh Division.

With love

SWELR

| S

CHAPIN LETTER

May 21, 1945

JOHN,. - We had a nice long letter from John and among other things he relat-
ed that ha was sending me a cigar lighter made from a 50 caliber cartridge,
and that the British women want to retain their gas-masks for onion peeling.
He described a Mauldin cartoon which pictured a war correspondent coming
upon ona of General Patton's signs listing the penalties for careless dress
in his area and sending back word.that he was making a thousand mile detour.
John also told about the British custom which has been in vogue ever since
1281 of annually putting the Master of the British Mint on trial charging
him with debasing the King's coinage and each year he is required to prove
his innocence,

CHICR, A lettar came last week from Chick dated May 5th. Ha hadn't seen
Bill Oliver since they left the base in the South Pacific but he talks to
Bill about a dozen times.a day on the phone. I called Zazel and find that
there were letters received today from both John and Chick, Chick's being

dated May 13th.

I read an interesting account recently about the use the Marines made of
war dogs in the Solomons and Pelelieu and am wondering if.they are using
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them at Okinawa.

The Jordans received a telegram last week advising that their son, Robert
F. Jordan, was killed on Okinawa on May 10. He was a Second Lieutenant
in Battery A, First Battalion of the 15th Marines. He was a grand boy and
I am sure that Chick knows him. The only word the Jordans have had so far
is the telegram and they of course would like to know the facts about his
death, funeral and so forth. Possibly some of his fellow officers or his
Chaplain will write to his family regarding this in due time. I do not
believe, however, that the Jordans are personally acquainted with any of
their son's friends and I know they would greatly appreciate it if when
the fighting is finished and Chick could find the time to check up with
some of the Jordan boy's friends, and if they have not already written to
the Jordans, he could get them to do so or send a report along himself.
The Jordan boy's name as listed in the Marines was Robert F. Jordan but
he always went by the name of Fairles and this was doubtless the name by
which Chick knew him.

SAMUEL JAMES. This morning at 8:30 Samuel James reported to the Navy Re-

cruiting office for active duty. There were about 100 other boys waiting
outside and the doors opened just as we arrived and they proceeded to march
in. I went by at the noon hour to see if they were still there but saw
nothing of them and so assume that he is already on the train for Great
Lakes. Sam's last week at home has been a rather busy one as most of his
college professors gave him home work to do to make up for what he missed
by leaving school early and he has been busy with this day and night for
the past 4 or 5 days.

Sam is well satisfied with his choice of the Navy and he is joining at
the time when it is at its highest strength and when this country has the
greatest concentration of naval power of all time. The Navy has had some
tough assignments in the past 3% years and there is still much for them
to do. The encouraging fact today is that they now have plenty of ships
and equipment to do the job with, and this is comforting to know when we
gee our 18 year old Samuel take his leave of us.

BETTY. Betty wrote that she and Aunt Ella would meet Mother and Grand-
mother at the train. Betty planned to go down.to Carleton Saturday after-
noon and visit there with Mother over Sunday. She says that John thinks
there is a probability that he may be sent to do claim service in France.

MOTHER TAKES OFF. The planning for Mother's trip has been going on for
weeks and weeks. Originally it was to be a trip to Northfield to see Sam
at school. The May Fete was of course to be included as was a visit with
Betty. Then gradually other things were added, including the taking of
Grandmother to Minneapolis to visit Aunt Ella, and seeing other friends
along the way. Every detail was worked out with letters, telegrams, tic-
kets, reservations, checking of trunks for Grandmother, etc. In the mean-
time Samuel James arrived home but by the time of his arrival the trip

had accumulated so many incidental purposes that it could no longer be
cancelled, although it now took Mother away from Sam instead of to him.
Thursday, the day of departure, finally arrived and when I went down to
the station to see them off I found Mother, Sam and Grandmother in our

car waiting for the train to come in. All details of planning were behind
them and there was nothing on their minds but waiting. That is, with a
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few exceptions. Mother had a few final orders, including feeding Zipper
and watering her flowers in case it stopped raining, and wiring to her if
letters were received from John or Chick. This reminded Grandmother to
repeat to Uncle Horton, who had just arrived, instructions about the care-
ful feeding of her canary bird. With these matters out of the way the
Abraham Lincoln pulled in and their coach stopped right along the side of
our car and if there had been a running board on the Chrysléer they could
have stepped aboard the train without touching the ground. Mother expects
to return tonight on the Abraham Lincoln.

G.A.R. VETERAN. Something I read the other day about a G.A.R. Veteran
reminded me of the experience I had with one of the old comrades at-the
time of their last Encampment, which was held in Springfield .in 1940. This
was 75 years after the close of the Civil War and the G.A.R. ranks were
then pretty well thinned out, nevertheless there were several hundred of
the old veterans from all over the country in attendance at their final
Encampment, although many of them had to be helped about by relatives or
nurses,

One day during the Encampment I was waiting for the elevator to return to
my office when an old veteran approached me. He was in full uniform and
answered in every respect an artist's requirements for a typical veteran,
being tall, lean and well seasoned, and while quite old he still had re-
markable vigor and quite a bit of the old fire still in his eye. He ap-
proached me with the announcement "I want to find a lawyer. I need a
lawyer to dg some writing for me". I told him that I was a lawyer and in-
vited him up to the office. Upon our arrival he presented a resolution
in his own handwriting which was fairly legible and while I was trying to
read 1t he proceeded to explain that our present army (this referred to
the draft army then in training) was not sufficiently democratic. "Why,
in the Civil War", says he, "Any soldier could go right up to a general,
even General Grant, and make a complaint, and that's the way it ought to
be now". His resolution was concerned with bringing that kind of democracy
to. the present army. He wanted me to polish it up a bit for him and put
it on the typewriter. I found that it was already shining with polish.
The 0ld man's language was in a class by itself and I decided that I could
better serve him by merely reducing what he had written to typewriting.
While his resolution was being copied I visited with him and finally in-
quired as to what particular emotion or conviction it wag that had caused
him to enlist in the Federal Army as a boy of 15. This apparently was an
inquiry he had had to answer before and he was .all prepared for me:

"Well, Sir, I'll tell you", says he, "we were living on 2 farm in West
Virginia, and the armies got to fighting around there and the ghot and
shell were falling on our farm so thick that it wasn't safe to be there.

I always was a damned coward and I said to myself 'You better get in the
army and do the shooting instead of fooling around here milking cows and
being shot at'. So I and some of the neighbor boys went down and enlisted.
At the enlistment office there was a long line of recruits and an agent
offered me $200.00 to go in as a substitute for one of those city slickers
but I says 'No, sir, I don't want to be a substitute for anybody. Let
them rich boys do their own fighting and I'll do mine'. They put us in
the cavalry - I guess that was where they were needing men most just then,
with the rebels up and all over our valley. We didn't get much training
in those days and it wasn't long before we were right in the action against
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those Johnny Rebs that were raising hell with the Union supplies. One day
we were marching through some woods when our Captain got word that the

Rebs were right on the other side and he ordered us to skirmish. Everybody
dismounted and all the fellows in my squad handed me thedr reins and told
me to hold their horses. They scampered off through the woods after the
Rebs. I was just a boy and they allowed I was too young to shoot. Well,
sir, after our fellows scampered away those horses started neighing and
pawing and you could have heard them for half a mile, and I said to myself
'This horse holding business is dangerous'. There I was with all them
horses right where I would make a good target, and the other fellows were
out there in the woods crawling on their bellies as safe as could be. Well,
sir, I always was a damned coward and now I was scared to death, and I made
up my mind right then that the next time I was going to be out there with
them other fellows doing the shooting where it was safe and let somebody
else do the horse holding.

"So back in camp I started to practice shooting out in the woods. There
was plenty of ammunition for everybody to practice if they wanted to but

I seemed to be the only one that wanted to practice. The other fellows
were all card players. I never saw the like. They played cards all the
time. Just as soon as they would get to camp they had to play cards. They
could hardly stop long encugh to eat for their card playing. I was brought
up a Methodist, didn't believe in card playing in our house and I never
cared for 'em, so while them fellows was playing their cards I was out
there practicing shooting. It weren't long before I could knock the eye
out of a sguirrel in the top of a tree and when our Captain saw what I
could do with a rifle he said I didn't need to be a horse holder any more.
After that, when there was fighting going on T was right in there on my
belly with the rest of 'em and it wasn't long before I could out-shoot them
all, I always was a damned coward and so I just kept on practicing shoot-
ing. Them card players thought they didn't need any practice but they
weren't as good as they thought they were and the Johnny Rebs knocked those
card players off one by one. Yes, sir, before the war.was over the Rebs
got every one of those card players. Here I am attending the Encampment
and I'm 92 years old. There aren't so many of us Civil.War Veterans left
any more. I've seen most of the comrades that are here in Springfield and
I ain't seen nary card player. No, sir, the Johnny Rebs got all of them".

By this time the resolution was typewritten and the old gentleman began to
gather up his hat and cane to take his leave. Talking all the time as he
regained his feet and made his way to the door, he thanked us most pro-
fusely for our help and presented me with his card, which had on it "Char-
les Wingrove, Clay Center, Kansas". Shaking hands with me -and with Miss
Stewart, who copied the resolution for him, he said "Yes, sir, now you can
tell your folks you shook the hand of old Charles Wingrove of Clay Center,
Kansas, who fought for 0ld Abe and the Union in the Civil War, who most
likely would have been killed on his own farm while doin' chores if he
hadn't of been such a damned coward, and who probably would have been kill-
ed anyway if he'd been a card player. Yes, sir, I live out at Clay Center,
Kansas, and if any of you ever get out my way I want you to be sure to stop
and see me. Anybody in Clay Center can tell you where to find Charley
Wingrove."

READER'S DIGEST. The following two stories were garndered from the
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Out in Kansas City last fall they had an autumn festival and to add color

they invited some Indians from a nearby reservation and rented some tepees
so the Indians could pitch thelr camp near the park. . The Indiansg arrived

in large sedans but they didn't know how to put up the tents. The Kansas

City people had to call on the local Boy Scouts to do the. job.

Two American soldiers were drinking in an English pub and:noticed an elder-
ly benevolent looking gentleman sipping beer at a corner.table. 'That's
the Archbishop of Canterbury' said one soldier, "I've seen his picture many
times." "You're crazy", said the other soldier, "I'll bet a pound you're
wrang." To decide the issue they approached the gentleman and inquired.
"Go to hell and mind your own damned business' roared the old man. The
soldiers retreated to the bar. After a moment one of them sald to the
other, "Isn't it a shame he didn't tell us, now we'll never. know".

With love

CHAPIN LETTER

May 28, 1945

JOHN, A letter came from John dated May 6th and another one enclosing
clipping from Punch on horseback riding, which we enjoyed very much. A
package also arrived containing my cigar lighter and 4 books, one of Max's
cartoons of English poets and 3 Servicemen's Editions pn.the English coun-
tryside., I appreciated them all, especially the book on Max. John also
sent a picture of himself which we thought quite good although apparently
he didn't. In John's letter he tells us of how the English celebrated
V-E Day and the relief they felt after 5 years of war and 2200 air raid
alarms. Now they will go ahead with the war against Japan but in this
they will be fighting at a great distance from home 1ike all the war has
been for the United States, and will not be harrassed by feara of destruc-
tion of their home land.

John also tells of a 9 volume edition of the recordings of Churchill's
war-time speeches. I hope that some of the more important ones can be put
out in a smaller American edition. It was Churchill's courageous voice
that changed the history of the world and I doubt if any of .us shall ever
hear the like of these speeches again in our peneration,

Betsy told Mother that John thinks his claims service may fold up any time
now and that he has applied for Military Govermment. If he is going .to go
into Military Govermment there should be a chance of a2 commission for him.

CHICK. In Chick's letter of May 13 he tells us there was nc let-up in the
fighting on Okinawa on V-E Day, that the only'celebration was a 5 volley
salute to the Japs from every gun on the:island at the.noon hour. Chick
says there is no use looking for his name in.the news dispatches, that all
he does for correspondents 1s to give them a lead on other fellows who have
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done outstanding jobs. He sent me a soap wrapper of some soap which can
be used in hard, soft or sea water and for toilet, laundering or washing
dighes. All it does is to remove the dirt - it doesn't .bring back the
school-girl complexion, give the touch of the skin you love, or make you
look or smell beautiful. Such soap may be all right for the Marines but
most folks back here want a soap that will get them started toward Holly-
wood, and the soap people claim they have it - probably the same soap but
in a different wrapper.

Since V-E Day Okinawa has been back on the front page and we get pretty
good reports on it. There was also an excellent article by John Lardner
in last week's New Yorker which is to be continued again this week. The
Japs have admitted that the loss of Okinawa will be equivalent to the loss
of the war, which indicates that the Japs do a little thinking themselves.
Chick's check and bond have arrived for his April pay and if they had been
several times their normal size they would not have been too much.

SAMUEL JAMES. Sam arrived at Great Lakes a week ago today and we have had
a couple of letters from him. He was getting along fine and likes it. He
has an extra tough Chief Petty Officer, whom he also likes. He told us the
story about one of the boys offering a cigarette to this officer who re-
plied that he didn't smoke. The boy remarked that he wished he didn't,
whereupon the officer replied 'Well, all you gotta do is stop'". Sam has
figured out that he has 4 free hours a day. That is, free to eat, do his
washing, make his bed, write letters, go to the canteen, and so forth. He
was worried about completing a Chemistry assigmment that. his professor gave
him. Mother has written him to relieve his mind on this score, telling him
to forget about the Chemistry assignment. Sam has gotten the right idea
about the Navy and says his life and his shipmates' may depend upon what
he learns in training and he didn't want to divide his training time with
the Chemistry professor, to which I thoroughly agree.

Financial statement for Sam: $12.35 was added to $6.40 in stamps and a
$25.00 bond purchased with this. The balance of the cash of $11.65 toget-
her with a check from Carleton for $28.00 was deposited in his building and
loan account. I endorsed Sam's check as agent, which I suppose Carleton
College will accept.

GRANDMOTHER CHAPIN. Grandmother arrived safely in Minneapolis and was met
at the train by Aunt Ella and Betsy. Mother saw her again briefly on Sun-
day and today I have a letter from her saying that she is getting along
fine in the Minnesota woods. She didn't mention anything about seeing
Indians lurking behind the trees or about the Eskimos who presumably only
come out of their igloos during the summer months.

A week ago Saturday night Sam and I had dinner at Uncle Horton's and while
we were eating chicken in the dining room I heard something singing in the
kitchen. I thought at first maybe Ida had more chicken waiting to be fried
but she explained that the singing came from Mother's canary. Apparently
he was glad when the chicken frying operation was over. . He had probably
worried lest he too be put in the skillet. ' Ida says that this dickie-bird
sings most of the time, which is a different report on him from the one
Grandmother used to give us. However, I don't know why he should sing so
much. If I was in his place I wouldn't sing for anybody except another
canary. I wouldn't care how much celery, lettuce, bird-seed, cuttlefish
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and gravel people put in my cage, I wouldn't utter a single note, I'd kick
and bite and yell my head off but I wouldn't sing unless they brought me a
mate. Even then, when I looked out of the window and saw all the worthless
sparrows flying hither and yon at their pleasure I'd still be mad at every-
body. I wouldn't be content until I'd finally gotten out of that cage and
flown away, although I'd probably be'caught by a cat sooner or later - I'd
take my chances on this, however. I guess canaries though are like some
people, happiest when they are being waited on.

BETTY. I now have first-hand reports on Betty and in fact on all of the
McNallys. This, however, is Mother's story and I'1l leave it to her to
give it to you in installments. I cannot refrain, however, from reporting
that Betty is prettier and sweeter than ever and is filled with plans about
furnishing the new house. Peter has won over Mr. and Mrs. McNally and his
every wish is obeyed. Luncheon was had by Mother with Mrs. McNally, Betty
and Mrs. Peyton. Miles was safe when the war in Europe was over. Mother
had a grand time at Carleton College and Betty joined her on Saturday. Sun-
day night the McNallys and Mother visited the Peytons. Mr. MeNally and

Mr. Peyton had a highball in honor of the absent soldiers from the several
families (I think this included the Marine and the Apprentice Seaman as
well) while the ladies contented themselves with mere wine or maybe it was
just gingerale or cokes, I've forgotten which. Anyway, a good time was had
by all and the movements of John, Chick, Miles, Tom and Sam were all dis-
cussed by the proud parents. The McNallys were delightful hosts and Mot—
her's vigit was very pleasant but all too short.

Betty definitely plans to come and see us in July. We hope this will be
at the time Sam's boot camp training is over and when he has a short leave
of about 5 days.

MORE ABOUT THE FLOWER BED. Floyd Dodd was called in to complete a few
little details required in finishing the flower bed, which he did for
$26.00. There only remained the task of getting flowers to £fill it. This
was accomplished mainly by begging. Mrs. George, who lives at Rochester,
had offered Mother quantities of flowers she said she was going to have to
throw away. Aunt Mary Richardson made a similar offer. Both were accepted
and yesterday we went out on a collection tour, stopping first at Rochester,
where the Plymouth was loaded with 2 bushel baskets and several card-board
boxes of flowers of all kinds. I couldn't see where we were going to put
more, but Aunt Mary Richardson was expecting us and so we continued our
journey to South Fork Farm. I think Aunt Mary was somewhat. disappointed

to find we had already gathered so much plunder, for she says that it's
really hard to get rid of, and she was depending on us. I explained, how-
ever, that since we knew her so much better than we did Mrs. George we
wouldn't think of taking less from her, so- after taking a.survey of what
we already had the Richardsons got a general idea of what was going to be
required to outdo Mrs. George. Uncle Amos got his shovel and started to
dig while the rest of us carried the diggings back to the car, piling it
high to the celling, and adding more to the trunk compartment. Leaves were
sticking out all edges of the lid when I clamped it down and iris was tick-
ling my neck all the way home.

Having gathered all the plants we had room for we then settled down for a

vigit ending up with tea. This consisted of a tossed salad that Amos and
I gathered from the garden, strawberries that we gathered from the garden,

40—

EE  (Em
sty

C OO

f




=9

=) B3

3

milk produced on the Richardson farm, cake which the Chapins toock along
just in case we were asked for tea, and other items which happened to be
on hand.

The Richardson place is particularly beautiful at this season of the year
as they have thousands of flowers blooming of all colors and the way Aunt
Mary has it planted there are others coming on from time to time so that
there will be no interval all summer long when there are not worlds of
plants blooming. This morning I carried all the plunder down to the flower
bed in the back yard, which didn't take me over an hour, and I left Mother
with a trowel in hand ready for her day's work. My guess is that tonight

I will find our flower bed filled to over-flowing and with a surplus on
hand which we in turn will have to find new donees for.

FOSSILS. Thursday night we went over to Thorne Deuels for dinner and saw
some 200 fossils he had gathered last Sunday from a gravel pit near Wil-
mington, Illinois. Each of these was in an oyster shaped rock, varying in
gize from a dwarf bluepoint to about the size of a flattened baseball. The
fossils were all of flowers and leaves, mostly ferns. Thorne estimated
their age at 250 million years. I didn't learn exactly how he did the es-
timating but he seemed to be quite sure that he was not off over a few
months.

His theory about the fossils is that the flowers and leaves got covered
with mud during a spring rain back there in the early days, that the iron
in the leaves combined with the mud next to them to produce a very hard
flint-like stone. As the.distance increased from the leaves and the source
of iron supply the stone was of softer texture. At a later stage in the
world history this mass of stone was pushed up in some upheaval of the
earth and ended up in a creek bed, where the action of the water rounded
off the outer and soft part, making the smooth oval stones that he found.
Thorne cracked the stones open in much the same manner that you would crack
a nut. The leaf has long ago disappeared leaving a space inside which makes
the stone open in the center and with the etching of the leaf on the inside
of both halves.

With this little sojourn back into prehistorical times completed we jumped
250 million years back to the present and were soon discussing the plants
now growing in the Deuel garden.

CHARLIE GIBBS. I was reminded the other day of the old negro lawyer,
Charlie Gibbs, who practiced here many years and who was a most unusual
character in many ways. Charlie was not always modest but when modesty
wag to his advantage he could be the most modest man that ever lived.
His modesty usually flourished most when he was trying a case in court
against a white lawyer. In such a case his argument usually went some-
thing like this:

"Gentlemen of the jury, I hardly know what to say to you. I hardly know
how to begin. I am a man.of such scant education that I cannot express
myself very well and when I look at the distinguished lawyer opposing me
in this case my knees tremble for fear I will not be able to properly pro-
tect the interest of my client. Why, gentlemen, Mr. Blank, who is opposing
me in this case, is a graduate of the Harvard Law School and has the finest
of educations. He comes from a long line of distinguished ancestors all of
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whom were leading citizens in this community.- When I think of being oppos-
ed by him in this case I am reminded that only-afew years ago I was work-
ing in a coal mine and learning what l1ittle law I know studying at night.
His ancestors have been educated people for' generations while my ancestors
were living in trees and huts in Africa and my father was born a slave and
never had any education. .When I think of all these things I realize I
should never have taken this case but here I'am and I must proceed in
spite of the handicaps that beset me. * I know my briliiant opponent will
think of all the points on his side and that it will be an unequal contest,
but T am sure you gentlemen, who all know right from wrong, will see the
justice of my client's case and will help me take care to see that my client
does not suffer on account of having such a poor, inadequate lawyer. I
know that you will scrutinize the evidence and that you will not decide
this case for the side that has the highest priced lawyer. My client could
have had a good lawyer too if he had been a wealthy man, but being poor he
had to place his case in the hands of a lawyer who is poor like himself."

After this kind of an introduction Charley usually had the jury feeling so

sorry for him that they all thought it was their duty to pitch in and help

him, and he won more than his share of cases by this exaggerated modesty.
With love

SN
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CHAPIN: LETTER

June 5, 1945

JOHN, One of John's occasional monographs came yesterday and it is very
charming and agreeable reading. We had all read Angela Thirkell's book,
"Headmistress", which was a delightful- story-and "in addition gave a detail-
ed and humorous description of England, both'the people and their towm of
Harefield. John proceeded to give us~a review of this book and make com-
parisons from his own experience at Royston. As John said, in this he had
a slight advantage on the author, she viewed England from the top dowm,
seeing mostly gentry. - John has viewed it from two points, but mostly from
the bottom up. From this view you see much less of lords, dukes and old
school tie men, and far.more of just plain people (plain damn' limeys).
I'1ll make a copy of this for you each if‘T hdave time, otherwise I will at
least mail it to Betsy for her perusal.

CHICK. Chick came through with the second chapter on Okinawa - Island
Agriculture, which was both delightful  and informative. Copies are en-
closed. Three other' letters arrived from Chick, the latest being dated
May 27th. Chick still persists in telling um that he is in no particular
danger, which I am very glad to hear and am beginning to believe it. Chick
says, "Actually a lot of people will get up in the middle of the night to
go to high ground to watch tracers, beacons and shell-bursts. It's very
impressive all right, but personally I sleep through all of these late
affairs and hear about them the next morning."
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Chick belatedly remembered Mother's birthday and-explained that out there
they don't keep track of the days and only know it's Sunday when they hear
a church announcement over the switchboard. T can well appreciate this
and see no use in knowing whether today is Wednesday or Thursday unless I
have some special appointment I have to keep. "Certainly all days would
seem alike as long as you were killing Japs until the day came when they
were all killed - that would be-a day to mark in the book.

SAM. Sam sent his hair-brushes home, his hair i1s too short to brush. He
sent his chemistry notes home, they depressed him. He can receive visitors
after June 23rd and graduates from boot camp on August lst. We are talk-
ing about making him a visit but no definite time has been set as yet.
Sam's adaptability tests were so high that he was required to take the
Eddy tests for radar which he didn't want and his 16-20 vision kept him
out of coxswain, etc. which he did want. He was recommended for basic
engineering school (will strike for motor machinist's mate which is small
gas engine work, gets him on small boats). Sam will do well to remember
that Chick asked for ship duty and got artillery, John asked for Military
Government and got police and later claims. Both seem to have done very
well and are happy with their assignments. So here's betting that Sam
gets something suitable. At least he will get something he can do well
and usually the things you do well are the things you like. The closing
line in Sam's letter, "Keep the grass cut" is a dig I resent.

BETTY. Both Mother and Betty have apparently been trying to catch up
with their work since the May Fete celebration and I don't believe there
is any later news to report.

MOTHER RECONQUERS THE KITCHEN. I am sure that Mother has told you about
Zazel going on a sabbatical leave. She thought she would like day work
better, or at least, she would like the aggregate of her week's pay better,
so Mother helped her drum up a week of day work, including one day at our
house. This is the second week of this new routine and like all things
there seem to be a good many advantages in it along with the disadvantages.
Mother is as greatly concerned about her ability to do the cocking as a
new bride would be. All of her references to it are gross understatements
and if she has mentioned this in her letters to you she has probably gilven
you the impression that we are at present living on C-rations. Actually,
the greatest difference since the departure of Miss Eskew is in the number
of dishes, rather than in the food. We no longer have to have a whole
china store on the table to have eggs on toast, and coffee., In fact, 6

or 8 dishes seem to answer the purpose and we may be able to get it down
to 5 later. I have in mind a system which would eliminate dishes altoget-
her, but forking bites of food out of a pot still seems a little crude in
Mother's mind, and so we have reached a compromise half-way between using
all of the dishes and none,

Another difference is that we manage to eat out a meal or two a week. If
friends don't take pity on us and invite us we can always go to the ham-
burger stand, Country Club, Gray's, or the Sugar Bowl, in fact, to any
number of places i1f we desire. On the asset side the new routine has re-
stored to us certain constitutional rights which we gave up some 3 or 4
years ago, the most important of these being to eat when and what you
will., Zazel's formal announcement, "Dinner is served" was always made

at exactly 6:00 o'clock. You could have set the City Hall clock by that
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announcement and never been over a few seconds off, and on the dot of 6:00
you had to start to eat whether you were hungry or not. One might have
preferred to eat at 7:00 on some particular evening, but it would have
taken as much courage to have expressed such a preference to Zazel as it
would for a soldier to tell General Eisenhower he didn't want to obey a
military order. Of course, Miss Eskew had nc powers of court martial over
us but she had a way of charging the air with electricity so that if you
were inclined to be afraid of lightning you would fairly cringe until the
storm had pagsed over. While we are still having spring thunder storms
outgide of the house, all is now calm and serene within. - Even Zipper wags
his tail more hours per day than before, which you will appreciate is a
fairly good barometer of the inside atmosphere.

OUR CABIN. You may remember that we have a cabin out at the farm. I had
nearly forgotten it but was reminded the other day when the Cracker Barrel
invited themselves out for their annual picnic on June 15. I was very glad
to have them do this but suddenly realized that a great many things needed
attention out there before it would be presentable for guests. We had ‘not
been out for more than six months. With this situation the choice of how
to spend Decoration Day if the weather was favorable was pretty well made
for us. The weather turned out to be beautiful. Mother and I decided to
make an all-day pienic-of it. From what I recall of your respective re-
actions to tidying up the place it may be that the word "picnic'" is not
quite appropriate to describe theé work of the day. At any rate, we packed
a lunch that was definitely a picnic affair with fried chicken, sandwiches,
lettuce, milk and cake,

We had never visited our new tenant, Tom Dodge, Halbert's brotherinlaw, so
our first duty was to inspect the income producing portion of the farm.

We found the tenant house freshly papered and as tidy as a pin. The pas-
tures were looking lush, cattle and sheep were fattening on the food they
gathered for themselves, and the fields were just freshly planted, and
looked very neat though bare. Tom has a 15 year old son who has a 2 year
old stock pony. This pony is already well broken to ride, chases cattle,
and does a number of tricks which reminded us of the days when John and
Chick were amateur horse trainers. By the time we had completed our in-
spection trip and had arrived at the cabin it was 12:30. A hasty view of
the yard told us that cleaning it up was to be no picnic. The grass had
grown knee-high through the leaves so that you couldn't rake the leaves

on account of the grass and couldn't cut the grass on account of the leaves.
At this point Mother wisely suggested that we eat our lunch first and then
study the problem further. There was no dissenting vote on her motion and
in a matter of minutes we had-the table set, s0 to speak, but even in these
moments my mind was wrestling with the problem. I thought of solving it by
just driving the sheep into the yard and locking them there until they
cleaned it all up. Another solution which occurred to me was ta rake the
leaves a few feet away from the cabin and burn them right there where they
were. At this moment a strong gust of wind came up over the hill and I
was forced to discard this idea, for one that seemed a little safer. This
was to just tramp down the grass and leaves into a carpet-like mat and
leave it there. I even thought of just getting back in the car and driving
off and leaving leaves and grass to work out their own solution. At this
point I had succeeded in devouring a couple of chicken wings and a back
(our picnic chicken was just left over from a more formal meal where we
had consumed the choicer pieces) and began to think of the problem in less
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negative terms. Now I realized that up to this point I had been a defeat-
ist and 1 began to take a different view of the matter. I have heard tell
of how feeding chocolate to football players gives them more energy immed-
jately and I am now convinced that fried chicken has the same effect. The
defeatist in me had completely vanished. The job of cleaning up that place
now was a challenge which I greeted with open arms. I'd clean up that yard
and make it look like the Franklin Life lawn if I had to do it with my bare
hands. Just let me get started, bring on the tools, any tools, all the
tools we've got, we'll need them all.

The bare hands part of this threat proved almost literally true for the
only procedure that worked was to gather the grass im tufts in one hand
and then shear it off underneath with a sickle, then rake and mow. Mother
took her cue from Chick's report on the Okinawa women and constituted her-
self the burden bearer, taking sheets full of rakings to the fire. These
were carried on her back rather than on the head as the Okinawan women do.
Mother alsoc drew the line at going barefoot. By 5:00 o'clock we had the
place as clean as the Franklin lawn but more nearly resembling a wheat
stubble field as there was little green below the leaves and there was

not much of this left after we completed the tonsorial treatment adminis-
tered with bobbing, shearing, scraping and combing. I am now working on
an outdoor vacuum cleaner that will pick up leaves and burn them, furnish-
ing fuel thereby to operate on. There is still a little hitch about the
matter of getting it started. So far it looks like you would still have
to rake a few wheelbarrows full of leaves by hand to get the necessary fuel
to start on but from then on everything will be automatic. I'm afraid it
won't be ready for this fall but it will be a great blessing to mankind
eventually.

THE UNITED STATES SUPREME COURT' GOES IN FOR THE HUMORQUS. Yesterday the
Court decided that the Post Office Department had no right to bar Esquire
from the mail. In concluding the opinion Justice Arnold said "We believe
the post office officials should experience a feeling of relief if they
are limited to the more prosaic function of seeing to it that 'Neither
snow nor rain nor heat nor gloom of night stays these couriers from the
swift completion of their appointed rounds'".

With love

‘_~—-

CHAPIN LETTER

June 11, 1945

CHICK. Due to some habit of the Post Office our letters from the boys
usually all arrive on Monday. Last week my letter to you was written on
Tuesday and so included all of the news up to that time. No further mail
was received this week until today and Mother has just phoned me that let-
ters came from Chick and Sam. Chick had received Mother's report on her
trip to college and Chick's letter was largely a matter of comments and
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reminiscence about Northfield. As to the new President, Dr. Gould, Chick
predicted he will bring to the job much of the color which a life-time
study of glaciers has added to his own life. Chick called attention to
one of Dr. Gould's favorite quotations "Nothing is constant in this world
but change and life is the only thing that has no beginning and no end".

SAM. Sam reported that 18-20 vision is required for V-12 and since his
sight in one eye is only 16-20 he did not apply. I have gotten a few sug-
gestions regarding this from Lieutenant Vertrees and ‘am writing a separate
letter to him regarding it. George Bunn, who is home on his boot camp
leave, called Mother the gther day to report on seeing Sam before he left.
The Springfield boys all called on Sam to display their railroad tickets
home; a gesture which I am sure received an appropriate rebuke from Samuel
James.

OUR TERRACE. I have now resumed my Sunday evening letter writing place on
the terrace (if you find some discrepancy between this statement and the
date of this letter, it can be explained as follows:! I usually make notes
for my letter on Sunday night and usually dictate them on Monday; sometimes
the press of business on Monday delays the dictation until Tuesday. On
Tuesday my rule is that the letter comes first unless a matter of business
involving at least a $1000.00 fee is pressing me. Up to now I pave never
been delayed: beyond Tuesday.)

Today was the first time the weather has been suitable for this outdoor
activity. Our weather for May and thus far in June has been either wet

or cool and sometimes both. In fact, I'm still wearing my winter suits
and haven't even thought of looking for my straw hat as yet. From my seat
on the terrace I have a panorama of views, all of which are quite easy on
the eye (I have my back to the Gimnaven back door where the teartowels are
hanging out to dry). To my right the front yard and hedge are lush and
green and Mrs. Hay's neatly kept house and yard is in the distance. In
front of me is our own house with a most luxuriant growth of ivy vine
covering the chimmney, clear to the top. At the upper second flpor level
it spreads out completely covering the windows in Sam's and John's rooms
and forms a kind of heavy cross or perhaps more properly speaking, a very
heavy arrowhead. At my right is the garden with the new flower bed in the
distance. A number of small flowers are already blooming and there are
dashes of red, yellow and blue from end to end.

Mother has now come out to join me. She sits facing me, which means she
is facing the ever present dish towels. Mother dislikes a laundry line in
her view and I think we are going to have to do something about it. If
she would trade seats with me she could not see it but it would still be
there and the very knowledge that it is there seems to be upsetting.
Mother's nose is very sensitive and possibly she smells it. It has an
effect on her something like the effect on me when I find a fly in my soup.
Even if I close my eyes it is disquieting. Now the Hawthornes are most
congenial people and they would not think of doing anything annoying. Mrs.,
Hawthorne is in fact a nasty-nice housekeeper and this line of dust cloths
and dish cloths is the outward evidence of it. They wave in the wind and
proclaim to the outside world and to the Chapins in particular that their
house is immaculate. If they were going to have a coat of armg I am sure
it would be a Dutch Cleanser can and a bar of Ivory soap rampant on a
white flour-sack dish cloth background. Some day our hedge will come to
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Mother's rescue but by that time we probably shall have other annoyances.
Mrs. Hay may then be keeping her garbage can in the front yard, or it could
be that Tommy Vredenburgh will be taking bugle lessons or perhaps Butch will
have a 22 rifle. Mother has been silently contemplating the situation and
has not made her thoughts known to me, but I am sure she is not reconciled
to them. I suspect that she 1s working on some diplomatic approach such as
hanging our wash on the front yard on Sunday and then offering to dry our
own things in the basement if the Hawthornes cooperate.

KENTUCKY DERBY AS CELEBRATED IN THE PROBATE COURT. Saturday morning I was
conferring with Judge DeBoice about a case and he was called away for a few
minutes. When he returned he had a tray filled with slips of paper and was
selling chances on a Kentucky Derby pool at 25¢ per chance. I spent 50¢ on
2 slips. Each of these had the name of a horse written on it that I had
never heard of before and have never heard of since. The Judge then dis-
appeared again. When he had finished peddling the rest of the pool tickets
he returned and the business I had with him was resumed and consummated.
Such is the delightful informality of the Probate Court as presided over by
Benjamin S. DeBoice, a combination of fierce man and gentle boy. Ben has
many hobbies - cameras, flowers, American Legion, Republican Party, and
horse-racing and anyone can get his ear on any of these subjects no matter
if he 41s in the midst of a jury trial.

NEW OIL PAINTING. We are now the proud possessors of a mew oil painting.

It is what is known as a still 1ife, and is quite remarkable in many
respects. It is a picture of an ear of corn. Not a particularly good ear
of corn, but one that a mouse had been working on. The little fellow had
made pretty fair headway at the time the artist painted the plcture, and he
must have been scared away by the painter because he left three scattered
grains of corn behind which the artist included for good measure. The
painting was done on a cigar box lid, instead of canvas. Probably the
artist was a sallor and didn't believe in wasting canvas on pictures. It

is framed in a gold frame several times bigger than the picture. I found
this little gem in the window of Grant's second hand store. It had formerly
been the property of Mr. Porter Paddock, who apparently decided that he pre-
ferred to sell it rather than to remove the dirt and dust which had
accumulated on it for many years. Mr. Grant was likewise discouraged by the
dust situation and priced the picture at $2.00 as it was - dust and all. I
am good at cleaning things so this detail did not present any objection.
Immediately upon arriving home I started cleaning it, first with soap and
water, but decided that a little Sollax might bring it out a little brighter.
The Soilax took the corn off the cob and then took the cob off too, and left
me with a still life more nearly resembling a corm shuck. In additionm, the
plaster of paris relief on the frame started to come off in sizeable pieces.
Things like this might have been discouraging to the ordinary man, that is,
to find his whole investment washed out, so to speak, but this catastrophe
was again just a challenge to me. I took a few minutes out to deliver my
opinion of the Soilax people to all of those present, which included Mother
and Zipper. The idea of putting out stuff like that without a warning on
the package that it was dangerous to oil paintings! 1In my lecture I plainly
left an inference for Mother that she was guilty too in not having stopped
me before I got this far. Not to slight anybody I gave Zipper a good scold-
ing for looking so happy and pleased at my predicament and then I proceeded
to remedy the situation. First I glued all the plaster back on the frame

in its proper place and re-gilded the frame, leaving the rest of the job for
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Sunday. Sunday morning I got out my old box of oil paints which had been
secreted in the basement for the past 7 years and went to work to restaore
this masterpiece. Like cases you have read about, the restoration was
positively better than the original., Fortunately, the Soilax bath had left
a faint outline of the rows and grains of corn and so the job in hand was
primarily a retouching one, which is right down my line. Of course, this
may sound like bragging since you haven't seen the picture, but I will re-
late a 1little incident which will prove my point. When I first brought
this little gem home Mother asked 'What on earth are you going to do with
1t?" "Hang it in the office" I said. Today after completing my retouching
and restoration, Mother began to get very chummy with me and finally she
inquires, '"Daddy, would you like to keep that picture here at home or do
you really want to take it to the office?” "I want to take it to the
office" says I. '"Well, says Mother, "It would look nice in several places
right here at home. "Where?" says I. "Well", said Mother, "There is a
place up in Zazel's room where it would look very well". I resented this
remark at first but then immediately I was able to read Mother's thoughts.
Mother wanted to put this beautiful picture in Zazel's room as bait for
Zazel, Zazel comes each Friday to help tidy up the house and it is part of
Mother's strategy, I am sure, to have her see her room thus decorated -and
thus entice her back to her old job. Well, I'll tell you what's what, as
Charley Thomas would say, I wouldn't take any amount of money for it now,
not even $3.00 and that's a fact. I've gotten so attached to it. There's
just one thing lacking about it and that is the little mouse who had worked
sa hard shelling the grains of corn off the ear. I am now itching to paint
that little fellow in. there and all I need is a model. I've already set a_
trap in the pantry with plenty of cheese and when I catch a model I'm going
to paint him right behind the ear of corn with his head peeking over it and
with one eye winking at you.

STORY, V-E DAY, WORLD WAR I. You may remember Mr. R. H. McAnulty who lived
on Williams Boulevard. He used to be Master in Chancery of .the Federal
Court under Judge Humphrey. Mr. Mac, as I always addressed him, was a pom-
pous short man who was by nature bigoted and unfriendly but who tried to
overcome these faults and make himsgelf tolerant and a good fellow. The
result of his efforts alternated between the natural man and the made-over
man. He was a teetotaler and he had little sympathy for those who indulged.
On Armistice Day, 1918, there were all kinds of wild celebrations. At the
Country Club the celebration was done with the aid of bottled beverages of
various kinds and didn't cease until the liquor was all gone. Mac was
among the celebrants and since the leaders of the crowd got drunk they as-
sumed that everybody was drunk, including Mac, and they made quite a point
of pointing out to each other that Mac was fried, This 1libel on Mac's
character was first treated by him as a joke but later in the day he began
to see that it would possibly have serious consequences., His greatest fear
was that Judge Humphrey would hear about it and that he would be dismissed
as Magter in Chancery in disgrace. The next morning he decided to hurry
dowvn to the court and tell the Jjudge about it before reports from others
reached the Judge's ears. Upon reaching his office the telephone rang and
the Judge's secretary advised him that the Judge wanted to see him. Mac's
blood pressure went up and his hopes went down. Judge Humphrey could be a
man of great wrath when the occasion demanded and Mac's fears were not un-
justified. Upon entering the Judge's chambers Judge Humphrey addressed him
and said "Sit down Mac, I want to talk to you". Mac placed himself in
front of the chair and the sitting down was automatic. The Judge let him
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wait a2 minute and then turned from his desk in his swivel chair to face
Mac and said '"Mac, I understand you were drunk yesterday". Mac turned
white and took a deep breath to better enable him to make his denial loud
and emphatic, and just as he was about to deliver it, the Judge continued
"And I was glad to hear it. Mac you're too damn' serious for your own

good and it makes you a helluva bore. You need to loosen up a bit and a
drink now and then will help you. Tell me, Mac, whatever made you think

of doing it?" Mac's denial died on his tongue. He was afraid that to now
tell the truth would merely make him out a liar. He contented himself with
the observation that possibly the stories about him were a little exaggera-
ted and he was delighted to know that the Judge was so understanding about
the whole affair.

MISCELLANEOUS. Aunt Rachel and Maralee have arrived back in Springfield
for the summer. My office has been freshly painted. I have rented
Clifford's old room to Connie Noll until John comes home. Connie has been
working for the Ford Motor Company since before the war. He studied law
moagtly at night and now intends to begin to practice.

Yesterday Mother took Uncle to church with her. I took a day off on ac-

count of the other duties I had on hand which I have already related, and
besides I had spent a day in Champaign on church matters on Wednesday and
thought I had done enough church duty for one week. Mother went to Cham-
paign with me and we drove over. The trip was to attend a meeting of the
Board of Trustees of the Presbyterian Foundation and we had a very enjoy-
able day.

With love

34
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CHAPIN LETTER

June 18, 1945

JOHN. John asked for comment as to whether we prefer his family form of
letter or his personal ones., We like both. Being a writer of the family
form of letter I am in no position to demounce it. In fact, I believe
that what it loses in its personal character it makes up by added volume.
Like John I find it boring to write the same thing in different letters,
but unlike John I run out of material before I get through writing four
separate letters. The Chapin Letter is my answer to the problem and I
have no copyright on this solution. Again answering John's question, all
letters received from each of you, be they short, long, family form or
monograph, are gratefully received, are read and re-read, discussed and
loved.

John asked for Sam's address, which we previously sent but here it is
again:

.



Samuel J. Chapin, A/S
753-96-21

Co. 722

U. 5. Naval Training Center
Great Lakes, Illinois

In John's last letter he advises that he has made application for 0.C.S5. in
Military Govermment, which he assumes will be turned down. John's favorite
cartoonist, Mauldin, made the cover of Time this week with his G.I. Willie.

CHICK. No new word has been recelved from Chick since his letter dated

June 1st. A letter should be due today or tomorrow. Last week I met a

boy, the son of Jim Bennett out at the Sanitary District, This boy had
been on an LST which was part of a convoy used to bring the Marines from

the Sclomons up to Okinawa. While at Ckinawa he got an appointment to West
Point and came back to take his examination. In my talk with him I learned
that there were 4 convoys of 39 ships each that went down to Pavuvu and
Bonica in the Solomons where they picked up the lst and 6th Divisions of

the Marines. . They stopped at a little atoll in the Marshalls for a week
and then pushed off for Okinawa, sending the slow ships out first and hav-
ing them all arranged so that the faster ships could catch up and all

arrive at their rendezvous at the same time. When they got to Okinawa he
sald it looked like the whole Navy was there. There they were also joined
by similar convoys of the Army troops from Guam. He described the naval
shelling of the island from 6:00 to 7:00 in the morning and the air bombard-
ment from 7:00 to 8:00. During these 2 hqurs the Marines all arranged
themselves in their respective landing barges and at 8:00 they started in,
the boys from his boat being in the first wave. I assume from what he said
that he had part of an infantry regiment on his ship. The LST's have thin
plate and he degcribed the effect of the vibration during the naval bombard-
ment as making an accordion out of his ship. The ships in the convoys
remained off the island with the rest of the Navy all the time from D-Day
until he left 30 days later. During this time they aided with anti-aircraft
in fighting off planes and also kept sending in suppliea of which they had
immense quantities, including food, water, shells and fuel.

He said that on D-Day morning the Marines ate all the steak and eggs and
the Navy boys missed out, but expressed his preference, on that day at
least, of being in the Navy and missing his breakfast rather than being in
the Marines and getting a very special one. Now that the battle of Okinawa
is nearing its conclusion some of our arm-chair strategist commentators
have ventured to point out how they could have done it better and I was
glad to hear that Admiral Nimitz has put them in their place by a statement
which showed they didn't know what they were talking about,

SAM. We have had no word from Sam since last Monday. Mother and I are
both anxious to see him in his new saillor suit and wonder if he is as cute
as he used to be at the age of 3 when he first wore hand-me-down sailor
guits. Our proposed trip to Great Lakes is now tentatively set for July 7.

BETTY: Yesterday Mother handed me a book which had arrived some days ago
as a father's day present from John and Betty. It was J. Frank Dobie's

"A Texan in England'. This is the author John had often referred to and
whe wrote the article we read in the Saturday Evening Post some months ago,
entitled "The Scoundrels Lied". Dobie is a professor at the University of
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Texas and has never let his academic work dull his interest in what is hap-
pening around him. He 1s a2 bold and candid fellow and I share many of his
opinions. I have already read about half the book and am delighted with it.

FATHER'S DAY. Betty's book brings me to Father's Day. As you know, I have
never gone overboard about these special days and weeks created by proclama-
tion. Originally my cynicism about them included the whole category from
Mother's Day to Liver Sausage Week, the latter being by proclamation of the
Mayor of Milwaukee. I rebelled a little of having mayors and two by four
governors telling me who to honor and when. I was compelled to eliminate
Mother's Day and Father's Day from this category a few years ago when we
called on old Mrs. James on Mother's Day and found her quite upset because
she had not received form telegram #57 from her son which she had learned to
expect. Since this was practically the only day she heard from hiﬁ‘through—
out the year I could plainly see that it meant much to her. Apparently

there are many cases like hers where the neglect would have been total except
for the proclamation reminder. In my own case there seems to be about 365
Father's Days per year on each of which I receive special and undeserved con-
sideration from Mother and oftentimes from various other members of the
family, so that there is not much that can be added to make the proclaimed
day stand out, except to get a book from someone and now John and Betty have
supplied this.

In reference to other special days and weeks I hope to live long enough to
see the day when some governor will issue a proclamation on the order of the
following:

"GREETINGS, to the People of the State of Illirois:

WHEREAS, in the past my time has been so taken up in issuing pro-
clamations that I have had to neglect my other duties,

WHEREAS, I have heretofore set aside special days and special weeks
for the observation of practically everything at the behest of various
trade organizations and other pressure groups,

WHEREAS, I now find myself besieged by people, groups, and organiza-
tions demanding that I proclaim among other things Apple Butter Week,
Malt Beverage Week, Bonded Bourbeon Week, Total Abstinence Week, Roast
Beef Week, Vegetarian Week, Corned Beef and Cabbage Week, Heat with
Coal Week, Avoid Coal Dirt with Gas Week, and whereas these petitions
have about driven me nuts,

BE IT THEREFORE RESOLVED that from this day forward I will never issue
another proclamation,

And I now proclaim this to be the proclamation to end proclamations.
Henceforward the people of this State may eat what they like, if
they can get it, wear what they want if they can get it, and do what
they please, without hindrance or let from me."

LEGISLATIVE PROGRESS. If you think all the funny things are in the funny
papers you should be here in Springfield for a while. Vaudeville may be
dead as they say, but I am inclined to believe that the actors have just
moved over from the theater to the State House with their skits of comedy
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and tragedy and their sleight of hand tricks which make things disappear.
Time will not permit me to give you a complete program of the legislative
doings but I will mention two or three:

They have amended the Act regarding investments by trustees. Previously the
Act enumerated a list of conservative bonds and securities permissible for
trust investments. The new amendment provides that in addition to this list
trustees may make such other investments as are made by a prudent investor
with his own money. Hereafter, when a trustee wants to invest in securi-
ties that have not been particularly enumerated in the Act, all he will have
to do is to go out and catch a prudent investor, addressing him thus "Chum,
now tell me what you are investing your own money in'. There is nothing in
the Act that requires a prudent investor to wear a uniform, a badge or even
an arm-band and so it is not clear just how the trustee is golng to recog-
nize Mr. Prudent Investor even if he meets him on the street wearing a straw
hat. The more prudent Mr. Prudent Investor is, the more inconspicuous he
will be and my suspicion is that many a flashy fellow is going to pass him-
self off as Mr. Prudent Investor. All bankrupts were once thought to be
prudent people or else they wouldn't have been able to get credit and thus
owe moriey so as to go into bankruptecy. Even Mr. Payne, who died owing a
million and a half dollars on which the creditors collected nothing, was
congsidered a prudent investor until the facts came out.

But let us assume that the trustee is fortunate enough to properly identify
a genuine prudent investor. He may be so prudent that he is not willing to
tell every Tom, Dick, and Harry what he is putting his money in, or possibly
it will turn out to be Mr. Sly Prudent Investor, who gives the trustee a bum
steer, Well, in any case, I suspect that in due time a lot of trustees are
going to find some pretty sour things in their little trust vaults, where
there might have been Govermment bonds if they hadn't been encouraged to
follow along in the wake of the prudent investor.

Cats. The House of Representatives has passed a bill making it unlawful for
a cat to run at large unless under the immediate and actual control of its
owner. Now if any single member of the House had ever had the slightest
speaking acquaintance with a cat he could have defeated this measure by pre-
senting a few simple facts or even by presenting a cat and its owner. 1In
the first place, when a cat is at large he is just at large. He is not
under the control of anybody. In the second place, the relationship between
cats and their owners is such that they do not go out at large together. A
man and a dog are proud of each other's acquaintance. So are a man and a
horse, but this is not so with cats. Cats are not even proud of being cats,
let alone being proud of being owned by a cat owner. Cat owners feel the
same way about it. Hence, the relationship between the cat and the owner is
confined to the privacy of the home where the cat and the cat owner abide.
When the cat goes out he goes out the back door, he goes out alone, and he
goes his own way and does as he pleases, When the cat owner goes ocut she
(it is usually a she) goes out the front door and if by accident they should
meet there would be no more than a short greeting, neither would change his
course to accompany the other. If a fledgling should suddenly hop out of
his nest and light on the ground nearby he might just as well have fallen
in a meat grinder for all of the immediate control the cat owner could exer-
cise on the cat. It is too bad the Legislature doesn't know about these

things.
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COURT HOUSE. The Legislature has raised the pay of their members but they
have disapproved of a2 bill to take over the Sangamon County Court House as
a State memorial. Of course, most people around here who know the history
of the Court House in the days when it was the State House and in the days
when Lincoln was a familiar figure there thought there was only one side to
this question of making a shrine of it. Apparently there are those amongst
us who think otherwise. The other day I went down to see my dentist after
an interval of about 15 years to have him see what caves or cavities he
could locate. Afer about an hour's inspection he decided he couldn't find
any. During the inspection period we discussed the Court House matter and
he confided to me in whispered tones that he had a patient in his office a
few days before who upon looking out of the window and seeing the Court
House remarked "All this nonsense about making this memorial out of that
old pile of junk. They oughtta tear the damn' thing down and forget about
it". Dr. Converse was so shocked by this remark that he rather apologized
for having such a fellow in his office. My reaction was somewhat different.
While I do not agree with the fellow I think he has the right to his peint
of view and admire him for stating it. In fact, I suspect that if some un-
sentimental cuss with this point of view would come out in the open and
publicly propose the razing of the old building that it would bring on such
a discussion that even the Legislature would hasten to acquire it before it

was too late.

NEW STATE CONSTITUTION. The Governor and Mayor Kelly entered into a little
bipartisan agreement to get the machinery started for a new constitution
while the boys were all away at war. This movement progressed nicely to a
certain point when the Legislature defeated it, which one act probably more
than offsets some of the foolish things they have done.

With love
C ——=

CHAPIN LETTER

June 25, 1945

CHICK. 1In a letter from Chick dated June 13 he tells about getting a let-
ter from Mother describing a dish of lovely spaghetti she had just prepared
in a casserole. At the moment Chick was heating a blackened can of G. I.
spaghetti over a fire, the fifth spaghetti meal he had had in a row.

The battle of Okinawa is over so they say, but it is still front page news
and reports of more Japs killed and captured continue to come in. I was
glad to learn that Vinegar Joe Stillwell has been appointed Commander of
the 10th Army. He is a wise old Geperal and as colorful in his way as
MacArthur in his. In a recent letter from Tom to his mother Tom told of a
visit Stillwell had made to Okinawa the early part of June and how the men
cheered him, particularly the men of the 7th Division, which apparently was

his old division.
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Leigh Maxcy was in last week and reported that Kate was still leading a
life of ease and was fat as butter. He seldom rides her nowadays but keeps
her on hand in case he should want to.

In my letter of May 21 I suggested to Chick that he inquire from friends of
Fairles Jordan as to details of his death. Fairles was in Battery A, lst
Battalion, 15th Marines. The Jordans have heard nothing further than the
official notice from the Navy Department and would greatly appreciate this.
Chick mentioned in his letter to Mother that he would loock this yp if he
had Fairleg' address and I mention it again merely because the letter in
which I spoke of this may not have reached Chick.

JOHN, John attended the English Derby which was a gala occasion. Letters

describing it were sent to Chick and Betty so I will not repeat. It was a

masterpiece of reporting and we enjoyed it immensely. We will take it with
us to Chicago when we see Sam.

John's house got its gutters and downspouts repaired last week and it is
now waiting for Walter Canfield to freshen it up with white paint. A house
on Douglas Avenue and Laurel Street substantially like John's but not quite
so good and in a less desirable location sold last week for $8900.00.

SAM. Sam wrote to Unc and said to come up and see him behind the bars and
bring some clean water with him. Since he has been in the Navy he hasn't
seen any water except water with dirty clothes in it. I predict that a lot
of good laundrymen are going to come out of the Navy. Mother and I are
planning to go up and see Sam on July 7 and stay overnight with the
Nicholsons.

BETTY. Betty's vacation begins July 22nd. She will make us a visit some
time during the following two weeks. Mother suggested that Betty come dur-
ing the last days of her vacation so as to see Sam. Sam was first expected
to complete boot camp on August 1. Now his graduation has been moved up to
July 24 and there are rumors that it may be moved up again. Betty better
come to Springfield when it suits her plans best and just hope that Sam
will be here.

I am still enjoying my Dobie book. I particularly liked the story of the
railroad employee who after years of faithful service was retired for old
age. He loved the tracks and trains so much that he didn't want to be
separated from them. The company managed to satisfy him by giving him an
old coach for a home and placed it beside the tracks. Long afterwards his
superintendent stopped to see him and found him sitting on the rear plat-
form smoking his pipe in the cold rain. "My goodness,” said the superin-
tendent, "Why don't you get in out of this weather. You'll catch your
death of cold". The old fellow didn't answer, but took the superintendent
inside and pointed to a sign in the end of the car which said "Np Smoking
Allowed".

UNITED NATIONS CHARTER. All the world has been looking to San Francisco
and reading and listening as to what is going on there. Apparently people
were expected to decide about it from sketchy reports on a few miscellane-
ous clauses. If I am going to buy a horse I want to see the whole horse
and not just a glimpse of his head and tail through the cracks ip a fence.
0ddly enough, the Chicago Tribune, which seems to be opposed to the whole
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thing, was the first paper to print the entire document. I was much impres-
sed with its contents, both as to scope and as to the procedure for making
the world government work. I will try to get extra copies of this and send
it to Chick and John.

ASSOCIATED PRESS DECISION. The Assoclated Press has had its wings clipped
by the United States Supreme Court, which held that they were violating the
law against monopolies. 1In view of the fact that Marshall Field with all
of his millions couldn't get A. P. service in Chicago for the Chicago Sun,
it is not hard to imagine the obstacles that have heretofore been presented
to some little newspaper which wanted A. P. service if the A. P. members,
for good reasons or bad, decided to blackball the little fellow.

MISCELLANEQUS NEWS NOTES. The garden room has now been changed from glass
to screens. This operation has taken place on June 15 for the past fifteen
years but this year the weather has been so cool that we put it off until
June 23rd and if I had known in advance how sore my muscles were going to
be after lugging those glass windows and doors down into the basement and
the screens back up I would have been tempted to have put it off until the
war was over.

The coming of hot weather also called to my attention the fact that Zipper's
bath was long past due and so while I was in a working mood I gave him a
shampoo with laundry soap that made him spic and span enough for the most
fastidious company.

Zipper has invented a new way of egress from the house. He goes at a full
gallop right into the screen door as though it wasn't even there. If it is
not securely latched he gets out; if it is, he lands on his ear and seems
to think nothing of it. When under observation Zipper chases all the
neighborhood dogs out of our yeard in a most vigorous manpmer. At other
times he holds long and friendly conferences with them on our premises and
apparently encourages them to hang around. If Mother or I step outdoors,
however, he immediately becomes the guardian of our property and chases the
intruders off as though he had just discovered their presence.

Tony Day is home but we have only seen him from a distance.

Elmer Baum can imitate a redbird perfectly. He fools me most of the time
and even fools the redbirds. 1 am practicing a little myself and some of
these days I am going to fool Elmer.

Our neighbors to the North are cooking steak dinners in their back yard. I
heard them asking Elmer the other night where they could get charcoal. I
wag tempted to call over and clear up the charcoal situation for them if
they could only tell me where to get steak.

Normie Broadwell has become his own yardsman and works with his lawn every
evening. I stopped to ask him about his boat. '"Hey", says Normie, "See
this?'" holding up a weeding knife. '"That's what I get 'em with. Mama weeds
that side of the yard and I weed this side. Weed an hour between drinks.
Drinking nothing but beer now, nothing but beer. Oh, maybe a little whiskey
now and then - none this afternoon. Oh, the boat, that's something I'm not
talking about, I was out there this afternoon.”
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Schlangens, who bought the old Hay place, sold their horses last fall and
this spring they have purchased two new ones. They have built a paddock
just across the street from Stuart Robinsons (Dinny Luers' old house). It
is about the size of our yard and looks like something from Lexington,
Kentucky. They have made a tambark ring covering the whole back yard. They
also have three or four fancy vehicles of different descriptions. All of
this has made the neighborhood quite horsey again. Too horsey, some of the
neighbors think.

Janice Havenansnakener graduated from the Springfield High School.

Mother and I have taken over Sam's membership in the Talkative Club,
Virginia Ginnaven being the other member. We exchange bits of news about
her Bill and our John, Chick and Sam by the original wireless method of
shouting. Gene Day broadcasts in the same manner but his range is greater
than ours.

UNCONDITIONAL SURRENDER. I am just as anxious to see the Japs defeated as
anyone. I am for any program that will strip them of their empire, their
army and navy, and their war making industries, give them military occupa-
tion for a generation and an educational system that will teach them facts
in the place of all the nonsense their elders have taught them about the
divinity of the Jap origin and of the Jap Emporer. I can't agree, however,
with the announced goal of unconditional surrender. To me this is just a
bravado slogan invented to cover up the fact that we don't know what condi-
tions we intend to impose upon the Japs and we don't want to say we don't
know. Unconditional surrender seems to have relieved us from any necessity
to go into the matter and, like the little boy, we want to keep on fighting
until the other fellow says Uncle. To me it is now high time that we deter-
mine exactly the conditions upon which the war can be ended. Let the:
conditions be as tough as the United States is willing to enforce, I am not-
for any soft peace for Japan. 0Oddly enough, our people seem to be quite
satisfied with the unconditional surrender slogan, I think largely because
it has afforded us an easy answer to a hard question, a substitute answer
which required no thinking when the real answer would require a great deal
of thinking. The only announced dissent to this program comes from a group
of 60 New England preachers, who seem to have logically thought the thing
through, which all goes to show that sometimes even preachers are right.
Whenever the Japs want to surrender on conditions which meet our war aims I
will be for letting them surrender. Unconditional surrender would mean that
we would have to keep on fighting after this point was reached and until the
Japs are willing to accept the conditions which they imagine we would impose
on them. 1In their imagination these would be the conditions which they
would impose on us if the thing were reversed. The point is that in the
last analysis America is not going to impose the worst possible conditions
on the Japs, so why should the war be continued until they are willing to
accept the worst possible conditions. I want to see this country fight
until we get what we want, but I don't want to see us fight for six months
more just to hear the Japs say Uncle.

With love
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