
Sunday 
on "CQ." 

Dear Frank: 

Nothing r e a l l y much to say today. Probably 
won't have u n t i l I hear further from you. But I ju s t got 
th i s note from Mother and she asked that I eend i t on to you. 
Evidently she has sent you the c l i p p i n g , but j u s t i n case 
I'm wrong, here t i i s . We a l l expected that Gene couldn't 
hold out very long but i t seems hard to believe that he just 
won't be around any more. Have been praying for some time that 
he would have the grace of a happy death. I hope those 
prayers were not i n vain. 

Today is j u s t b e a u t i f u l . I t ' s one of those 
quiet sunny Sundays that mean f e l l i s on i t s way. The sun 
is s t i l l p r e t t y warm but there's a cool breeze that is SO 
refreshing. I n another month or so t h i s place i s going 
to look j u s t l i k e New England with a l l the trees and greens 
turned a l l those beautiful f a l l shades. I love i t , but 
doesn't i t give you a rather moumfjil feeling? I t does me. 
Somehow i t seems to spe l l death i n spite of i t s beauty. 
Yet i t gives me such a mellow feeling ... a nostalgia, I 
guess, for things that jus t can't be again f o r a long time. 

Am s i t t i n g here i n our great big orderly 
room ( we've consolidated companies again and are using 
a supply room fo r an orderly room, so you know what i t 
looks l i k e ) diagonally across from the long s l i d i n g door 
which is open just about four feet giving a view of our 
bea u t i f u l sunshiny day, the t a l l maples, oaks, and ever • 
greens that l i n e the parking area, and WACs passing by on 
t h e i r way to town. There i s n ' t much a c t i v i t y i n here 
j u s t the t i c k of the typewriter, the soimd of the e l e c t r i c 
clock. Next store i n the M.T. barracks someone i s playing 
s o f t , sweet music on the accordian. I f e e l so cozy and at 
peace with the world. We can be so snug here on t h i s side 
while our friends and relations are suffering extremes of 
cold and heat, homesickness, a m i l l i o n inconveniences, and 
the dangers of b a t t l e / I t doesn't make sense and I sure wish 
i t were " a l l wrapped up" and everyone were back at homo 
where he belongs. 



Oh, the t r i a l s and t r i b u l a t i o n s of a T/S. No 
l a t r i n e duty and sech but thej*- make up f o r i t with BP and 
CQ. My turn at t h i s wouldn't come up for some time but 
Elv« had a weekend pass and I ju s t couldn't see i t go to was* 
so said I'd do her l i t t l e s t i n t f o r her today. Forgot that 
would mean duty from noon today u n t i l 7 AM tom.orrow , So 
I'm stuck for the day. But when my turn comes up i won't 
have to t a k e i t . Perhaps I ' l l be rewarded by having something 
interesting_to do that day. •• • 

Am also enclosing this l e t t e r from *̂ oe to Mother 
as she asked me to do. Don't know what your reaction w i l l 
be to his l i t t l e self-analysia but i n my eyes he's just THAT 
much more of a man for i t . I f only we could gethim to 
accept the f a c t that that i s Joe, now that he has gotten arou 
nd to seeing himself, instead of going on wishing that he 
had what he thinks we have. I daresay a l l of us wish we had 
what apparently i s responsible f o r the other guy's success, 
or what we admire i n him. But there would be l i t t l e percen -
i n a l l of us being a l i k e , and certainly there would be no 
incentive for improvement. Am praying for the words which 
w i l l help me explainthat to Joe i n a simple, f o r c e f u l , con -
vincing manner. Am sure you could r e a l l y do he subject up 
brown, and should you tackle i t , would l i k e a ccpy of i t . 
Shouldn't say so, but have gotten Mother to send me your 
l e t t e r to Eon so th a t 1 could copy that part of i t i n which 
you compared us to Joe. I t was r e a l l y a bea u t i f u l t r i b u t e 
and I know he treasures i t i n spite of his reaction. 

l e l l , cherub, today, l i k e many another day finds me 
a poor correspondent so I ' l l be honest and q u i t . Am s t i l l 
hoping to spend a l o t of words and l e t t e r s b a t t l i n g our 
furloughs out. ^ o n ' t l e t me down. 

You are always i n my prayers, seWom out of 
m̂  thoughts. Love, 




