
Letters from Arthur Howe, Jr., to Margaret Mayo Burke, his future wife, Sept. 6, 1940 – 
May 12, 1944. 

Forward 

Presented here is a subset of the transcription of some 161 letters written by AH, Jr. during a 
three and half year long period that proved to be transformative for him, shaping the remainder 
of his life especially in terms of family, career, and AFS (the American Field Service, now AFS 
Intercultural Programs).  Deleted from what is presented below is content without apparent 
relevance to AFS or else material of a more personal nature (typically involving the relationship 
between AH, Jr. and MMB).  Where just a portion of a letter has been deleted, the location of the 
deleted content is marked by “…”  MBH appears to have kept the collection essentially intact, 
with perhaps only a few exceptions indicated by three empty envelopes. 

Three themes consistently appear throughout these letters:  the unfolding relationship between 
AH, Jr. and MMB, culminating in their marriage on June 17th, 1944;  AH, Jr’s’ evolving 
thinking and musings about big issues such as war, his future career, AFS, democracy, etc.;  and 
rich descriptions of events, people, and places.  All three are intertwined, with particular note of 
how powerfully dependent--one might well say “obsessed”--AH, Jr. was on MMB to get through 
the difficulties of his two years in war.  Just before AH, Jr. died, when asked what of him he 
thought would endure, he said “memory, and the power of love.” 

Fortunate for us, AH, Jr. exercised his tremendous intellect by writing—in effect, writing was a 
key tool he used for thinking things through.  And because he was writing to someone with 
whom he could share his innermost thoughts, unlike any other recipient of his letters, we readers 
are given tremendous insight into who he was at the time and how he became the person we 
knew. 

All letters are presented chronologically, include their envelopes, and are numbered sequentially.  
In a few cases, letters, after having been read, had clearly been returned to the wrong envelopes, 
and so every attempt has been made to restore the correct matches of letters to envelopes.  I 
made no special effort to preserve fairly frequent misspellings, except where there was a 
consistently misspelled word, such as “alot” and “strainnous” (the latter appearing to mean 
“strenuous”).  I tried to preserve his use of punctuation and grammar as written, but admit to 
having often converted frequent dashes to periods or commas in the transcription.  Occasional 
words were indecipherable or else physically excised by censors relative to militarily sensitive 
dates and/or locations, and are indicated as such in brackets immediately following.  Also 
appearing in brackets are occasional explanations of the preceding text, e.g. nicknames and 
abbreviated references to places. 

Tom Howe, 20 Sept. 2016 
(son of AH, Jr. and MBH) 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#24 

Friday (No envelope.  Highly likely written May 23, 1941, based on various date-specific 
references.) 
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Dear Peg: 
… 
 I just received a most distressing note from Rugby [Rugby School, which AH,Jr. attended 
for a year prior to entering Yale].  Three of the boys I played on the rugby team with are either 
lost or unaccounted for in R.A.F. operations, and two more members of my house the same.  
Evidently they are suffering terrible losses in the aerial warfare.  It just makes me feel so 
helpless—I would give anything to help those people in their suffering and trouble, and yet I just 
couldn’t join one of the forces.  Everyday more people around here seem to be dropping out or at 
least planning to, and joining the army.  I think if war comes, I will join one of the ambulance 
corps.  Cord [Meyer, Yale classmate] is all signed up with the marines to be enlisted the second 
we get into the mess, which I just can’t help feeling is not far off, though I hope & pray we can 
avoid it. 
 Excuse me for bringing in all this moroseness into a birthday letter, but I just seem to be 
feeling that way and have to get it off my chest onto somebody.…. 
     Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#25 
 
 (Postmarked May 30, 1941, New Haven, CT) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Just a note to thank you for the pictures and wonderfully prompt and much appreciated 
letter.  The day after writing you, I took a drastic move, but one which I feel is right, and joined 
up with the British American Ambulance Corps.   What the future is now I don’t know.  They 
are not sure about where or how they want to use me just yet, but will let me know soon, I hope.  
I only wrote Mother and Dad about it a couple of days ago, and I trust it won’t upset them. 
… 
      Love, 
       Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#27 
 
Sunday (Postmarked June 22, 1941, Plymouth, NH, the same day) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Since I last wrote you I have been doing considerable travelling;  over to Maine, down to 
New Haven, to New Jersey, returned to camp [Rockywold-Deephaven Camps, on Squam Lake, 
NH], and up to Canada two days ago for a little fishing.  It is good being at camp again.  (How 
Green Was My Valley) 
 The conference at Oatha on Sebago was wonderful, and they had a group of the finest 
men I have seen collected anywhere.  I had an opportunity to talk about my own plans with a 
number of men who were there and had only recently returned from work abroad. 
 From there we went back to New Haven for reunion week, and it was truly an amazing 
exhibit.  Jim Howard and I managed the class of 1906 shelf, and I was certainly astounded to see 
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how the old boys could carry on.  They kept us going 24 hrs. a day from Saturday thru 
Wednesday.  It was both very good fun and I think very good practical experience.  The 
problems that arose of every imaginable sort and had to be solved gave considerable opportunity 
for the use of imagination and initiative, and both Jim and I thought it great sport.  We had to do 
everything from keeping off irate wives to handling bootleggers in buying liquor on Sunday.… 
      Love, 
       Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#28 
 
Wed. (Postmarked June 26, 1941, Plymouth, NH, which was a Thurs.) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Suddenly find I have to leave here tomorrow, Thursday;  so I am afraid I’ll miss you.  I 
will be in West Orange [AH,Jr’s home, in NJ] till Sunday or Monday however, and if your 
caravan is by any chance stopping off near there or in N.Y. do let me know.  20 Ridgeway Ave., 
West Orange, N.J. is the address. 
 Wookie Toll’s sister is getting married next Saturday in your hometown, and Mother and 
Dad are going down (Dad to perform the ceremony [AH,Jr’s father was a minister]). 
 If I don’t see you again, be good this summer, & write often. 
    Love, 
     Artie 
P.S.  address is:  “Solid Comfort”, Beaumaris, Muskoka Lake, Ontario, Canada [family 
compound of Mellon Family and friends, where AH,Jr. spent the summer tutoring Tom & Henry 
Armstrong (no known relation) whose family had a place there] 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#29 
 
Monday (Postmarked July 8, 1941, Beaumaris, Ont., which was a Tues.) 
 
Dear Peg: 

… 
 I trust that all goes well with you & all the Burkes.  I don’t know how I am going to hold 
out without a glimpse of you for so long, after being so spoiled this winter.  Unless the 
ambulance people call me, which is quite a possibility from a letter I received today, I will be 
here till September.  Everything is so uncertain on that end of things, however I feel more & 
more certain that I have done the right thing in signing up with them.  Dad & Mother & a lot of 
people I have talked with about it agree that it is probably best, feeling as I do about the 
situation. 
 Write soon & excuse all my boring discourse. 
    Love, 
     Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#31 
 
Sat. (Postmarked July 24, 1941, Beaumaris, Ont., which was a Thursday) 
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Dear Peg: 

… 
 Our trip down the river was great fun and packed with thrills.  Miles of rapids kept me 
thinking of how mean we were never to have gotten you on the Housatonic [River], but someday 
we’ll make up for it.  The portages were often fairly long and over very rough country;  so it was 
extremely hard work at times, but the way the river suddenly takes a dive for a hundred yards 
and then opens up into an absolutely wild lake surrounded by heavy pines with great open rocks 
coming down to the shore makes it all easy.  Never have I seen such beautiful country as far as 
rivers, lakes, & woods are concerned and the bass fishing was quite phenomenal.  Not that we 
caught big fish, the largest being a little over 2 lbs., but the numbers were large.  Almost every 
cast seemed to produce something, and drifting about in the sunshine fishing in such a place was 
quite too good to be true.  In fact, the more I think about it, the more I realize that most 
everything in the life of A. Howe Jr. has been that way, and it almost makes me shudder to think 
of what he owes the rest of the world.… 
 The Ambulance people have me started on a lot of innoculations & things, and inform me 
that I am one of 40 on a list which has been cut down from 800 volunteers, and of this 40 they 
will pick 24 to go to Suez at the end of August, so it looks as though things may be stirring.  The 
head of the proposed unit is a very fine man and if the opportunity comes, I think I will be off.  It 
will be darn tough sledging in more ways than one, but no matter what anyone does the next few 
years aren’t going to be too good.… 
     Love, 
      Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#32 
 
Sunday (Postmarked Aug. 11, 1941, Beaumaris, Ont., which was a Monday) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 My last letter was written only about in the middle of my birthday-present deluge, and I 
still have to thank you for the last two, which were so appropriately chosen by your discerning 
eye.  The fishing fly was especially well received, and in your honor I caught the first fish on it 
during our most recent camping trip, 4 days of the greatest trout fishing this little chicken ever 
hopes to see.  We paddled about 10 miles up a lake, approached by some 40 miles of dirt road, 
and then A.H. Jr. personally swung the canoe on his shoulders, & hiked 1 and ½ miles thru the 
bush to the most superb trout lake ever.  I don’t know if I ought to tell you about the fact that we 
averaged 17 trout per hour of fishing, or that the largest was just a little under 5 lbs, or that I ate 
so much fish that I developed spots & started to look like one myself, for all that might make you 
think it was just a fish story, but if I have any luck at all, I will have some pictures which will be 
truly amazing. 
 When we got tired of catching fish—believe it or not that happened—we floated around 
on the lake playing tag with about 10 or 12 families of ducks, or we sneaked off & watched a 
bunch of beaver at work near our camps, or just plain took it easy & slept & smoked in the 
sunshine, with a very occasional dip into the icy water.  All in all it was a grand trip. 
 My violent delight in such excursions may be due to the fact that it is all going to end 
shortly.  The last word is that I am definitely accepted into the new unit & we are to sail by Sept 
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10th if not before.  I have to be in N.Y. two weeks before sailing;  so I will have some warning.  I 
hope to get in a few days at camp as the Old Girl [AH, Jr’s sister, Alice] is coming East for a 
little while & we all hope to celebrate Mother & Dad’s 25th wedding anniversary by getting the 
whole family together for at least a few days.  Also I want to get a glimpse of you before I go, & 
will hope to catch you somewhere in my cruising between Squam, N.Y. & Washington, where 
we all evidently have to go for a few days of overhauling by the State Dept., etc.  Have you any 
plans for this far ahead? 
 I see your friend Farley Walton all the time as she lives just next door and their family is 
somehow related to the Armstrongs.  I guess both families are cousins of the Mellons, as a matter 
of fact.  The Mellons (“Cousin Will,” etc.) are grand people & live in a grand style.  We often 
water ski or play tennis or go on picnics with them & it is at the least interesting to see how they 
get along.  Today we played tennis with Tommy Hitchcock, the great poloist, and his wife, and 
then water skied for a couple of hours.  It is great fun & very tricky, the hardest part being to get 
up on the things.…    Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#34 
 
Friday (Postmarked Sept. 6, 1941, Ashland, NH, which was a Sat.) 
 
Dear Peg: 

… 
I have been meaning for some time to get a load off my chest and have a little heart-to-

heart talk with you about yourself & myself, but I just couldn’t seem to get around to it, so if you 
don’t mind I will give you that promised lecture on paper.  (If you do mind, tear up the rest of 
this and mail a sharp rebuke to yours truly.) 
 Everything else in my existence is and has been for some time so uncertain that I just 
couldn’t go on and possibly go abroad without finding out just how things stand between us.  
You know, I trust, how much you mean to me;  quite honestly most everything I do & think is 
done with the idea in mind of how it might be concerned with you & how, if in any way, you fit 
into it.  It would be a masterpiece of understatement to say that I have been thinking alot about 
you.  The things we have done together, & the places we have been together give witness to the 
fact that the hours I have been with you during the last year or so have been my happiest ones.  
That the present world crisis should intervene into our affairs at this point saddens me more than 
you know, & though in relationship to the whole it may be as nothing, it is to me a considerable 
blow.  My only wish is that when it is over & if there is anything remaining, we might go on 
from where we left off.  Perhaps I shouldn’t say “left off,” as I certainly hope that will not occur, 
come what may.  All this has probably been instigated by a depressing morning of conversations 
with Bud [AH,Jr’s brother Harold Howe, II] & Sib [“Sibby” is Priscilla Howe, wife of HH,II] 
about the future & what it may hold for all of us.  The only thing they apparently have for sure at 
this point is each other and perhaps my inner purpose in writing like this is to more or less lay 
down my cards & take stock of where I stand & just what there is in this old world that is sure.  
Another letter from the Ambulance corps today tells of further serious complications & things 
seem more & more indefinite;  so with it all I am beginning to go a little screwy. 
 I beg of you to forgive me for writing like this, and if you would rather forget I ever 
mentioned it, please do, and just chalk it up to the ardour of an over-jealous admirer. 
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 In any case write to me at 20 Ridgeway Ave, West Orange, soon as I shall be 
uncomfortable indeed until I hear from you. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#35 
 
Thurs, 11th (Postmarked Sept. 12, 1941, West Orange, NJ) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 It was a great relief to get your letter upon returning here today, after several days of 
tearing around N.Y. & New Haven trying to decide what I had best plan on this winter.  
Evidently the ambulance thing is more & more indefinite and it hardly seems reasonable that I 
should stay out of college all winter on the chance that the thing may come off.  Accordingly 
unless they tell me definitely that we will be underway soon I am going to return to college.  It 
makes it rather difficult for me, after the furor I have caused, to suddenly about face and say it is 
all off, but I don’t see how the situation could have been avoided, with the State Dep’t. taking the 
sudden action that it has.  However, it does make me feel like a bit of an ass. 
 This all probably points to another year of (I hope & fear at the same time) delightful 
excursions to Poughkeepsie [where Vassar College is located, where MMB is a student] 
combined with a bit of study etc. at the alma mater.  It will be far more pleasant than what the 
ambulance people offered, but I am not sure I shall be over-contented with myself and entirely at 
peace in mind. 
 I do of course want to see you soon (ever hear that before?) and right now two 
possibilities come to mind.  One would be for me to come down to Washington, which I may 
have to do anyway for the ambulance people, as they wanted someone to go down and speak to 
certain people in the British embassy & the people in N.Y. being already over-busy think they 
may want me to do it.  … 
 I will call you up or telegraph in a few days if anything comes up in regard to the plans I 
mentioned.  Now that I have your very gratefully received letter I will be able to sleep better 
tonight than of late, and accordingly I must be off. 
        Love, 
         Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#38 
 
Sunday (Postmarked Sept. 28, 1941, New Haven, CT, the same day) 
 
Dear Peg: 

… 
 Once again I seem to be blessed with a superb set of courses, one on modern Social 
Problems, the first two months being spent on alcoholism and drugs, another doing nothing but 
reading and talking about Plato, and three others on the historical development of governments 
and political organizations in several countries.  All of them are so closely allied with things I am 
deeply interested with that I am quite excited about it all.…      
      Love, 
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       Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#45 
 
(Postmarked Nov. 25, 1941, West Orange, NJ) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Since calling you, I have found that we won’t get off until a couple of weeks in all 
probability, as the ship we’re to sail on from San Francisco has not arrived there yet.  However 
we may still go early next week if a possibility comes.  I have been rushing around trying to get 
things straightened out and at the same time squeeze in the trip to camp.  We had a superb time 
up there chasing everything from mice to deer, and sparrows to geese.  The weather was perfect 
and we were outdoors all day, came home and stuffed ourselves with food, and generally dozed 
off in an armchair by the radio with the dishes unwashed. 
 If it’s o.k. I’ll plan to be up Sat. evening sometime.  Will let you know just when later.  If 
it isn’t O.K., write me at N.H. as I will be there Sat. morning. 
         Love, 
          Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#46 
 
(Postmarked Dec. 4, 1941, Orange, NJ) 
 
Dear Peg: 

… 
 Incidentally we are leaving from N.Y. on the [ship] “El Nil,” in port now and being 
loaded.  As soon as it is filled up, we get on and steam away some dark night (around the 10th 
probably) 
 I have lots more to tell you Sat.—most of which I won’t tell you even then—I’ll save it 
for now.  Wonderful time at camp. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#47 
 
Tues night (Postmarked Dec. 10, 1941, New Haven, CT, which was a Wed., on stationary of 
“Austin Higgins, Davenport College, Yale University”) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I am just beginning to come down to earth again after last weekend.  I was so happy & 
sad all at the same time that things are just becoming clear again. …  

I was in N.Y. this morning, posing for the “Times,” getting Mother’s pictures etc;  and 
they tell me at the office that our plans are unchanged by the present outbreak of hostilities and 
we have to be ready on 24 hrs. notice to sail.  Accordingly I know nothing more.  I will let you 
know definitely before I go about the mail situation, but in the meantime drop me a line at home 
if you get a chance.…  
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Things here are in turmoil.  Cord, Charley, George Lord, McClelland, Leboutillier and 
many others of my lesser acquaintances are going to the colors [enlisting] I think.  This business 
will be a terrible blow for the [Yale] University before it is over, not to speak of what it is going 
to do to the world at large.  You know how I hate it all. 
 Bud is not settled yet in his plans in Washington, but I guess he will pretty definitely be 
going down there. 
 Everything, including my little brain, is in a turmoil, & I must get to bed.  Write soon. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#49 
 
(Written Tuesday, Dec. 16, 1941, per ref. to letter of day before, postmarked Dec. 17, 1941, 
Orange, NJ, which was a Wed.) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I don’t know why I am writing you again tonight, except that I want to talk to someone, 
& I’m all alone here in the house.  I am, of course, very moody these days, as yesterday when I 
wrote you I felt ever so cocky, confident, and optimistic about all things (even the war) and now 
I find myself in just the opposite condition, sitting here all upset by my thoughts, with a most 
morose attitude.  It appalls me to think that I could ever have been happy & carefree in such a 
world as that which now encompasses my mind, and yet I know that tomorrow I will be forgetful 
of it all again.  It is certainly strange, this business of living, and I suppose its variety is one of its 
richest elements.  In such a mood as I am in tonight, I experience my most profound emotions, 
things that are far too complicated to talk about, but which are far more real than anything else I 
know of.  (There isn’t anyone else in the world I would be writing to like this except yourself, 
and I hope you don’t mind too much.)  In any case this war business has me down again, terribly, 
and I just can’t seem to avoid it.  Our country’s actions are so understandable, so seemingly 
unavoidable, so strongly backed by such conscientious people;  and yet I feel more sure than 
ever that is all wrong & entirely incompatible with the true spirit of our faith, and that in 
following the light of that faith, there alone is hope for the future.… 
 We are going to be around until X’mas day;  so they told me in N.Y. today.  I have half a 
mind to escape to N.H. again but no one is going up till after the 25th;  so I guess I’ll continue 
sitting around here.  Don’t forget to let me know about Friday. 
         Love, 
          Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#50 
 
Mon. night (Postmarked Dec. 31, 1941, Jersey City, NJ, which was a Wed.) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 … 
 You are probably surprised to be hearing from me after my telephone call this morning, 
but we have been sitting on old “El Nil” all day & nothing has happened yet.  Everyone is on 
board and ready to go, but I understand we won’t leave the dock here until tomorrow. 

Arch
ive

s o
f th

e A
meri

ca
n F

iel
d S

erv
ice

 

an
d A

FS In
ter

cu
ltu

ral
 P

rog
ram

s



 There is an astounding lot of people both in our group and in others on board—airmen of 
the R.A.F., nurses of the Canadian Red Cross, engineers, and an odd assortment of others 
totaling some 200 people, plus a crew of Egyptians who are the weirdest lot I ever saw.  The boat 
is large, comfortable and clean inside, but extremely dirty on the outside.  I have gotten a boy 
named Dave Hyatt for a cabin mate who couldn’t be nicer—a graduate of Northwestern in ’34 
and since then on the stage & in Hollywood.  He also does some writing for newspapers and just 
had a novel published.  All in all a most interesting & delightful fellow.… 
 I understand we are to stop at Trinidad;  so I will write you from there & let you know 
lots more then. 
   Love, 
    Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#51 
 
Sat Jan. (Postmark illegible;  letter likely started on Jan. 3, 1942, given the context, then mailed 
from Trinidad, per ref. in next ltr.) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 The first few days of my TransAtlantic voyage I have decided to call “Life on The 
Hudson,” as that is where it has taken place, partly at dock and partly out in the middle of N.Y. 
harbor on the Hudson river.  Unfortunately this is “Life on the Hudson” was not up to the 
standard of the life I have known on certain slightly northern sections of the same stream, but 
that is just one of those things we have to put up with.  All in all it has been most trying but 
unavoidable for certain reasons I am explicitly warned not to speak of.  … 
 A good many people had a comparatively wild time on this “scow,” as she is 
affectionately termed, New Year’s eve but most of them have recovered now that the boredom of 
sitting in port is over and New Years is well by. 
 We seem to have a most extraordinary collection of pets & mascots on board--dogs, cats, 
goldfish etc, and the ship both sounds & smells too much like a menagerie for me.  However the 
Captain is furious and has threatened to get most of them out of the way in his own inimitable 
manner of tossing them overboard;  so all except the goldfish owners are in considerable distress. 
 Besides ourselves there are 90 Red Cross Nurses headed for [word cut out] on board and 
a dozen or more R.A.F. boys.  The nurses are all Canadian and seem to be a very nice crowd.  (I 
of course wouldn’t let you in at all on such things as this unless I knew that you know how I feel 
about all the attractive girls I meet.  For some reason I can’t help but compare them to my model 
of perfection, and then they all start looking worse & worse & I am forced to return to my more 
ethereal contemplation of you.  ….) 
 We are sailing along completely blacked out, and with only a few dim lights in heavily 
shaded rooms, it is impossible to read and nearly so to write;  accordingly I have got to quit now 
but will continue this tomorrow or the next day, when we will be in the sunny tropics for sure.  
Until then I will have to use my mental telepathy communication means. 
 
Sun: Jan [date cut out, but likely the 4th] 
 Now that we are in warmer waters things are looking up even though there was a very 
rough sea today & the ship has been plowing through waves all day, much to the distress of 
about ¾ of those on board.  With my fingers crossed I am still holding out among the lucky ones.  
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In the sunlight the waves have been very beautiful, the whole sea being covered with great 
mountains of water from the top of which spray is blown off to form perpetual rainbows across 
the horizon.  And tonight with the same heavy seas running, the phosphorous has been glorious 
to watch, twinkling everywhere among the white billowy water churned back by the ship. 
 It was wonderful to stretch out in a deck chair out of the wind and feel the old sun beat 
down for the first time in a long time today.  I was offering my right arm to have you reposing in 
the chair beside me but I couldn’t produce any results.   
 However all that glistens is not gold, and we are already starting to suffer from little 
exigencies of this old tub.  Every time anything goes wrong or is not quite right, you get the 
reason “C’est la guerre.”  The fresh water is turned off in the cabins for all except an hour per 
day, there is no hot water, and the stewards & waiters are hopeless to deal with whenever any 
one of a thousand wants arises.  Nevertheless we are not complaining, in fact on the contrary, 
everyone is quite amused by the novelty of it all, but I guess it will wear off.  Compared to most 
travelling at sea in war time I know we are very fortunate.   
 Our cabins are very small and have a certain number of inhabitants besides ourselves, 
these “personae non gratae” consisting of cockroaches, mice, and a myriad of smaller creatures.  
However we have them pretty well under control now after a brisk campaign this afternoon.  The 
port holes are of course blacked out like everything else and can only be open when no lights are 
on within.  From what I can gather we will be sleeping on deck most of the time from now on in 
order to escape the heat.….  
 
Tues. Jan [date clipped out, but likely the 6th] 
 All is quiet again (after the recent rough weather) and the sea has an ominous glassy look 
under a copper colored moon tonight.  It makes me think of the “Ancient Mariner” every time I 
look around.  We are really in the warm water now and the heat inside the ship is oppressive, 
particularly at night when everything has to be shut to keep in the light.  However outside it has 
been glorious lying in the sun all day with the water a deep blue and the sky full of fleecy white 
clouds.  Hot as it is, they tell me we haven’t seen anything yet.  I had practically all my hair 
taken off today by an amateur in our group who is hoping to develop the ability to give us all 
good haircuts, but being only his 6th victim I came out rather poorly—you had honestly never 
seen anything like the first 10 of us he performed on.  With us walking about as living 
monuments to his skill I don’t see how he will get any more business.  Fortunately we won’t be 
seeing anyone, except for the natives in Trinidad, for several weeks and by that time I ought to, 
with the aid of a good cut, be presentable again.  The natives will take me in as a blood brother I 
expect.  … 
 More & more extraordinary characters keep turning up in our group, and there certainly 
are (a number of) people with whom it is pleasant to talk and idle the hours away.  …  
 
Friday, Jan [date cut out, but likely the 9th] 

…..  
To get back to another subject very close to my heart—I have been watching the fish for 

the last few days from the front of the boat.  There seem to be as many flying fish as there are 
little bugs on the water of a warm still evening at Squam.  Everywhere they dart out and soar 50-
100 yards away before crashing into the waves again.  Also there are occasional porpoises, 
sharks, & other fascinating things.  
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 Yesterday we passed thru the Mona Passage by Puerto Rica and tomorrow arrive in 
Trinidad, where we all get ashore for a while.  It was good to see land and it will be even better 
to get on it.  We pass other ships constantly, all of them painted a dull gray like ourselves and it 
does one good to see anything on the apparently endless expanse of water.   The other day the 
planes on patrol came over & tipped their wings to us, and they banked so close we could see the 
pilot giving us the V sign. 
 I have become quite brown and the early unpleasantness of sun-burn is all passed.  It gets 
hotter & hotter and yet still we haven’t seen anything compared to what is ahead.  I’m afraid I 
can’t imagine it much hotter, but I’ll know about it soon.  Fortunately we have had good fresh 
breezes which help considerably.  Every night is a thing of unique & exquisite beauty, and I love 
to lie on my bedroll under the heavens, staring at infinity and wondering at the perfection of the 
stars and sky and sea.  I know of no place where one gets a better idea of his own unimportance 
in the world than under the stars at night.  It makes the things of the earth seem very petty 
indeed;  whereas the intangibles swell in importance.  So many of my most precious intangibles 
are connected with you that I generally end up thinking about you and all that you are to me.  
However all that must be made to take a second place for a while, but someday I hope we can get 
them back into first.…    Love, 
        Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#52 
 
Jan 16 (Postmarked Jan. 16, 1942, Cape Town, South Africa) 
 
Dear Peg: 

I hope the letter I mailed you from Trinidad got thru O.K., and I just wonder how much 
the censor crossed out.  … 

We had 3 days in Trinidad and it was quite fascinating.  The approach to the harbor (Port 
of Spain) is thru a series of small islands, though at the same time they are very high and have 
straight cliffs coming down as much as 150 feet to the water.  Inside these there is a magnificent 
harbor surrounded on three sides by high mountains which are cut repeatedly by deep ravines 
and covered with the most verdant vegetation imaginable.  The city perches on a small plain at 
the foot of the hills.  Once anchored, we were taken in each morning to shore and brought back 
at night on a tender. 

The city is hot, old, lazy, and comparatively dirty.  Its inhabitants are about the same.  
Everyone and everything about it give the appearance of being exhausted.  Dogs, poultry, goats, 
and donkeys as well as the people sleep side by side on the sidewalks or in the gutters and seem 
to be aroused by nothing.  The native houses are one room hovels, the sides consisting of nothing 
but shutters, thru which as you pass by in the evening you generally catch a glimpse of a mass of 
black faces sitting around a table with a kerosene lamp casting an eery light on the whole group.  
The exception to all this is the small foreign settlement in the town and the tremendous British & 
American army & naval bases surrounding it.  The activity around these latter places is perfectly 
astounding, especially so in their contrast with the town.  Literally, thousands of engineers are 
transforming the countryside.  Miles of barracks, cement highways, and deep cement drainage 
ditches have been constructed, mostly by the U.S.  Everywhere you see U.S. trucks, jeep-cars, 
tractors, and soldiers and everything is on the move constantly.  Engineers and skilled laborers 
from all over the U.S. have been shipped down there to do a job and what they have 
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accomplished is certainly a tribute to American efficiency & doggedness.  The expense must 
have been unbelievable but the results are certainly there to show for it.  Most astounding of all 
is the new air field at El Marna, which was pictured in “Life” a while ago.  Where 8 months ago 
there was nothing but steaming jungle there is now an area of about 8 square miles entirely 
cleared, all roots removed, all the land levelled and drained, with rows of barracks perched up on 
stilts about 10 feet off the ground, the better part of a twenty mile cement runway finished, two 
moving theatres, a baseball park, 8 bowling alleys, a restaurant, mess halls, 2 hospitals, and a 
complete flying field nearly finished.  It is all quite unbelievable but true.  I even bowled a string 
out there myself, afterwards enjoying a coca-cola, out there mind you twenty some miles from 
the town where a few months ago there was nothing but snakes, swamps, and jungle.  To say the 
least it is impressive.  The men who have bossed the jobs were a fascinating group to talk to, and 
we spent hours in the army canteens with them.  As in all such outposts, the terrible problem is 
recreation, and boredom is overcoming many of the workers already.  They just can’t find 
anywhere to go or anything to do afterwards, and very few of them are the type who enjoy 
reading and other such forms of self-entertainment.  The climate is oppressively hot, and most of 
the men have suffered poor health off and on. 

We found a little place back in the hills called “Blue Basin” which is a series of 
waterfalls, very much like Bash-Bish [Falls, near Hotchkiss School, in NW corner of CT, where 
AH, Jr. attended boarding school], where I had the great pleasure of taking you once, even 
though you did think it was just a minor excursion on my way to & from Hotchkiss.  (Someday 
I’d like to know what you really did think!)  In any case, we had wonderful swimming in Blue 
Basin and located as it is right in the heart of the jungle, it is very beautiful. 

At the army canteens we found the most amazing prices such as 50¢ for a carton of 
cigarettes—that is only 5¢ a pack.  For members of the crew I brought back 20 cartons three 
nights in a row, and all the fellows in our crowd who smoke had a perfect field day.  Even cigars 
were down in price, so now I am well fortified myself.  Every night, officers (Am & British) 
came out to the boat to visit the Red Cross nurses who gave dances for them;  so all in all it was 
quite a gay time, particularly with the number of our boys who seemed to come back on ship 
each night well fortified with planters punches, the local standby.  As a matter of fact it is quite 
disturbing to see how many people find nothing to do but drink, particularly when we’re at sea.  I 
just pity those people who have to find their amusement that way, and in any group you always 
find a fair number of them. 
 We were delayed an extra day in Trinidad because of trouble once again with our bakers, 
they being the ones who held us up in N.Y.  The old baker who jumped ship in N.Y. decided to 
get back at the Captain whom he apparently disliked and put several large bolts down in the 
gears of the dough mixer & the oven.  Accordingly we were delayed while the repair job was 
completed.  The crew is behaving worse & worse, and I just hope they don’t start anything.  
With only a few exceptions they are surly and lax.  The other night they broke into the bar, stole 
20 cases of beer and all got tight, and were dancing and singing all over the place.  There is one 
fellow whom I have become acquainted with who is a very nice chap indeed.  He & I went 
fishing together off the stern of the ship when we anchored in Trinidad and became quite 
chummy in spite of the fact that he only speaks Arabic.  He spent most of the time giving jerks 
on my line when I wasn’t looking and then nearly dying of laughter every time he fooled me.  
However I tried to get even with him one day later on when his line happened to come right by 
my porthole as he was fishing from the deck above.  I gave him the most tremendous bites he 
ever had for about ten minutes and was enjoying myself no end when suddenly I heard a roar of 
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laughter behind me and he was standing there at the threshold of the cabin watching me, having 
tied his line to the rail and sneaked down when I didn’t know it.  Every time he sees me now he 
lets out a squeal of Arabic and nearly doubles up with laughter. 
 
Jan 21st 
 We have been getting into what should be hotter & hotter parts and still it hasn’t gotten 
too bad.  During the mornings and evenings, one can be quite comfortable out of the sun and we 
seem to escape in the afternoons by means of a tremendous salt water shower bath we have 
rigged up on the stern deck.  Using the ship’s fire fighting apparatus we shoot the water up into 
the air and there is a wonderful steady shower all over the deck, which is pleasant indeed.  
Evidently we have fresh trade winds all the way to Africa and accordingly I don’t expect the heat 
will get much worse.  Yesterday we crossed the equator and by immortal custom were subjected 
to our initiation into the kingdom of King Neptune.  There was quite a ceremony, consisting of 
alot of parading around in the weirdest costumes imaginable, followed by having yourself 
covered with grease, soap, etc., and a final drenching with a fire hose.  The party ended in a 
terrific brawl when certain of the just-initiated turned the fire hose on those presiding, and there 
was considerable chaos all over the ship until the water was finally cut off.  We were awarded 
our diplomas today, certifying our initiation, and the next time we cross the equator, we will be 
safe. 
 All of our unit takes turns patrolling the ship to enforce the blackout and I was on from 3-
6 A.M. yesterday.  We try and see that all portholes are kept shut, no one smokes on deck, and 
that no light shines anywhere.  We had a rather unpleasant experience the other night, when we 
saw alot of flairs off on the horizon.  They were obviously distress signals, whether being from a 
ship in distress or a raider trying to get us over there was the awful question.  However, the law 
of the sea these days is not a pleasant one, and the rule is to answer no such distress signals.  
Accordingly, we altered our course and proceeded along.  Whether we left some poor devils out 
there in life boats or whether we dodged a raider or submarine will be a question to which we 
will never know the answer.  Whichever it was, the whole affair was unpleasant.  We are passing 
through the most dangerous part of our entire trip now. 
 In spite of the danger which we are constantly in, no one gets concerned in any way, 
because there is after all is nothing to do about it, and for me the trip has been in many respects 
very pleasant, spending the days sunbathing, reading, and playing chess.  …  

I am already assuming the appearance of an Ethiopian, being very brown, almost black in 
fact, and having raised a most beautiful moustachio.  Thus far I have remained clean shaven on 
the chin but undoubtedly a beard will be in order there someday.  As a matter of fact I don’t 
think I can stand even my little moustachio for long, as it is extremely scratchy, and maybe I 
won’t be such an Ethiopian after all by the time I return. 
 We are getting red cross instruction daily, and the nurse who teaches us is very excellent 
at it and I have really gotten alot out of it.  If you incur any ailments just ring me up in my Cairo 
office & I will come home and fix you up.  We are suffering from an hour of exercise and 
instruction in military deportment every day, but I guess the exercise is good for me & the 
instruction is essential.  As a matter of fact the nurses are to be given setting up exercises also 
beginning tomorrow, and their leader having asked our Captain to appoint someone to lead them 
in these workouts, yours truly (don’t laugh) has been entrusted  with the job of keeping 90 nurses 
fit & healthy.  Of all the thankless jobs I have been presented with in my day, this one just about 
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reaches a new low.  Obviously every male on the boat will turn out to see the performance, & I 
have grave misgivings as to the whole business. 
 Gradually I am learning more and more about why many of the people are doing what 
they are, and it is astounding to find out some of the reasons.  We have soldiers of fortune, men 
whose families have been broken up by divorce or death and are trying to get away from the 
whole thing, people who have been unable to get in to other services because of minor physical 
defects and who are anxious to do something, people who have never been happy and here find 
an opportunity to try something new, and finally several who want to get material with which to 
write books, newspaper articles, plays, etc.  Some of our crazier elements are quieting down, and 
all in all it is a most interesting bunch.  One of my closest pals & my constant opponent at chess 
is an ex-cowhand, mechanic, oil well driller, and sailor in the navy.  Just before leaving home he 
was operating a chain of liquor stores and controlled all the slot machines in Palm Beach Florida.  
Needless to say he is an interesting cuss, tough as they come, and yet underneath it all a 
wonderful fellow. 
 
Jan. 28th 

Another week seems to have slipped by remarkably quickly and we now only have 7 or 6 
days more into Capetown.  It will be good to see terra firma again after such a long stretch.  Also 
after we get there the danger from submarines etc. is pretty well over.  The only thing we have 
seen since the flares a week ago was an airplane, probably one of the clippers, which circled us 
one morning.  I have finished my time at exercising the nurses in the daily calisthenics and 
someone else has the job for the rest of the time.  It wasn’t as bad after all, & I got it down to a 
system where I sat in shade and yelled out instructions to them.  Last Sunday I had another little 
job of leading a church service for all of them and some of the rest of the passengers;  so now I 
seem to be their spiritual as well as physical guardian. 

Some of the writers in our crowd are publishing a bi-weekly newspaper which is amusing 
and interesting for themselves and its reading public.  With occasional skits in the evening by 
some of our more talented members, musical entertainment from time to time, and all sorts of 
deck games during the day added to my more regular pursuits of reading, playing chess and 
talking, time seems to go very swiftly.  The weather, here where it should be very warm, is 
delightful and I have actually needed a blanket over myself the last two evenings.  …. 

You won me 50 piasters today (about $2.10) though it pains me to tell you about what 
worldly uses I am putting your picture to.  Everyone was gathered in our cabin after lunch, at 
least about 5 of us were, and the topic of conversation turned to the beautiful ladies whom each 
of us had left behind.  Everyone was so confident that their particular entry was the world’s most 
perfect woman, and it being logically impossible that such should be the case, we finally agreed 
upon a small pool to go to the winner, who was to be named by an impartial judge—Needless to 
say I was most successful with my entry.  If you ever get a plug nickel out of my picture, you’ll 
be doing well. 
 
Jan. 31 

I spent last night helping a friend celebrate his birthday with all due ceremony and today 
am feeling a little low.  Suffering all the hardships & privations of war, we sat up on the poop 
deck and drank white wine & smoked cigars and talked until 4 A.M.  It was a beautiful night & 
thin white clouds were racing across the sky casting shadows below on the water.  The sea was 
fairly choppy, and the spray of the waves in the moonlight was superb.  We had a wonderful talk 
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about everything in general, and though depressing at times, we all managed to get alot off of our 
respective chests on the subject of war etc.  I still find myself at the opposite end of things from 
most people, but it gives me no little satisfaction to see that some of them are not quite so smug 
about war as they were, and with the aid of a substantial pile of literature I brought along, some 
converts are actually being made to my side.  Wayne MacMiehan, who has been in Broadway for 
several years, was the one having the birthday and he is a grand fellow in every respect.  He was 
married only about a month before we left & it is all pretty tough on him. 
 We heard today about the sinking of the “Lady Hawks” near Puerto Rico with the terrible 
loss of life, & having passed thru those waters ourselves & having seen the ship itself in 
Trinidad, it brought the whole business pretty close to home. 
 We hope to arrive in Capetown in a few days (4) and it will be very good indeed to get 
there.  Mrs. West [a close family friend from Squam Lake, NH] gave me a letter to a man there 
whom I hope to look up.  Also I hope to be able to write Dot West [another close family friend 
from Squam Lake, NH] about the possibility of seeing her when we stop again in Africa at a port 
I am not supposed to mention now. 
 I am taking the Sunday Chapel service again tomorrow & must quit now in order to 
figure out some things for it. 
 
Feb. 2nd 
 Only two days more & we will be in Capetown & it will be a great relief to get there.  
This last bit is a particularly dangerous section of the journey.  Watches all over the ship have 
been doubled because of some warning we have received. 
 We are having a gala affair tomorrow night, the Captain’s dinner, and I am helping to get 
up a few little skits & it should be good fun. 
 I’ll write again soon as possible, but in the meantime be good.  Tell Janie to keep a sharp 
eye on you for me & give her my best— 
        Love, 
         Artie 
P.S.  I find there is no airmail from here & hence this will take a long time. 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#53 
 
Feb. 11th (Postmarked Feb. 15, 1942, location not discernable) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I mailed you a letter from Capetown which I fear will take an awful long time arriving as 
there was no air mail service.  All the talk we had about difficult things would be with the slow 
mail service etc. is beginning to impress itself more & more on me.  For the first time I have had 
the real feeling of being an awful long distance away.  Trinidad wasn’t actually so far, the ride 
across the South Atlantic was pleasant and still in what might be considered home waters, 
Capetown was very like certain nicer American resort towns, and only now has the old Indian 
Ocean finally given me this strange feeling.  Everything is different.  The heat is more intense 
and heavier than anything I ever knew.  The Sea is a different blue.  The clouds are often in 
formation unlike anything we get at home, and they hover over the glassy still water of the ocean 
in a strange way.  The moon is almost orange, the sunsets filled with the brightest colors I ever 
saw in them, and finally our nearness to the war gone itself completes the atmosphere which 
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gives this new sensation.  Sleeping on deck every night, we seem to talk more and more 
seriously about everything as we watch all this new and strange beauty unfolding itself.  ….
 We only had 24 hours in Capetown, but we made the most of it I think.  It is a beautiful 
harbor, with peaks rising straight up to about 4,000 ft from the sea surrounding it.  There doesn’t 
appear at first to be any room for a city between the base of the mts. and the water but around the 
corner there is a plane several miles long and about a mile deep, on which Capetown lies.  Table 
Mountain, about 3500 ft. high, seems to almost hang over the city.  With the other peaks around 
it, it makes an awe-inspiring setting for the town.  Again there were a great many ships in the 
harbor, I suppose 40-50 of them, of all nationalities & types.  We lay at anchor the first night in 
harbor and the next day docked & all went ashore.  It is a city of around 300,000 I think, and has 
for years been the resort town, cultural center, & legislative center of S. Africa.  All this tends to 
make it a most interesting and pleasant place.  We started off our day at 8 A.M. by taking an 
hour’s bus ride through the town, out along the beaches, and back again.  We all went shopping, 
particularly for books, had a few beers, and gathered for lunch.  In the heat of the day most 
everyone seemed to be sitting around drinking tea, while we gulped down chocolate milkshakes 
& ate steaks.  Suddenly in the middle of lunch a trumpet started playing taps outside in the 
streets, everyone stopped talking, stood up, and remained there for 2 minutes.  We were caught 
quite unawares, but soon realized it was sort of an armistice day silence, which they observe at 
12 noon every day during the war.  After lunch we walked up through a very beautiful botanical 
garden, by the houses of parliament and the museum, both of which we hurriedly inspected, and 
then went out and took the cable car to the top of Table Mountain.  Riding in a flimsy old car, 
with wooden flooring, cracked glass windows, and only a tiny little cable supporting the whole, 
and with a high wind swinging us back & forth as we looked all the way down to the ocean 
below, it was a ride to be remembered.  We were all scared to death, and only when we found it 
was practically impossible to descend by foot did we consent to ride down in the thing.  There 
was a glorious view of the range of mts. reaching right down to the Cape (miles to the south of 
us), and the town and harbor & beaches were stretched out at our feet.  Returning to town we had 
a few more beers with some kind old bird who insisted we have a drink with him, and then about 
5 P.M. we got on a train to go out to Rondebosh, where Rhode’s home & tomb are.  It is a very 
wonderful place, sort of a Mount Vernon, or a Versailles.  Way up on a hillside overlooking the 
Atlantic & the Indian Ocean, in a clearing to which Rhodes himself often went to sit alone, the 
people of S. Africa have built a most impressive, Greek temple sort of shrine, all done very 
simply & beautifully.  The fields and woods around it are in their natural condition & have been 
made into a deer park.  An old gentleman who happened to be at the railway station when we 
arrived, had taken us up here in his own car and he was kind indeed to us.  He was so like Dr. 
Sedgewick that I couldn’t believe my eyes and ears.  He had known Rhodes personally & 
admired and loved him.  Accordingly he seemed to take great pleasure out of showing us around.  
We got back to Capetown about 8 in the evening, went to the town hall & heard their very fine 
symphony orchestra give a concert & dragged ourselves back to bed on the ship.  The next day 
we sailed after spending several hours going up & down in the harbor having our degaussing 
cable—the thing which protects us from magnetic mines—checked. 
 We only took on about 10 passengers & the ship seems very unpopulated without all the 
nurses.  Out of their 4 weeks on board, 4 engagements resulted between members of their group 
& the A.F.S.  Taking this as glimpse into what has been going on for the last four weeks, you can 
easily imagine why there are so many saddened members of our outfit at present. 
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 A few of us celebrated another birthday last night, and had a very pleasant time.  The 
honored one was Fred Taylor, an awfully nice fellow from Harrisburg, Pa., who was at the 
University of Va.  Once again cigars & white wine were the order of the evening. 
 
Feb. 14th Sat.  (P.S.  I just remembered the date today.  Will you be my Valentine?) 
 
 We are sailing along in a sea that looks like Squam Lake on a windless day and the sun is 
extremely hot.  The two make life pretty uncomfortable if one does anything but sit in the shower 
bath.  In order to do our physical training and thus an hour of drilling and still stay alive we take 
salt tablets & drink fabulous quantities of water.  Only at night is it comfortable and then you 
have to get up at sunrise (about 5 A.M.) and go inside to avoid getting a terrible burn.  Sun 
bathing is no longer any fun when it is as hot as this. 
 We get to Mombasa day after tomorrow, and then we only have about 11 days more at 
sea.  I am not sick of this life in the least, but it will be good to get on shore again and see what 
we are in for, and also I want to see if maybe I don’t have a little mail.  Four of our group got 
sick of ocean travel and left us in Capetown and plan to catch us again at Mombasa, making the 
trip by car.  They will all get the devil for leaving the group & going their own way, but still I 
envy them the trip up thru the Transvaal, by Victoria Falls, etc. 
 The sea has been full of fish lately and we often see the fins of great big sharks cutting 
along through the water beside us.  It makes me stay away from the edge of the ship.  Also we 
have seen all sorts of birds and bugs flying around while going through the Mozambique 
Channel, between Madagascar & the mainland.  It is astounding what interest everyone takes on 
seeing any form of life out here where generally there is nothing but endless ocean. 
 Yesterday I spent 5 hours taking all the stitches out of every seam in a pair of trousers 
and then sewing the whole thing up so as to enlarge them, & I am quite pleased with myself over 
the results.     Love, 
       Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#54 
 
Feb. 20th (Postmarked March 7, 1942, Egypt) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Again there was no air mail to be had from Mombasa and accordingly it will be weeks & 
weeks before you hear from me probably.  However don’t let all the intervening time make you 
think the letters nothing but old stuff, because no matter how old much of them is, there is alot 
which goes right on, in spite of postal service or anything else.  …. 
 We sailed into Mombasa about nine o’clock one morning some four days ago.  We 
seemed to be heading right into the middle of the jungle itself when suddenly we spied a river up 
which we went a few miles to a large opening, which was the harbor.  Again every sort of ship, 
and I would like to elaborate on this subject if it were not forbidden, lay at anchor, though there 
were not so many as we had seen elsewhere.  We went straight to dock and disembarked.  I had a 
telegram from Dot West and she was waiting for me at the Mombasa Club, a white man’s 
paradise, cool and comfortable, off in this relatively unpleasant country.  I spent most of the day 
there with her and a Mrs. Lowther, whose husband had just been taken prisoner by the ltalians up 
in Libya, and who was a cousin of Dot’s husband.  Dot looks well but pretty tired, and with her 
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husband off in Nigeria, apparently for the duration, she may return home before too long, though 
she is not sure at all yet.  The town of Mombasa has flat open cement streets upon which the sun 
beats down all day with a cruel intensity.  Bum little shops with cheap wooden fronts line the 
sidewalks, and their distasteful appearance is emphasized by the total lack of grass & trees and 
the simplicity and bareness of the shops themselves.  There is a crying need for a few big Coca-
Cola, Regal, and A&P advertisements to break the monotony.  Outside the shopping district is 
the native part of town, right on the fringe of the jungle.  This consists of those circular thatched 
houses you used to see in the Geography books.  The Indian part of town (for there is a sharp 
distinction between Africans & Indians) is very different however and is a mass of narrow streets  
filled with oriental looking people in veils and flowing cotton costumes.  It is an old town and 
has been held by so many different people in the last few hundred years that it has an astounding 
conglomeration of races & types. 
 We took a drive in the late afternoon out into the jungle and it was real jungle & no 
mistake.  Everywhere mangoe (?) trees, palms, and weird tremendous tropical plants.  The road 
was a narrow little dirt path thru the trees & yet it was considered the best highway out of town, 
so I gather that Africans Roads are not quite up to Merritt Parkway [highway in CT] standards.  
We saw some giraffes (!) which a bunch of natives had captured, but excepting myriads of birds 
& insects, that was the only wildlife.  They said however that lions are quite common, as well as 
hippopotami & rhinoceros.   
 In the evening Dot took me to the home of some people she knew out on the point where 
there is the only nice part of town.  It was a Scotsman and his wife, named MacIntyre, and for 
some reason, be it his drinks or his cheroots or something else, he was one of those people with 
whom I seem to get along in grand style, and we had a very pleasant evening indeed—one of 
those evenings on which everyone is in just the right mood and the pleasure from which is so 
great that we always attempt to reproduce it on a similar occasion later on and apparently always 
fail.  However that evening will suffer no such fate at the hands of an attempted reproduction for 
I imagine I shall never see the MacIntyres again.  The more I experience such occasions the more 
am I convinced that they arise out of some fortuitous concourse of intangible elements entirely 
unpredictable and unforeseen, and directly that people begin to completely plan out 
entertainment for occasions, the more unlikely is it that those present will succeed in achieving 
that elusive quality of true pleasure. 
 Excuse me for getting off the track, for the above will probably not make sense even to 
myself were I to read it over in a few days.  However I think it is a great mistake to reread a 
letter, for whether comprehensible or not, presumptuous or otherwise, it records a mental state at 
a given time, and I, personally, leave it to you as a psychologist to figure everything out. 
 There is an Italian prison camp outside the town & we managed to get in a few words 
with some of them before the guard pushed us along.  For some reason the sight of those pleasant 
looking people, human as any of us, whiling away their lives in that sordid existence was one of 
the most unpleasant experiences I have had in some time. 
 We had to be back on the boat at 12 midnight and sailed at dawn the next morning;  so 
that is about all I ever expect to see of Mombasa.  There have been fresh breezes ever since we 
left and crossing the equator again has been perfectly delightful, the weather being like that of a 
N.H. summer.  We get to Aden tomorrow I think, having passed round the bulge of Italian 
Somaliland today, and from there only 5 or 6 days more.  We will not go ashore at all in Aden & 
will only stop there for Admiralty orders to proceed up the Red Sea. 
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 Feb 28th 
 
 We are finally at the end of our journey and tomorrow morning we get off the ship in 
Suez.  Our trip from Mombasa has been uneventful except for a short stop in Aden.  There we 
were not allowed off the ship, but being the terminus for all ships entering the war zone of the 
middle east it is an interesting place.  Barrage balloons were flying above the ships in the harbor 
& over the town.  The high cliffs on either side of the harbor’s entrance are well fortified and the 
place really gave one the feeling of being in a world at war.  Natives paddled out to the ship in 
canoes, and by a system of barter, sold cigars, sandals, etc;  to us.  The actual transfer of goods 
was made by a basket on a rope, and we put things into the basket & lowered it, and then got the 
natives to put in as many cigars etc as we could before pulling it up again.  Both parties were 
always fighting over the amount that each should give, and there was a most useful squabble 
going on all day.  
 We took in guns & gunners and left the afternoon of the day we arrived.  Expecting the 
hottest sort of weather, we have been pleasantly surprised by almost cold weather all the way up 
the Red Sea.  Except for the fact that we have had to travel at slow speed & keep our place 
among the ships with which we are travelling, it has been quite pleasant.  There have been 
islands or coastline in view at all times almost, and there have never been less than two or three, 
and often five or six, other ships in view.  I just never knew there were so many ships in the 
world as we have seen.  We have had to have air raid lookouts the last few nights [next line was 
cut out, presumably by the censor for security reasons], but as yet we have seen no planes. 
 Several of us put on a play night before last, “In the Zone” by O’Neill.  Except for the 
fact that it struck a little too close to home, it was very successful.  We spent alot of time on it 
and with several excellent actors in the cast, it was quite well done. 
 Needless to say, it will be good to get ashore and particularly to get some mail.  I am very 
anxious to hear about things at home and about what you are up to etc.  It hardly seems possible 
that you have been thru a winter while all these unworldly things have been happening to us.  So 
much has occurred already that it seems anything in the future will have to be almost 
anticlimactic, whereas in reality we haven’t actually gotten started yet. 
          Love, 
           Artie 
P.S.  We have finally arrived here & are stationed out in the desert.  I was tickled pink to get 
your letter—only one has arrived thus far, but more will be along soon, I hope.  Even air mail 
seems to take 6 weeks or so.  We are terribly busy, being re-equipped with winter battle dress, 
helmets, packs etc. and we leave here in about a week for a place I can’t disclose, but suffice it to 
say it isn’t where I expected we would go.  We are practicing driving etc. here not too far from 
Cairo & I will be able to tell you about it later.  Being appointed censor for our unit, I am terribly 
busy.  It’s cold as the dickens out here, just now.   I must run & post this now. 
      Love, 
       Artie 
…. 
P.P.S.  Have had 2 air raids here already, so you can see we are getting right into the middle of it 
all.  (Mailing address will be the same as far as I know) 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#55 
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(Postmarked Mar. 29, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Your letters are coming thru in great style now, and they do me a world of good.  You 
can’t imagine how it makes me feel to sit down off in this end of the earth and read a letter 
actually written by you.  It really makes me feel that you are very near by, and I only wish that 
you were actually were.  I have seen so many wonderful things that I know you would love to 
see and which I would like to have you see with me in the last three months that I often feel very 
piggish to be enjoying them all alone.  This new section which we are now in is particularly 
interesting, this being the Easter season in the part of the world where it is most suitably 
celebrated.  ….  

We spent several days in the city [apparently Beirut, from refs. below] at which we first 
stopped in this country.  It was good to get out of the desert for a while and we enjoyed our new 
camp beneath a wonderful grove of cedars.  We had an idyllic time riding the horses of the 
French cavalry nearby, visiting in the American University, swimming, and shopping until the 
time came for us to be split up in small groups and sent off to our assigned places.  Mine turned 
out to be only 40 miles away and one of the grandest spots I have ever been in.  It is a hospital 
high up in the mountains with a little town nestling beneath us and tremendous snow capped 
ranges off behind with a fertile green valley off below us on the side.  It is so like Switzerland in 
all its grandeur that I keep thinking I am back in old Wengen (Switz.)  When we arrived it was a 
sunny, clear, warm day and we couldn’t believe our eyes when we suddenly rounded a turn in 
the road and saw our beautiful hospital perched here in all its glory.  The next three days 
however we spent snowed in with a terrible storm raging without, and I could hardly believe it 
all.  Then again the weather broke and there was nothing but brilliant whiteness as far as one 
could see above and below.  We had a terrific task getting patients thru, for the roads here are 
narrow torturous affairs anyway and on one occasion I was stuck high on a mountain pass for 6 
hours, fortunately without any passengers.  I made my way to a French sentry post and spent a 
delightful day drinking coffee and brushing up on my French.  The people thru this part of the 
world are unbelievably kind and hospitable and as most of them speak French well I have been 
able to talk with them and bring my French along.  I have been out to dinner almost every night 
down in the town and it has been fascinating.  Our town—I say “our” already for I really feel at 
home in it—is entirely Christian and has 24 churches.  I never knew a group of people who so 
genuinely practised what they preached.  The people look shabby and their homes look very 
scrubby, whereas in reality they are most intelligent and their houses within are most beautifully 
decorated.  Because people don’t conform to our standards we too often condemn them as being 
stupid and backward, and I realize how mistaken I was in my first judgement of the people here.  
When you enter a house, you immediately become the guest of honor and everything centers 
around your comfort and ease.  The patriarch of the household sits you down at a table in the 
center of the room and starts off at once by asking you to “feel at home.”  Then he offers you 
every sort of food and drinks and if you refuse anything, the refusal must be accompanied by a 
complete explanation to avoid injuring their feelings.  They are so solicitous of your contentment 
that I honestly believe they would do anything you asked. The women folk, children, and the 
lesser lights stand around in the background waiting on you and are intently interested in the 
proceedings in the center of the room.  I have gotten used to being so spoiled and am enjoying it 
all immensely now.  I will obviously never be able to live happily hereafter without a large 
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number of servants at hand.  The greatest task of all on one of these visits is getting away, and it 
has be done very tactfully and accompanied by promises to return soon.….  

Our work here is very interesting and we have seen most of the famous cities for a 
hundred miles to the north and south of here in the process.  It is of course not front line work but 
I imagine they are more or less putting us through a training period.   Already many 
complimentary things have been said to us in appreciation for what we are doing and though alot 
of fellows are disappointed not to be right in the thick of the fighting at once, it is highly 
probable that they will be there sooner than they know. 
 I had a chance meeting the other day with the director of the Y.M.C.A. for Egypt and 
India and he eventually made a proposal which may mean that I start out on an entirely new field 
of work.  There is a fairly good fund of money collected in America which is to be used in the 
prison camps.  Permission has been obtained for the work to start in Germany & Italy, the only 
condition being that the same thing be done in Egypt & other places where there are German & 
Italian prisoners.  Mr. Gray has offered me the job of running the show in Egypt where there are 
quite a few prison camps, and if the Am. Field Service is willing to have me do it, I expect I will 
shortly be down in Cairo.  It would involve the going around to various prison camps, organizing 
committees for sport, recreation, etc. and then buying the equipment necessary and getting it to 
them.  It sounds like a fascinating business and I would love to do it if the Field Service wants 
me to.  I have a letter from a British General urging me to take over the job as it is very much in 
their interest that the work be started in Egypt.  It would absolutely be my own show and I could 
run it as I liked.  I will let you know as soon as anything happens, if it does, but in the meantime 
keep the mail coming to the same address.  You don’t know how important that mail is. 
 We hold in the elaborate hierarchy of the British forces the official privilege of sergeants, 
and we eat in the Sergeants mess.  There are about 18 in the mess now and it is more or less a 
little club.  We have our own bar, cook, etc and everything is very nice.  The group of soldiers 
we are stationed with here are far & away the finest group of men I have yet run into.  They are, 
to begin with, mostly medical people, mostly very intelligent & interesting, and what’s more, 
mostly gentlemen, which is more than you can say for the run of soldiers.  We see a lot of the 
officers too and really don’t worry much about the ranks and social practices within the army, 
still being officially civilians.….  

I must get out and at work on my ambulance as I have a long run to make this afternoon.  
I am really a grease monkey now in my overalls covered from head to foot with oil and dirt, but 
there is a satisfaction in being able to keep a car in right order without ever buzzing around to the 
garage.  These mountain roads are very hard on the cars and drivers both.  Our most regular run 
has 20 miles up hill in 2nd or 3rd gear and about 20 miles down also in low gear.  There are in 
many places drops of several hundred feet and it is skittish business passing other trucks or 
convoys.  Our ambulances themselves are not the sleek low jobs which whizz around at home, 
but much larger Dodge trucks with a big ambulance body having room for 4 stretchers or 10 
sitting patients. 
 If you hear anything particular about my friends at Yale send me along word.  I guess 
things must be in considerable disorder there.  I keep thinking about being there now that Spring 
is coming with its warm afternoons in the courtyard, the Tuttle girls playing under the window 
when we are studying, and the occasional (?) weekend excursions to Poughkeepsie for a picnic.  
….         Love, 
          Artie 
… 
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------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
#56 
 
(Postmarked Mar. 31, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I just sent a letter to you a couple of days ago, but I had another from you today, which 
made me feel so fine that I want to write again.  You said that you had only had one from me by 
the 15th of Feb. and I am afraid that is to be expected as my next one from Capetown did not go 
out until around the 1st of Feb.  However the situation should have been changed by now.  At 
least I hope so.  I am now no longer allowed to use dates, and accordingly you will have to try & 
figure out as best you can what we are up to & where we are.…  

We are up to our necks in work now, making runs of anywhere from 150 to 300 miles a 
day, which over these roads is no joke, and leaves one pretty tired out.  It has been interesting to 
meet the tremendous number of people we carry around, see in the C.C.S.’es (Casualty Clearing 
Stations), and generally run into.  Occasionally there are cases which make me feel pretty low, 
people horribly smashed up, etc. but that is what we are in for in a much worse way, and 
generally speaking our patients are not in such bad conditions.  The bad automobile accidents are 
the worst that we are getting right now.  I have not yet heard anything from the job in the prison 
camps and am carrying on here until I do.   
 This crowd of New Zealanders with whom we are working is a fine group of men as well 
as being a most delightful bunch.  We have grand times in our sergeants’ mess, and we have all 
become really very attached to each other.  Peter Wiley, the boy from Oregon who taught French 
at Bennets School in Millbrook;  Dave Hyatt, my roommate, or rather cell mate, on the boat;  
Charley Murray, the Guggenheim relation;  Tor Torland, the Norwegian boy;  and two other 
lesser lights are my companions here from the A.F.S. and we are really seeing the brighter side 
of war in a most congenial way now.  (The only “brighter side” I can find to war is its 
friendships & interesting travels.) 
 We had a general in here the other day, in fact “The General” of this part of the world and 
it was all very exciting.  He casually strolled in, took a seat, and chatted with us for about 10 
minutes, while anxious Lieutenants, captains, majors, and colonels stood aghast outside the door 
at the way we calmly talked with him.  I guess we haven’t been in the army long enough to 
appreciate his presence.  Later on I was outside greasing my car when he walked by in his 
general inspection and stopped to chat again about what we were up to etc., while the anxious 
officers again stood champing at the bit.  He is a swell gent and we saw some more of him when 
his staff car broke down a little ways from here and we had to take him on about 28 miles in an 
ambulance.  It was an awful day for the lowly lieutenants, captains, majors and colonels, but a 
grand one for the three of us A.F.S. men who were in at the time of his visit. 
 We had a run to Damascus the other day and had a couple of hours off to see the town.  It 
is one of the oldest cities in the world, and rather looks it, though in places there are groups of 
those ultra-modern glass and plaster houses which are scattered through all this part of the world 
to make a tremendous contrast visible in every town we visit.  We happened to be there on 
Friday.  The Moslem Holy Day, and we happened to get into the Omeyaade Mosque, one of the 
largest churches of any sort in the world, just at 5 o’clock when the prayer hour comes.  It was a 
magnificent experience to sit there in the quiet of a warm evening, amidst the older ruins and the 
more recent 12th Century structures of walls and buildings which surround and overshadow the 
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cobblestone courtyard, while high on a minaret a beautiful chime rang out in the mystically 
gorgeous music of the east.  The courtyard several hundreds yards long was filled with devout 
moslems bowing toward Mecca & kissing the cobblestones which hundreds of generations of 
their ancestors had likewise kissed, and Tor and I sat there for a long time, spellbound by it all.  
The Mosque itself, next to the courtyard, is of the same length, and its floor is entirely covered 
with real Persian rugs over which the barefooted moslems quietly walk, muttering prayers and 
fingering their rosaries. The vaulted roof way up above is covered with amazing 7th century 
mosaic, while over in one corner is the magnificent tomb of St. John.  The place was originally 
Christian and was later taken by the Moslems and hence has a mixed atmosphere about it.  The 
present ruins were built in the 3rd Century, though there are a few remnants of pure Christian 
religions & temples, it having been a site for such buildings since the 10th Cent. B.C.  To visit 
such a place of true antiquity makes our little U.S.A. historical sites seem pretty small fry.…  

I am getting such a grand supply of letters from you now that I have ample reading matter 
of an evening.  We all seem to do the same thing—read & reread our letters from home. 
 We got time one afternoon a few days ago to play a little football, rather a combination of 
rugby, football, soccer, and basketball, and we enjoyed it so much and we managed to bang each 
other up so much, that we decided we could officially have a good rugby team, and accordingly 
day after tomorrow we are having a game with a bunch of Aussies near here.  There are such 
obstacles as terribly rocky ground and mountainous slopes everywhere, but “c’est la guerre,” and 
I expect we will play all right, even if the field is a circular affair around the summit of a 
mountain.  None of our A.F.S. boys except Tor and myself play rugby, but we are going to try to 
keep the name of the organization on high with the aid of 13 New Zealanders. 
 One of our fellows came back from Headquarters this afternoon to tell us that we will 
shortly be leaving this fair part and going back to the area which we originally thought we were 
going to.  That means (to quote the words of our Captain when we finally buckled down to hard 
work on the ship after the nurses left) that “the honeymoon is over,” and that we will get into 
things before long.  It will tough there in the Summer, but I of course don’t know whether I will 
be going along or taking that other job. 
 Everyone is screaming at me “to forget about that wench” and turn off the lights;  so I 
guess I had better quit now.  I will fulfill their latter request to extinguish the illumination, but 
their former one will not be obeyed, I fear. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
P.S.  I will see the members of the next contingent from home before long & Dick Kaynor & the 
other people you mentioned will be closely questioned I can assure you, in hope that there may 
be some word of you. … 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#57 
 
(Postmarked April 23, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I hope this letter will not be too messy & entirely impossible to read, because I seem at 
the moment to have both hands all wrapped up in bandages and I’m not very good at writing in 
bed anyway.  I apparently got some sort of blood poisoning from some cuts on my hands 
received in a rugby game and have been feeling rather low.  However it is all gone now and I am 
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to get up for awhile today.…  I just continually seem to go back to the times I have had with you, 
which were so pleasant and so taken-for-granted that I never knew how precious they were, and 
it all makes me realize more clearly that something sorely needed has been absent from my 
experience in the last few months.  Of course the best I can do is sigh “C’est la guerre,” and 
realize how slight are my misfortunes in comparison to those of literally millions of others. 
 Someday I want to take you on a trip which will start in Lebanon, at the city of  
Beyrouth [Beirut], which lies right along the very blue Mediterranean, beneath a range of snow 
capped mountains.  There in Beyrouth I would take you to a little shop called the “Suisse 
Patisserie,” which has the most wonderful gooey pastry ever made and ice cream just like that at 
home.  Then I would drive you up into the mountains over a pass 6000 feet high, the entire road 
up to which has glorious views of the city & sea over ridges below.  Then we would descend the 
other side down to a very fertile, absolutely flat plain across which about 5 miles away again 
rises another range of high snowy peaks.  In this valley I would take you to the town of Zahle 
where some of the nicest people in the world live, and where the town up against the mountains 
makes one think at once of Switzerland.  From Zahle I would take you on up this fertile plain to 
Baalbeck where still remain great portions of the ancient Roman Temples which judging from 
the size of still standing pillars must have covered acres & acres.  Rocks weighing hundreds of 
tons were brought here all the way from Assawan in Egypt and rows & rows of broad stone steps 
reaching up to the temples still are intact, and by their very magnitude give some idea of the 
primitive magnificence of the temples.  After Baalbeck I would take you back down the valley 
and then cut into the hills and over three more ranges of mountains, each separated by a plain 
like the one in which Zahle & Baalbeck lie only much less fertile, due to the fact that as the 
successive ranges of mountains are crossed going inland from the sea there is less & less 
moisture in the air.  Finally we would arrive at Damascus and visit the miles of Bazaars, 
everyone of which has tempting things almost being given away, and also we would go to the 
Omeyaade Mosque which I already told you about.  From Damascus we would go down to 
Iberius, along the Sea of Galilee, to Nazareth & Jerusalem, all of which is unspeakably 
wonderful & about which you have already often heard. 
 
Later     You will never know how often I have longed to have you with me, as I’ve travelled 
through all this part of the world, and how many times I’ve wished you were near by.  In fact 
right now to have you walk in the door of this lovely room off in the end of the hospital would be 
the most perfect thing I could imagine.  Hospitals have a loneliness all of their own, particularly 
at night, when one lies in his room and hears the shuffles of feet and the low muffle of voices far 
down a corridor, and the whole atmosphere is intensified when a little temperature keeps the old 
brain whirling as mine now seems to be doing.  I got up for about an hour today but felt a little 
funny and I guess I have a day or two more to go. 
 I don’t know if you have heard about sulphanilimate, called “M&B 693” out here, but it 
is a most revolutionary discovery & is being used for almost every kind of sickness imaginable.  
The doctors give it for every sort of infection or germ and it seems to do wonders.  It’s a 
powerful drug that apparently kills all the extraneous germs in the blood stream.  The stuff 
certainly has done me a service, as it has completely stopped the infection spreading up both my 
arms.…  

I went to the movie “Lost Horizon” about a week ago here in town, and it was the first 
one I had been to in an awfully long time.  I don’t know if you ever saw it, or remember it, but to 
sit there in that theatre with an audience of soldiers, some French, some New Zealand, some 
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Australian, some English, and some American, and to hear the old priest expound his ideas on 
war was quite an experience, and it seemed to strike very close to home.  Becoming absorbed in 
one small theatre of the war, with one small group of men, tends to lessen one’s perspective of 
the whole world wide chaos which is going on, and only with difficulty can one see beyond his 
own immediate horizons, especially when in such a position as we are in, everything beyond the 
horizon is horrible & cruel. 
 
2 days Later 
 
 I seem to be up & in fine shape now, in fact in such good shape that I am sneaking off 
tomorrow morning at 6 o’clock for an all day quail shoot, the hunting being very good indeed in 
these parts from what we here. 
 I have taken loads of pictures with a swell little camera that The Old Girl gave me before 
I left, & someday I will show them to you.…      Love, 
         Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#58 
 
(Postmarked May 1, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I am once again in a very happy state of mind, having just received another letter from 
you, which took only about 4 ½ weeks to get here.…My Capetown, Mombasa, Aden, & Cairo 
letters should be there soon.….  

I was in bed in our C.C.S. for a few days with an injured hand, but word came along of a 
proposed hunting trip & I performed a miraculous recovery just in time to be discharged the 
night before it was to come off, and I can only assure you that talking the Doctor into believing 
that I was well was certainly worth the effort.  We went off with a Pasha (sort of a local war lord) 
in Syria on his private hunting grounds, and though it disintegrated into more of a social than a 
shooting day, we had a grand time.  He is the tribal leader, rich man, and law over a tremendous 
expanse of mountainous country inhabited largely by nomadic shepherds.  He wears a flowing 
white Arabic head dress, a long white silk gown, and oddly enough a pair of immaculate white 
tennis shoes on his feet.  Around his middle is a cartridge belt and a very lethal looking pistol 
hangs at his side.  To complete the villainous appearance he has a big black moustache which 
looks like this [small drawing of level moustache with both ends completely curled up to form a 
complete circle] and which is quite an astounding bit of array for anyone’s upper lip.  The loops 
on the side would tuck easily & hold a silver dollar when the Pasha is all slicked up in his 
Sunday-go-to-meeting outfit, but when he gets a few drinks of wine & Arak inside himself, the 
thing begins to droop badly and is really quite a sad affair.  After hunting for several hours and 
finding only a few partridges for our efforts of climbing up, over, down, and around most of the 
highest mountains in the area we returned to the Pasha’s house where he said a little feast was 
being arranged.  He had the first young lamb of all his flock brought in and tied up outside the 
door ready to be slaughtered & cooked in the way we desired.  The sight and sound of the poor 
thing bleating there by the door was too much for us and we spent some time convincing the 
Pasha it was forbidden for us to eat lamb.   He seemed rather disappointed, but I honestly 
couldn’t have gone the process myself.  Instead we ate alot of very greasy food and bread and 
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drank untold quantities of wine and the local drink called Arak, which I detest quite heartily as it 
is very unpleasant and has a terrible kick to it.  Before it all ended we and the Pasha & all his 
gang were quite tipsy, and when everybody started shooting their pistols, rifles, and shotguns, I 
was amazed that we all survived.  The whole thing rather suggested some of the duck hunting 
trips you probably heard about last fall—however, boys will be boys, you know. 
 The next day I woke up in the morning with my legs in cramps from so much walking 
and my stomach suffering from acute indigestion to find that I had to drive a load down into 
Palestine about 300 miles or so.  It turned out, however, to be a delightful excursion and by 
driving until 2 A.M. one day and until about 1 A.M. the next I was able to so apportion the two 
days allowed for the trip that I was able to see all of the wonderful sights in the daylight, which I 
had not done before.  Nazareth, Tiberius on the Lake of Galilee, Bethlehem, and Jerusalem 
particularly were all given a good going over, and it was a wonderful experience indeed.  The 
Lake of Galilee is very beautiful, surrounded by mountains & having crystal clear water, and in 
places reminded me ever so much of Squam.  I would love to go & stay there for a while 
sometime, but we are leaving these parts in a couple of days.  I guess I won’t have a chance.  
Bethlehem I visited from 6:30 to 8:20 in the morning, visiting particularly the Church of The 
Nativity, which is built over the actual site of Christ’s birth, and is a central place of worship for 
Roman Catholics, Greek Orthodox, and members of the Reformed Churches.  All carry on their 
own services hourly and daily, year in and year out.  In Jerusalem I met a very prominent Jewish 
doctor who had been on our boat coming out here and he showed me the city for about 4 hours.  
We went to Gethsemene, The Mt. of Olives, The Church of all nations, The Rockefeller 
Museum, The Old Walled City and the old Churches and mosques within it.  The city of 
Jerusalem excepting the small old, and historic walled-in part, is one of the most modernistic 
cities I have ever been in.  In fact there are beautiful big schools, colleges, hospitals, music halls, 
office buildings, apartment houses, etc. all done in the ultra-modern style, with lovely open 
streets lined with trees running thru it all.  I was really most surprised by the whole thing, having 
expected something quite different.  Again there were bazaars which sorely tempted me to buy 
their thousand little do-dads for you.  … 
 As I already mentioned we are leaving these parts and heading for the parts we originally 
planned on going to.  I suppose being up here has been more or less a training period.  The Dick 
Kaynor whom you mentioned Janie as having seen in New Haven, has arrived here with a new 
bunch to take over our jobs.  Of course we are going to just the wrong place at the wrong time of 
year.  I have heard no more about my work with prisoners and I am afraid it won’t go thru. 
 Just at the moment I am spending a few days (4) on leave with a very wonderful family, 
The Bayard Dodges [longtime family friends of AH,Jr., originating from Mr. Dodge’s mother 
having been a major contributor to Hampton Institute, which was founded by AH,Jr.’s 
grandfather, Samuel C. Armstrong, and with Mrs. Dodge also having funded all secondary 
school and college costs for AH,Jr’s mother;  Bayard Dodge was the President of the American 
University of Beirut during AH,Jr’s visits], who are about the most highly esteemed people in 
this section by residents and outsiders alike.  I have dined with generals, Pashas, diplomats, etc 
almost every lunch & dinner, and it is really beginning to be old stuff.  To live here in this 
beautiful house with gardens & tennis court overlooking the sea, to sleep in a real bed with real 
sheets, to sit down to delicious hot meals again, to read the New Yorker, and all in all just 
wallow in luxury is a grand thing.  It startled me to realize how quickly we had all become 
accustomed to life in tents, sleeping in blankets on the ground, eating really pretty poor food 3 
times a day, and putting up with a good many small discomforts.  I suppose to go back to it all 
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now will just about kill me.  Your picture, already somewhat tattered by travel & wear now rests 
on a lovely mahogany dresser, as it should, instead of on some old petrol tin or a pack as it has 
only too often been.….    Love, 
        Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#59 
 
(Written approx. May 10, 1942, based on a date ref. he makes;  Postmark not legible, except 
1942) 
 
Dear Peg: 

…  
I wrote you about two weeks ago from Syria about our new plans.  We have been at a 

camp in the desert, in Egypt getting new equipment and are all leaving for the expected spot in 
another day or two, that is to say “all” but A.H.Jr.  He very unwisely decided that there was a 
disease about which he had not had before, and accordingly I am in the hospital with dysentery, 
which is to put it mildly a wretched business.  However I have hopes of getting up soon, and I 
am feeling better now, though having had nothing but water & clear soup for 8 days there is very 
little left of me to feel.  There being no post office about this place I will not be able to mail this 
until I get out, and accordingly you will not hear from me for some time I fear.  ….  

This hospital is nothing but a mass of tents in the desert, and in spite of the heat & the 
sandbags piled high around us we keep quite comfortable.  There is every facility available for 
keeping us well that you might find in a hospital at home, only a few of the luxuries being 
absent.  It has been 120º inside our tent this afternoon and yet it hasn’t been too bad.  The air is 
so dry that it doesn’t bother one much.   Only the sand storms are distressing, because it is 
impossible to keep them out.  Our ward has about 30 of us in it, with a Sister in charge, and two 
Italian prisoners as orderlies.  The latter are really extremely nice and seem quite happy with 
their jobs and we all enjoy having them around.  The sisters seem to be a hand picked lot for 
service in such a place as this, and accordingly they are not exactly what I became accustomed to 
in St. Lukes, but still they are nice and extremely hard working.  The doctors couldn’t be better, 
and I am sure I am in as good hands as I could be anywhere on that score.  One thing which does 
move forward in war is medicine, and most of the doctors are acutely conscious of the 
opportunity they have here to study & experiment.  They gave me some new sulpha-drug which 
has done wonders.  Other people are receiving spinal injections and are making equally quick 
improvements in their particular type of the disease.  All in all I find it quite exciting and 
interesting, being a guinea pig.  We all have the most elaborate and luxurious mosquito nets you 
ever saw and they rather remind me of the trappings of the royal bedroom.  At night it is essential 
to use them when the scorpions, spiders, and bugs of every sort fairly run wild.  You can tell a 
veteran of the desert by whether he shakes his clothes & shoes out in the morning. 
 We & the first crowd to come out are all working together now as an ambulance 
company and I have gotten to know some grand fellows in their bunch:  Evan Thomas 
(Norman’s son) Jim Crudgington (one of my classmates at Hotch.) Peter Glenn (ex Hotch. 
Master) and numerous others whose acquaintance I had not before made.  Peter Wiley (the 
French teacher) Tor Torland (The Norwegian) Dave Hyatt (my roommate on the boat) Dick Turk 
(writer of western stories for pulpwood magazines) Fred Quale (very serious and intelligent post 
grad student at the University of Oregon) Ed Libber (young pharmacist from Boston) and one 
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other are to be in a section with me and we certainly have a top notch crew.  We will probably 
have 6 ambulances and a motor bike and will operate as a section, so-called.  My difficulty is 
going to be to catch up with them as I still have some time in here.  They have all been in to see 
me quite regularly, and have been very good indeed.  One of the strangest friendships I have 
made in this whole trip has been with a roly-poly little pillow of about 45 who is an incorrigible 
wit and is always smiling and chuckling.  He is unfortunately a heavy imbiber from time to time 
and always gets into a peck of trouble when once he has had a few.  Accordingly he is in 
disgrace most of the time with most of the people and yet in spite of his weakness I have become 
very fond of him.  He has had a fascinating life—officer in the last war, director of Red Cross 
finances in Russia after the war, business representative of Shell oil in Syria, Persia, India, 
Burma, Java, Singapore, China, and the west coast of Africa at different times since then.  He 
knows people & things everywhere and what’s more plays a good game of chess;  he has sort of 
an infectious humor which is a wonderful thing to have around when the going gets tough.  
Besides where we’re going he isn’t going to find anything to drink and he won’t be in trouble on 
that score.  Even if the amount of water we will have were to be liquor there wouldn’t be enough 
to get drunk on;  so I guess he will be all right. 
 I hope you don’t mind my rattling on like this, as I enjoy sort of chatting with you and I 
have nothing occupying my time.  The thing I am always thinking about as you doubtless realize 
is yourself and you’ll never know how much it has meant to have you there at the other end.  
You can’t imagine the sense of futility which sometimes gets me down when I think about this 
war and all that I see about me which is a part of it.  I drift along in the midst of it, trying to keep 
a sense of balance and proportion, and yet sometimes I stay awake all night (thinking about) it.  I 
am glad I am doing what I am, and my conscience (on this one matter at least) does not bother 
me.  Perhaps because my life has been too good, I overvalue human life & human sorrows, and 
yet I don’t think so.  If I do, I’m glad my margin of error is on the side it is, not on the other.  In 
the midst of all this you are to say the least a stabilizer as well as alot of other things for which I 
am thankful. 
 
2 weeks later [per ref. below to MMB’s birthday on May 25, was written May 24, 1942] 
 
My Dear Peg: 
 I still seem to be in the old hospital and have been sick again ever since I wrote the first 
of this letter.  I had a flare up of my old disease which flattened me out just when I thought 
things were better.  However I am definitely well now and am celebrating your birthday 
tomorrow by leaving the place for good.  I plan to take a few days off in Cairo & Alexandria and 
then start thumbing my way out to join the gang.  I was hoping to get out of here in time to send 
you some word on the anniversary of that really awfully important occasion, but as even a cable 
wouldn’t reach you now for several days I’ll have to forgo that little pleasure & just wish the best 
to you by this tardy letter. 
 I never told you about our train ride down into this country about a month ago, and as it 
was a rather interesting trip (and good fun) now that I look back at it, here goes.  We started out 
from our base camp at about 3:30 A.M. by bus and after about 4 cramped hours of riding loaded 
everything and ourselves into one small 3rd class carriage & started off.  There wasn’t room for 
all of us to sit down at once and the train was painfully slow as it crawled on through the heat of 
the day.  Our canteens were soon empty & of course the train had no water.  At every one of our 
numerous stops we would all pile out searching for oranges or grapefruit or water.  The train 
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never gave any warning when it was about to leave, but just started rolling away, and often we 
had some long hard sprints to catch the old thing.  Once I just managed to catch the back rail of 
the box (last) car & hung on out there until we came to the next stop.  Finally night rolled round 
& everyone started stretching out in every conceivable place.  I finally found a small unoccupied 
nitch underneath a seat & crawling in there managed to sleep for a while until Chris Morley, 
sleeping above me woke up and placed a heavy boot on my middle as he got up.  I then decided 
to try something else and finally climbed up on top of the train and slept on the roof for a few 
hours amidst the smoke & soot.  It really is amazing how far one will go to find a place to lie 
down when things are so crowded.  By morning I was as about as dirty as I have ever been.  
When we finally got to our camp I walked right straight into the shower, clothes & all.  (This 
camp had showers as it is one of the few in the desert which has a good water supply.) 
 I ought to have a load of mail waiting for me when I get out of here and as I haven’t 
heard anything from Americans for some time, it will be good to catch up.  I wonder what you 
will be doing this summer, and where you will be.  I imagine right now you are being extremely 
studious with your exams about to begin.  I have been doing a little studying myself in Arabic, 
which isn’t too hard a language. All you have to know is a few words and then by saying them in 
different ways, (i.e.) in a roar to the wogs [apparent slang for local residents] or in a very sweet 
tone to the Sisters, you can put across the point very nicely.  Having almost no tenses, 
conjugations, persons, moods, cases, etc;  as one finds in dear old Latin, it is really quite simple 
to speak.  As far as learning to write it goes, I have no aspirations in that field.  There are a 
number of wogs around the hospital here & I practice on them. 
 I think I must go out in the sun for a while and start getting my tan back a little, as I 
wouldn’t last long in my present pale condition.  It is amazing how quickly a tan comes & goes.  
I got quite black on the boat, but have lost almost all of that now.  All of you that ever gets 
exposed when you are in the desert is your knees, arms, neck & face, but it is terribly important 
to have some tan on those regions.  You just can’t imagine how the sun beats down on the sand 
in the middle of the day.   Everywhere you can [see] the wavy heat lines coming up from the 
sand, and the sun honestly feels like a flame when you remove the old pith helmet.  Our 
ambulances are unfortunately not very cool, and it is tough making long drives in them—even 
tougher on the patients though.  The windows are all greased & then painted over except for a 
tiny slit through which you look to drive.  The new ones we have now are a maze of red crosses 
top, sides, front, & rear, as the Jerries at least at times have respect for that sign. 
       Much Love, 
         Artie 
Censored 
John T. Ogden 
… 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#60 
 
(Postmarked July 14, 1942) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I was very pleased indeed to get your letter telling me about Louise’s [one of MMB’s 
sisters] wedding and so on, but as yet your former one in which you said you wrote about the 
engagement, her husband etc. has not yet arrived, though it may be here any day—I hope.  As I 
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have written you already, we have moved out now into that section in which we originally 
expected to go, and for some time now we have been in the very thick of things.  If you read 
your newspaper I expect you have seen that there have been big doings and it has been our task 
to evacuate the casualties from the hottest and fiercest fighting there has ever been here.  We 
have really been given a big and gruesome job, & I feel we have done it as well as we could, 
which is a considerable satisfaction.  Almost steadily since the German offensive started we have 
been going from 6 in the morning till 9 or 10 at night carrying the most horribly mutilated human 
bodies I hope ever to see.  Sometimes we have had long tiring hauls and sometimes painfully 
repetitious short ones, sometimes over ground that shakes your very insides loose, and 
sometimes thru blinding sandstorms, sometimes under severe gunfire and bombing, and 
sometimes thru the black of night, but always the fellows have been cheery and spry, and for 
almost the first time I have found myself proud to be a member of the organization.   
 Hitherto, the fellows have been under no pressure, and accordingly they have taken 
things pretty easy and often caused alot of trouble & done alot of foolish things, but now that the 
real test has arrived, they have come thru with flying colors.  Today has been a lucky one for me, 
as I stayed behind to take it easy while they (my section) went on a routine run, and having had a 
lovely swim at the beach this morning, having received a letter from you this afternoon, and now 
sitting down to chat with you, I feel fine again.  You can’t imagine how good it is to hear from 
you here amidst this waste of sand, so far away from all that is pleasant and kind & beautiful, 
here where the guns over the hill make a continuous roar as they shoot forth their mangling, 
shattering loads of high explosives, here where we huddle in dugouts during the night long air 
raids, and here where all is abnormal, false, and insecure.  To get a letter from you particularly is 
really like a breath of fresh air amidst the stench of life here.  That you still give an occasional 
thought to this poor wretch is heartening news, and your thoughts are reciprocated, I can assure 
you.  If you could see me now, you would probably give me my last thought, you would be so 
shocked.  Until today I hadn’t been out of my clothes for a week, my hair is cut so short it is 
almost nonexistent and I am in frightful need of a bath.  I hate to go into all these little 
unpleasant matters, but my failing to mention them would give you a most untrue picture of our 
condition, because they are what our condition is.  On the other hand, the exhilaration and 
intensity of all that we are doing goes to make it, in spite of its horror, a thrilling and fascinating 
experience.  Petty likes and dislikes disappear in the bustle of the job at hand.  Whenever you can 
get your hand on some food you eat it and are most thankful, forgetting to complain about the 
fact that bully-beef, biscuits and tea has been your constant diet for some time.….  

I wrote you about how I was planning to take a few days leave in Cairo after my exit 
from the hospital, and I did spend a little time there, but soon got tired of it and started hitch-
hiking out to catch up with the rest of the gang.  Carrying my pack & bedroll I started out, got a 
ways by train, and did the rest of the journey by lorry. It was quite an eventful journey as the first 
day on the train we were bombed.  I was standing outside talking with a young British officer at 
one of our stops, when suddenly we saw ack-ack bursting up high in the sky around an enemy 
plane.  The officer assured me it was a high flying observation plane and we did not need to take 
cover, when suddenly two large bombs fell very near us, one on each side of the train, much to 
his chagrin.  We ducked down at once & no one was hurt, but it did give me quite a scare, being 
my first close contact with aerial bombing.  The next night I was with a couple of lorry drivers, 
and it having gotten dark we drove off the road to sleep for the night in a waadi (old river bed) in 
which our lorry would not be so noticeable to enemy planes.  Unwittingly (we later found) we 
had camped next to one of the largest air fields in the middle east, and the dose of bombing we 
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got that night was really terrific, as Jerry evidently makes a nightly practice of plastering air 
fields.  Under a beautiful full moon we could see the planes come in, dive down over our heads 
amidst the burst of ack-ack and the bright lines of tracer bullets, drop their bombs which would 
burst with a deafening sound, and buzz away.  The fireworks which we see overhead regularly at 
night would make the Worlds Fair display seem like child’s play.  I am quite sure that I don’t 
want to hear any more fire crackers or see any more fire works for some time to come.  Finally it 
stopped with the coming of dawn and we crawled out, cooked up a pot of tea and got thru to here 
safely.  
 The most impressive thing we see in all this part of the world is the unbelievable amount 
of junk that is lying around.  Everywhere are derelict lorries, planes, tanks, guns, shells, bombs, 
and above all petrol tins.  Indeed it is a land of petrol tins and we use them for everything from 
cooking pots to trash baskets.  Any dugout around here uses them for a thousand purposes and 
they are in abundance everywhere.  We also of course see a multitude of other things which one 
or another of the sides have left behind in their successive retreats & advances over this area, but 
we are continually warned against picking them up.  Leaving behind a beautiful pair of 
binoculars or some other such thing lying in the sand is often difficult, but it just isn’t safe to 
pick them up as they are often “booby traps” and have mines or some other such devilish 
contraption attached to them which blows one to pieces when he picks up the thing.  The number 
of people caught by “booby traps” of fountain pens, cameras, guns, etc. is terrible. 
 You speak of planning to spend your summer at Children’s Island & later at Squam.  
That sounds like a very good arrangement indeed, and I hope you will enjoy the first month at 
Watertown.  (I know the 2nd one at Squam will be pleasant.)  The world of summer vacations and 
careless days at Squam seems very far away at the moment, and it will be a glorious thing to 
return to some of it.  I know however that life is far from being a picnic for you at home these 
days, and I realize that in many ways it is easier for us out here in the thick of things.  I do hope 
though that you will have a good summer and some good times, and I know that you will.  
Probably now that I am away, your father will catch the biggest fish and win a few pitch games 
and generally enjoy himself with a whole Liederkrantz cheese instead of half a one, and I say 
more power to him;  but he must remember that all those pleasures are merely temporary and 
will be snatched from him as soon as I return.  You in turn I suppose will have a few successes at 
ping-pong and backgammon but they too will be merely temporary.  The more I think about it, 
the more I realize what a good riddance it is to get me out of the way for a while.  Certainly you 
won’t be pestered so much, though I imagine if it isn’t one it will be another.…  

We are all going down tonight to do a little fishing ourselves, though not a very 
sportsman’s like type.  We go down to the beach and throw a couple of hand grenades out into 
the water, swim out and pick up the dead fish, and come home and have a lovely fresh fish 
dinner, which I can assure you is welcome.  Our diet is to say the least monotonous, and with the 
scarcity of water everything is perhaps not as spotlessly clean as one is accustomed to (find 
things) at home. 
 It is getting late now & the light is fading and I must go out and find out the orders for 
my section tomorrow.  Keep me posted on yourself & things at home and also keep an eye on 
yourself for me.   Love, 
      Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#61 
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(Postmarked Aug. 4, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I can only apologise to you for having failed to write for so long.  The last weeks have 
found us constantly moving about, or when settled down for a short period, quite busy.  As your 
letters have rolled in so regularly, I have felt more & more guilt about my own negligence and 
my hope is that you will not be discouraged from keeping up your good words by my 
shortcomings.  We have been through so much, as you doubtlessly realize from the news, that I 
hardly know where to start to tell you about it, and I can only assure you that you have not been 
neglected in my thoughts throughout it all.  Your letters mean so much when they arrive, as they 
so often do, at particularly dark moments, and you will never know how happy they have made 
me.  By the time this reaches you, your work at Watertown will have been concluded & I do 
hope that you found in it all that you sought.  As I have so clearly discovered out here, work for 
intrinsic or idealistic purposes often carries one into very different situations from those 
contemplated, and often it becomes difficult to see that the ideals are being served as they 
should;  yet as time passes one realizes that though compromises have of necessity been made, 
the work has succeeded in giving to others and oneself what was originally desired.  ….  

My last letter to you was written when we at about the end of the retreat from [word cut 
out of letter] and when we thought we were in for a bit of rest back in the [word cut out of letter].  
However, that was all very short [word cut out of letter, possibly for content on prior page].  
After spending a few days cooped up in the worst place it has ever been my displeasure to reside, 
namely a former cattle pen, we had an opportunity to go up to the front to replace a bunch of 
boys who had been having a pretty rough time of it.  The cattle pen was such an awful camping 
ground, and we spent so much energy swatting flies and mosquitoes under a broiling sun, that the 
chance to get back into the thick of things came to us a welcome relief.  Give me the desert 
anyday to the outskirts of a wog town.  In the desert the vastness of the space is comparable to 
being on the sea, and when one returns to civilization, everything feels cramped and confined.  
Accordingly we tooted off into what turned out to be the most hectic period we have had.  
Serving in the A.D.S. (Advanced Dressing Stations) and the R.A.P.’s (Regimental Air Posts), we 
found ourselves right up amidst the fighting men.  At one point we drove patients almost 
continuously for 3 days and nights, and the exhaustion resulting from it combined with the horror 
of the cases handled and the continual ducking in & out of trenches took us just about to our 
limit of endurance.  It is very easy to understand why men’s nerves crack under this type of 
warfare.  The lack of sleep is certainly the most important factor in it.  Most of the time we were 
in front of our own artillery, and it took alot of practice before we could distinguish between our 
own shells & Jerry’s.  The artillery of both sides was active almost continually, and with about 
four Stuka raids per day we learned to appreciate in some small way what men signify when 
speaking of the hellishness of war.  Nights spent driving around in the dark searching for 
dressing stations which have moved suddenly, while patients lie in the back of the car in critical 
need of medical attention, are not ones to be desired.  Even when the lines are stationary, as they 
are now supposed to be, there is enough moving about to make things [word cut out of letter, 
possibly for content on prior page].  There is no worse feeling in the world than to find yourself 
utterly & completely lost with a bunch of serious patients out in the middle of the desert.  Dave’s 
and my car was finally hit during a Stuka raid but graciously we had just unloaded the patients 
and Dave found protection in a slot trench nearby.  I at the moment had gone over to see about 
collecting some more casualties and missed the worst fight, but Dave had a very close call.   

Arch
ive

s o
f th

e A
meri

ca
n F

iel
d S

erv
ice

 

an
d A

FS In
ter

cu
ltu

ral
 P

rog
ram

s



 As I think back about it our time out there was spent digging slit trenches, wandering 
around hunting for places, and continually worrying about air raids & artillery fire.  It was not a 
pleasant period.  I had to get a car back that had been hit, and they wanted me back at 
Headquarters to take on a new job, and accordingly I came on back a while before the rest of the 
gang.  Dave Hyatt has taken over my old job of section leader, and I was very sorry indeed to 
find myself separated from the gang I had been with since the early days [word cut out of letter 
likely relating to some location].  At the moment I am occupied with the task of running a shuttle 
service of ambulances from a point about 30 miles behind [word cut out of letter, possibly for 
content on next page] lines to the base hospitals to the rear, and I find myself pretty much on the 
go from morning till night.  I managed to get a tent for a little office and with the use of 
considerable fly spray we manage to keep quite comfortable.  We have a canteen truck, a mobile 
workshop, and a cook house, and with chances to get into [word cut out of letter likely relating to 
some location] at regular intervals I find the job here pleasant enough.  It gives me a chance to 
see alot of some of my friends in other sections, and Dave’s section, my old crowd, is back here 
too now.  Accordingly the H.Q. tent is from morn till night the scene of momentous, ever-lasting, 
bull-sessions, with people sitting around on old petrol tins or lying on stretchers all over the tent.  
Evan Thomas is one of our most constant visitors and I have enjoyed getting to know him & a 
number of others.  The nights are quiet here, except [word cut out of letter, likely from prior 
page] occasional [word cut out of letter, likely from prior page] Jerry who will whine around and 
drop a bomb or two somewhere in the area just to keep us awake.  Sometimes we can hear the 
artillery rumbling away in the distance, and when it becomes particularly sustained & heavy we 
know that our boys up in the front are having a nasty time and likewise that we can expect a busy 
day. 
 I gather from various sources that we seem to be getting considerable publicity in the 
papers at home.  Just this morning a fellow rushed in with a column out of a home town paper 
telling how he had been captured.  Sort of like showing up at your own funeral!  We all read it 
with considerable interest, though unfortunately all the reports which go back are not false.  That 
fellow who used to teach at Hotchkiss and whom Roo [AH,Jr’s’ brother, Richard A. Howe] 
knew, Peter Glenn, was captured along with some others, and we have had a few casualties but 
on the whole we have good luck on our side.  Right now we know that our group is definitely 
going to be out of the desert within a month or so, our place being taken by the crowd who are in 
[word cut out of letter likely relating to some location], and it is in a lovely place, about [word 
cut out of letter likely relating to some distance] directly overlooking the old Mediterranean.   
 The only hitch in my new job is that it necessitates normally, though not here at present, a 
good deal of running around, seeing section leaders and checking with them on all sorts of 
things.  The transport laid on for this job is a motorbike, and accordingly I am now buzzing 
around on one of the awful [word cut out of letter, likely from prior page].  They are without 
doubt the most undesirable method of travel I have yet known, though still better than walking, 
and so I put up with it.  With roads in the condition they are and with some travel to be done over 
merely desert tracks, I find I would like to eat off the mantelpiece—if only there were one—most 
of the time.  I have in recent times had an opportunity to see [word cut out of letter, re location] 
on various occasions, and it is in many ways a delightful city.  My first impression of it was not 
very favorable, but now that I have become acquainted with it better, I like it a great deal.  
Already we have a little French Restaurant picked out from the depths of the city, where they 
serve steaks like Mory’s [in New Haven, CT], and where we can get fresh Strawberries and ice 
cream and fresh salads and good wines.  To walk along the sea front drive with the Med. on one 
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side and the pleasant, white washed, modernistic stores, hotels, and cafes on the other is a grand 
way to pass an evening.  There are many service clubs and hostels open to us as well (indeed as 
you can see from the top of this page [YMCA New Zealand letterhead stationary]), and the 
hospitals we go to are beautiful places in the residential part of town. 
 After having been with them in [word cut out of letter, re location] and right with them 
out here in recent days, we have become very much attached to the [word cut out of letter, re 
some named group of people].  They are physically and mentally more akin to us than any other 
group, and they almost consider us as part of their army now. Almost all of us had made friends 
in the peaceful [word cut out of letter, re location] days with some of them, and many friendships 
have been renewed out here.  Their officers and men alike hold us in the highest esteem, and 
toward them we feel the same. 
 Well, Peg, I must draw this to a close & get in the mail.  I already seem to have been 
preaching at it for about 3 days.  It is always pleasant to sort of chat with you for a while.  … 
     Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#62 
 
 (Postmarked Aug. 17, 1942, Field Post Office) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I am still back here on the same job as when I last wrote you, about a week ago.  We have 
managed to keep busy most of the time, and it has been a good spot.  After about 7 in the 
evening we have no more work to do, and from then till sunset is a glorious time of day.  My 
little headquarters tent empties itself of those who have been seeking refuge from the heat & flies 
and we sit outside and enjoy the cool & beauty of the evening.  A new arrival in our midst is a 
boy who was formerly a concert violinist for some Concert Agency in N.Y. and we have spent 
many glorious hours listening to him play.  I did not realize until I heard him how much I missed 
an occasional bit of music and here apparently so far away from such peaceful things, it has been 
doubly appreciated.  Strangely enough it turns out that he was born in Plymouth, N.H. [town near 
Squam Lake] and that makes an added interest.  Also I have had some grand chats with Joe 
Bradley, whom you may remember as the blond boy who used to stay with the Cutlers all the 
time.  He feels much the way I do about Squam and at the end of an evening we will be 
practically weeping in each others arms.  I say “practically,” because he regularly does his 
weeping over the remains of a quart bottle.  He has often been up at the West’s when you were 
there, and I listened to him rave on about the Burke girls with considerable pleasure before 
informing him that I also was “acquainted.”  He normally ends up by cussing Egypt, Jerry, the 
desert, and the war in so strainnous a way that voices nearby begin urging him in similar terms to 
go to sleep.  I know that without the past to look back upon and the future to look forward to 
there would be very little to keep one interested in life out here.  One can & does easily become 
accustomed to the hardships such as they are, but it is the absence of most of the things that make 
“life” something more than “existence” which gets one down.….  

A few days ago I went to see your Mother’s friend, Mrs. Benachi, again, and she was 
more delightful than ever.  She proceeded to fill me up with a perfectly fabulous tea which I 
devoured in a most ungentlemanly fashion I fear;  and then as I left a little black man came 
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trailing out the door loaded with boxes full of cakes & candies which to my amazement & 
delight he deposited beside me in the carriage. 
 The nights here have been getting noisier of late, and it begins to get me down watching 
tons of explosives landing on some poor devils miles away.  Our interest in the display of lights 
and of flashes and tracers has been pretty well satiated, and it is all now an unpleasant 
disturbance both because it keeps us awake and because we have a pretty good idea what those 
poor wretches groveling in slit trenches are going thru. 
 Tomorrow night I hope to get a chance to bug off on my motor bike and get in a visit to 
the harbor & the little French Restaurant which I told you about.  There is also a lovely church I 
went to last Sunday which I hope to get to this week again.  The minister was a friend of my ex-
housemaster at Rugby and I will hope to get a glimpse of him as well.  Everywhere I go I seem 
to find connections with my days in England, and they rank with the days I’ve spent with you in 
their memories of happiness. 

Later   
Well, the trip to Alex [Alexandria] came off as planned and I had a very good time 

indeed.  There are a large number of Service Clubs all over the town and it is always pleasant to 
go into them and chat with people.  Most of them are run by English women whose homes are in 
Alex, and they certainly do put in a full day’s work 7 days a week running the things.  It is so 
good to get back to a place where first of all you have something comfortable to sit on, sleep in, 
and eat off of, and where secondly the atmosphere is not that of army life.  As month after month 
we sit around in ambulances or on petrol tins and as night after night we sleep in bedrolls on the 
ground or on stretchers and as day after day we eat our meals out of mess tins and chipped 
enamel cups with no utensils but a spoon, the nicer sides of life become remote and tend to be 
forgotten with disuse.  Suddenly to find yourself sleeping on a comfortable bed without your 
clothes still on but rather between white sheets, eating off of clean white plates and drinking out 
of a glass, and sitting in an easy chair is a very pleasant sensation. 

There is here another grand fellow about whom I have never told you:  Bill Gosline.  He 
is a friend of the Winternitz’s—knows Jane Winternitz in particular I believe.  Also he is a 
cousin of my Uncle Harold’s wife whom you may or may not remember.  He is a PhD. on the 
subject of fish and accordingly we have much in common.  I expect that is about the only subject 
I might ever get a degree on, unless the realm of hunting has any potentiality.…. 

At the moment I find myself doing a good deal of thinking about my standing with the 
army at home.  You know how I feel about it, and having never yet been required to register, I 
am concerned as to whether the right thing for me to do is to return after my year’s service here 
is up and register my complaint against it all by refusing to sign, or whether I should let that go 
by & carry on in the work we are doing out here.  There are many pros and cons for both and I 
am certainly in a quandry about it.  I would hate to quit on the job we are now doing, and yet 
feeling as I do it may be that I should come home and take the rap.  It is not possible to do both, 
which is what I would like to do, and I guess I will have to settle it myself somehow.  Sometime 
write me your ideas on the subject if you feel so inclined. 

Mother tells me in a letter of July 15th that she has not received any of my mail from 
Tobruk or since then & it worries me to think that it may not have gone thru or may have been 
lost in the scuffle.  I do hope that some of it may have arrived by the time you get this.  My Best 
to all your Family & particularly Yourself. 

     Love, 
      Artie 
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… 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#63 
 
(Postmarked Aug. 26, 1942, Field Post Office.  MMB wrote “13” on envelope, apparent order of 
her receipt) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 It is a quiet Sunday morning here in the desert, and having missed my usual weekend run 
into Alex I’ll pass the time in the far better way of writing to you.  I’m afraid I haven’t been very 
good of late about writing when I apparently have had plenty of time to do so, however my job 
here is one of those which brings the problems of every individual to my door, and about a 
hundred times a day little interruptions seem to come along.  Speaking of interruptions the calm 
of Sunday morning has just this second been broken by a burst of ack-ack and the roar of a 
Messerschmit flying low overhead, all of which necessitates a hop, skip, and a jump to the flap 
of this tent to see what was going on.  That plane was the first enemy plane that we have had 
around here in the day time for a week or more, and things have been quiet indeed.  Even the 
artillery on the El Alamein line up above us has not been rumbling as of late, though the silence, 
as it always does when the enemy is nearby, makes one always wonder if things aren’t going to 
suddenly start. 
 I am eagerly awaiting a word of Squam from you.  To go into parts of Alex, always gives 
me alot of longing for the things at home.  Several nights ago, I lay on the grass in front of the 
old Mohamet Ali’s statue down by the water-front with a lovely big moon shining on the sea, 
and for several hours talked with Evan Thomas about this & that.  You were of course one of the 
principal topics as far as I was concerned and Evan who is returning home in November has 
promised to go & see you for me.  It nearly killed me to think of him having that pleasure rather 
than myself, but I suppose it does me no good to get all worked up over it.  (Coincidentally if 
you can’t read this very clearly, lay it on something black & the writing on the other side won’t 
show thru)   
 Life has been very healthy & pleasant as of late.  The battle casualties are very few, and 
our job at the moment is merely to carry the sick.  I have got the cooks here going in such a 
manner that there is food on almost 24 hours a day.  They make me tea & cakes, doughnuts, or 
apple pie for morning, afternoon, and evening snacks, and we really have got a lovely routine.  
However I know that now things are going so nicely we will have to pack up shortly and move, 
and then all our lovely arrangements will be shattered, & I shall start to lose my present weight.  
All this sleeping & eating of recent times has made me feel very fit again, and I will miss the old 
desert when I leave it shortly for Syria. 
 As a further portion of the keep-fit program we have been having some soccer games 
with the Field Hospital for whom we are doing the evacuation work.  They trounced us at first, 
but bringing in a couple of ringers from our R.A.S.C. attachment—cooks, mechanics etc—we 
managed to get a stronger side.  The only trouble with soccer is that it is terribly tiring for a 
bunch of people that have been sitting around for so long.  Any old strip of flat desert makes a 
field, though once the sand has been churned up a bit it becomes very soft & difficult to run in. 
 
Later 
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 Well, I certainly called this one—complete new orders have just arrived & we all pack up 
& leave, not for Syria but for another position in the same area we are now in.  I guess my hopes 
of getting out of the desert for a spell are pretty well dashed on the rocks.  All the newspapers & 
radio broadcasts & everything else tell us there will be another big burst up before long out here 
& I guess we will enter our second campaign before long.  I have a million little things to do at 
the moment—we have been in the same spot that is difficult to suddenly become mobile again, 
with everything ready to move at any hour of the day or night.  I may not get a chance to write 
for a while if we suddenly get mixed up in some big affair, but please, Peg, always remember I 
am thinking of you constantly.  ….  

I must run now & get about my business. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
P.S. Enclosed is about the only snap I have of myself--taken on the beach at Tobruk—sent in 
retaliation for your kind enclosure in a recent letter. 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#64 
 
(Postmark not legible.  MMB wrote on back of envelope “14,” apparent order of her receipt) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 It seems to have been an awful long time since I last wrote you and I have been wanting 
to get a chance all along to tell you about the new situation I am in;  however I have been busy as 
never before, and I just couldn’t get around to it.  ….  

Well, to begin with, about three weeks ago I was suddenly ordered to report to our H.Q. 
(along with Evan Thomas) and we were made officers to take charge of 2 new platoons coming 
out from home.  Having come right from the desert after several pretty hectic mo’s thus we were 
without most of the essentials for playing the proper part of “puckah” young officers.  We have 
to conform with all the regulations of dress, insignia, etc. as laid down by the British Army, and 
seemingly we spent several hectic days collecting new equipment (most of our original things 
having been lost at one time or another) and then raced off to meet the new crowd.  We did have 
one day free however and that was spent out at the pyramids and soaking in the lovely waters of 
the Mena House pool, the Mena House being the great big hotel out next to the pyramids of 
Ghiza.  Then decked out with two pips on each shoulder and enjoying immensely the constant 
salutes of passing soldiers we proceeded off to meet our new contingent.  We actually got out 
into the harbor & onto their boat, where after guzzling 4 coca colas, we met them all & took 
them away to here where we now are, which is incidentally the same place to which we first 
came upon arriving back in Feb.  They are, and I don’t think it is just due to our own pride that I 
say so, far & away the best crowd we have ever had.  Better picked, more conscientious, 
considerably inspired by the reputation they have to live up to, and benefitting greatly from our 
trials & errors, they should be a very successful unit.  It has been great fun to get to know them, 
to find many mutual acquaintances, and to instruct them in the love of desert ambulance work 
(map reading, compass navigation, car maintenance, health, first aid, and behavior under fire).  
On the less pleasant side has been the censoring of mail, hundreds of letters a day sometimes to 
go through, and many of them awful letters at that.  Sometime I will compose you a letter 
consisting of extracts from the stuff I have to daily go thru and you will see what I mean.  It 
makes me feel quite silly to be censoring the letters of Mr. Bayard Tuckerman (remember the 
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funny little man with a lisp—at the West’s quite often—called Uncle Bayard & general friend of 
Mr. & Mrs. West) and such older people as himself.  Likewise to be giving them orders and so 
forth gives me a strange feeling.  Strange things keep occurring, such as the case today of a 
fellow rushing up and begging me to retrieve from the mail a letter he had sent out that morning 
to a lady friend, he having received since then a letter from her telling of her marriage to some 
other bloke.  The poor fellow was going crazy for fear the thing had gone & was much relieved 
when I got it back.  You can see what women troubles we suffer from, and as far as I can gather I 
am one of the few remaining people who have not had some such difficulty, and, Peg, I hope I 
will continue to be so lucky.  …   

It is beginning to be an awful long time since I was home and all the people & things I 
care for so much are being missed more & more.  I am very poor about writing anyone but you 
& Mother—and I hope that you will give my regards to any of my friends you run into, tell them 
I’m still kicking and would like a letter from them.  (What are Gordon & Emmy’s plans?) 
 Incidentally, from what Mother has written recently, I fear the letters I wrote from 
Tobruk have not gotten thru.  We were there you know, and unlike some of the less fortunate, 
managed to get out.  The weeks there were hectic, and yet frightfully interesting.  We managed 
to do a fine job and all the way back (on the retreat) thru Cappuzo, Bardia, Solum, Mersa 
Matruh, Daba and El Alamein, where as you know from the papers the enemy is now being held;  
we seem to have deported ourselves in such a way as to bring in many pleasing reports.  If things 
flare up again you can be sure we will be in the thick of it, and I trust doing a good job. 
 I seem to be talking in a frightfully brazen and boastful manner about the A.F.S., and yet 
I am so pleased over how well things have gone & how much our efforts have been appreciated 
that I can not help it.  You know what a shot in the dark the whole thing was at the beginning, 
and all of us have been tickled pink over the opportunities that we have finally had to do the type 
of work we wanted.  I hate the war, the desert, the wogs & the Middle East in general and yet 
within it all I have found a job with which I am satisfied and for the most part quite happy.  
Anything that keeps one busy in a drug to stop the thought of home etc;  and in the job at hand 
one can become completely absorbed by the petty details which arise when individuals start 
trying to work together as a group to perform a common purpose.  The means are always 
different even if the end be the same, and it is our job to divert the energy of all this new gang to 
the means most likely to accomplish the ends.  Pardon all this “high-falutin” talk—excuse my 
verbosity—and remember that it is all due to the fact that I get such a kick out of prattling on to 
you.  That picture of you has been thru some hard times, but still, slightly battle scarred, it hangs 
on the tent wall, always a reminder of the fact that there is something good in this old world, 
even though it is not often apparent in the midst of this war out here. 
 At the moment I am eating in a delightful mess of the officers of a unit located near us.  
They are a grand lot and it is very pleasant.  This assuming of particular privileges, such as 
eating in officers messes etc, is not just as it should be, and yet we have to play the game by the 
British Rules and I think everyone in our gang appreciates the fact.  Evan & I appreciate the fact 
in a different way.…. 
 At the moment my staff car consists of a 15 hund. wt. lorry, something far more spacious 
than I require and my hope is to turn it in for a jeep.  They are wonderful little things and exactly 
what I want for running around in.  When winter comes they are much less practical than larger 
lorries in which one can sleep & have a comfortable home safe from the cold wherever he be in 
the desert.  However the jeep has an advantage in its maneuverability and likewise in its comfort 
as far as jolting over the desert is concerned.  The pounding one gets in a big lorry riding over 
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the rough ground is pretty terrific and is something to be avoided (like motorbikes, I might add.)  
The assortment of vehicles out here is stupendous & appalling—every size & shape & plenty of 
them.  When you can’t run down to Holderness for an ice cream cone (but can for bait) that is so 
that they can keep the tyres available for us here.  I know one quite common vehicle which has 
34 tyres on it, so you can see what the problems are. 
 A big brass hat (field officer) is coming to review us tomorrow and we have all our 
ambulances & water trucks & lorries spick & span.  Anytime after that we will leave here & start 
work. 
 There are a number of good artists in this crowd & they have designed a “rooster rampant 
over croix rouge” as an insignia for our cars.  It is really quite a gay creation and they have 
painted one on every single ambulance & domestic truck.  I expect Army will get their wind up 
once they see it, but for the mean time we are the awe & wonder of all who see us.  Other units 
have insignia on their cars (normally something droll like a pyramid, a palm tree or a camel) and 
this old rooster with a red, white & blue top hat with a red cross background is sensational. 
 I must stop now and get this off.  Write soon & often and be good. 
        Love, 
         Artie 
P.S.  Incidentally, for word of our activities etc, you might be interested to follow the reports 
issued by the A.F.S. at 60 Beaver St., New York City.  I understand they collect extracts form all 
our letters, and also send along other reports.  Some of my humble efforts to Mother have found 
their way into the thing and you would find that but at least repetitious because I write nearly the 
same thing to you both.  However Mother tells me the bulletin is quite good.… 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#65 
 
(Postmark not legible, MMB wrote on the envelope “15” indicating order of receipt.  Stationary 
is from Shepheard’s Hotel, in Cairo) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 This just seems to be one of those nights when I can’t get you off of my mind, and 
accordingly I must sit down & send you a letter. 
 It has been a lovely evening for me here in town, and I have just finished dinner out on 
the terrace of this wonderful hotel.  Whether this letter is due to a couple of real American “old 
fashioneds” the like of what one can only get in Deke, or whether I have been carried away by 
the sight of couples dancing beneath the palms to soft music I don’t know, but in any case I 
thought I must write you a note.  It is at times like this that I miss you so terribly, that all the 
sights of the last months fill me with revulsion, and that I long for you and the happy times of 
peace and joy we have so often shared.  Likewise the thoughts of coming days away from you & 
home, days of waiting and days of intense activity, fill me with apprehensions and cares.  It is 
very small & personal of me to take my own comparatively light troubles so seriously, and yet 
when compared to you, no one has so much to long for and such a good thing to hope to see soon 
as do I.  …. 
        Goodnight Dear Peg. 
         Love, 
          Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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#66 
 
(Postmarked Oct. 5, 1942;  MMB wrote on the envelope “Nov. 9th,” her apparent date of receipt, 
and “16” indicating order of receipt) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 It is far too late at night to start writing a letter to anyone but you—…I’m very 
comfortably situated in the back of my 15 hundred weight lorry—a seat of sponge rubber from a 
wrecked airplane, a wooden table made by my driver (see I am getting awfully snooty—don’t 
even drive myself any more) and a small electric light hitched up to the battery with a heavy 
layer of canvas & old burlap bags blackening out any light from outward view.  There is a nice 
cool breeze shaking the canvas, almost like the wind in the trees at home, and now that I have 
finished censoring other people’s mail I can sit down & have my own little say.  This censoring 
business is most unpleasant, just as much so for me as the fellow writing a very personal letter, 
though he never stops to realize that.  This unit comprises all the world’s greatest lovers, judging 
from their mail, and yet they give me no help in trying to write to you.  They don’t seem to leave 
anything to be read between the lines, …  

To get back to a much less delicate subject, my 15 c.w.t. lorry, this is going to be the 
most stylish caravan in the world before I get through with it (that is to say “I and my driver”—
he does manage to do 90% of the work.)  We already have all sorts of racks fitted for carrying 
water tins, food, a stove, bottles, duffle bags, office equipment and so forth.  After all you can’t 
ask for much more in your office than hot & cold running water, electric light, delicious meals 
and a cocktail cabinet!  My point is that one can’t be too choosy in these difficult times and we 
must expect hardships such as no ice for the drinks, etc; in the desert.  Seriously though I will 
clear myself of one thing right now.  The cocktail cabinet belongs exclusively to my driver & my 
sergeant—yes, I can hear your hisses now Miss Burke but such is the case.  I have from sheer 
necessity become most abstemious in recent months, finding that my stomach can no longer take 
the beatings it used to.  In the last 4 months I can honestly admit the true reason is that I just 
don’t enjoy drinking it any more and not that I suddenly improved my decadent morals.  … 

Well let’s see now, we were trying to talk about this 15 c.w.t. lorry and you got me side 
tracked on to the subject of liquor.  Incidentally speaking of “side tracking,” I was doing a bit 
myself today off in the middle of the desert.  It was about 2 o’clock in the afternoon—the hot air 
was rising in wavy lines off the sand, the sun was almost blinding in its intensity, and 
everywhere about us were mirages of cool blue waters.  Suddenly I saw a duck—yes a DUCK—
sitting in the sand directly in front of our on-rushing wheels.  I yelled at the driver to “look out 
for the duck,” but he merely gave me a quizzical and sympathizing glance & carried on.  I cried 
out again but it was too late and I thought for certain our wheel had passed over the poor bird.  
Finally I convinced my driver to stop, and I quickly jumped out of the car to see what had 
happened, while he skeptically sat at the wheel waiting for my brain to clear.  Well, Peg, there 
was a DUCK there, and I finally got him to lean far enough out of the car to see it, whereupon he 
fell the rest of the way from sheer amazement.  There sitting perfectly upright and absolutely 
motionless in the midst of this furnace like desert was a DUCK—to be more explicit a teal.  Not 
5” away from him were the tracks in the sand made by our car passing by at a speed of about 30 
m.p.h.  I took 3 steps toward the thing and stopped, hoping that perhaps the whole thing would 
vanish and we could continue on our way.  But not at all—there he sat absolutely still unruffled.  
I took 4 more steps bringing me up within touching distance and still the apparition remained.  
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My driver said something about “decoy,” and for a moment I thought someone must have been 
lying behind a sand hill enjoying the scene immensely.  But suddenly I noticed an eyelid move 
on the “decoy” and instantly knew that it wasn’t a trick.  Anyone out in the desert would find 
better things to do with a duck than play games with it.  I bent over and touched the bird, and at 
once it spread its wings and went flapping off with the laborious wing motion of a bird first 
rising.  I stood there amazed & watched the thing get up its momentum, settle down into the faint 
rhythm of the beat of ducks wings, and scarcely two feet above the ground go shimmering off 
into the distance, just as I have seen hundreds & thousands of other ducks do over the water.  
Where that duck came from and where he went to and why he didn’t move when that lorry of 
mine went whizzing by him are some of the things I shall always wonder about. 
 Excuse the long narrative, I must get to bed.  Now it’s much more too late to write letters 
& I really had better quit.  Excuse the lack of news, Peg, but there is none at the moment.  We 
are all set to work but as you know from the papers there is not any work to be done right now.  
Accordingly everybody sits around and wastes time, while I go off on duck hunts.  The sun still 
shines here, the sand still blows, the desert is still barren, and I still think of you all the time, 
everything is as it should be.  … 
       Love, 
        Artie 
P.S.  A new mailing address has come out for us:  American Field Service, A.P.O. 616, c/o 
Postmaster, N.Y. City, N.Y.  Works amazing results and costs only the regular air mail rates for 
letters in the U.S. I believe, but you might check on it by writing the A.F.S. at 60 Beaver St. N.Y. 
City--thanks—the mail from you means everything, Peg.   Love Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#67 
 
(Postmarked Egypt, but otherwise not legible.  MMB wrote on the envelope “Nov. 9th,” her 
apparent date of receipt, and “17” indicating order of receipt;  this one having been written after 
the one just above is corroborated by AH, Jr’s ref. in this one to the new address he provided in 
the prior ltr.) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I seem to have rather bombarded you with mail during the last month, but that is to make 
up for the seven lean years to come, or in other words, I’m afraid I may not get a chance to write 
you again for some time.  Just read the papers & I guess you will know why.  We have had a 
very quiet time of late and the days have slipped by easily enough.  I feel as though my original 
enthusiasm for the country, the new sights etc., had pretty well worn off—now it is just more or 
less a matter of taking it all for granted, taking each day as it comes as a matter of course, losing 
all sense of dates and times and just wishing like the devil to see you & home again with peace 
on earth.  Fortunately there is enough variety in the events each day to keep us going, but above 
that there is little more.  Perhaps we shall shortly be caught up in big & momentous occasions 
and then for a time the job will be all absorbing but certainly in its slacker moments this work is 
not like that.  I dread the decisions which I know I will have to make in coming days, decisions 
which will undoubtedly deal with things as important as men’s lives, and yet at the same time I 
welcome the opportunity to be of some small help in the job of relieving suffering and saving 
lives.  It is all so awfully complicated & tremendous that one’s own inability to do much is a 
basic fact. 
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 I don’t think I told you about going to see Mrs. Benachi again the other day, being 
royally entertained as usual, and then going off to a cricket match with Mr. B. whom I met for 
the first time and who turned out to be just as kind & pleasant as his wife.  They live in a lovely 
residential part of Alex and their big stately home and garden surrounded by a high picket fence 
& shrubbery is a delight to one living out in the sand day after day.  It has been a pleasure indeed 
to know Mrs. B—and your good mother did me a wonderful favor in giving me a letter of 
introduction.  At the moment Mrs. B. has carrot seeds planted in her garden which your family 
sent to her and I shall undoubtedly be receiving further gifts from the Burke family when I go 
there for a meal in a few weeks.   

…How often I have seen happy couples in restaurants or walking along the promenades 
of Alex & Cairo and almost begrudged them their happiness so lonely and far away from you I 
have been.  I guess I will be awfully boorish when I get home, and will want to sit and look at 
you in silence for days on end.  Whatever happens, just pardon it on the excuse of my being 
away for so long & put with me with patience, I beg of you.  I am sure I have no idea what I will 
do with myself once this mess is over, but with an ear to the ground and an eye to the wind I 
shall trust to my usual fortuitous way & hope for the best. 
 While I think of it, Peg, in my last letter I told you about our new mail address: American 
Field Service, A.P.O. 616, c/o Postmaster, N.Y. City, N.Y.  This needs nothing but regular U.S. 
air mail stamps, 6¢ or 12¢, depending on the weight, & is far & away the fastest—even will beat 
Pan American.  We hope to get a similar service before long going home. 
 I feel very badly not to be sending you anything for X’mas, but the regulations on getting 
things out are so strict and it is so difficult for me to find anything I would really like to send you 
that I shall probably neglect you badly.  However I shall be thinking of you more than ever & 
wishing you all the happiness possible at X’mas time and that will be about the best I can do.  It 
will be one of the loneliest days of my life out here I know and yet still I am sure we shall feel 
some of the wonderful spirit of X’mas, and in the communion of our thoughts with yours at 
home there will be some considerable solace & comfort.   
 I try to imagine what you are up to now that fall is here at home, and I have a thousand 
memories in my mind of fall days spent with you, in Poughkeepsie, New Haven, or off in the 
Berkshires somewhere.  Out here it is getting a little cooler in the day time & much cooler in the 
evenings, and sometimes the wind rustling & flapping the canvas top of my lorry at night, as it is 
now doing, carries me far away, way into the past, and far into the future.  I suppose I am really 
an awfully earthy creature, and yet I love to dream. 
 Be sure to let me know what you are doing and don’t become too much of a scholar—
your scholastic career will shortly have carried you far beyond my humble limits of education so 
don’t become too much of a book-worm & leave me too far behind. 
         Love, 
          Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#68 
 
7 Oct. (no envelope…but logically 1942 based on context) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 I have been travelling the highways and byways for many hundreds of miles since I wrote 
you a few days ago.  I could write pages of censorable material on every town and village I have 
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seen, but suffice it to say my travels have been fascinating and delightful.  Our work proceeds 
smoothly and everyone is quite happy after the long interval of inactivity.  I have renewed many 
old acquaintances and made alot of new ones and for a change life is full of interest and more 
satisfying work. 
 Several days have been spent huddling in my tent from the almost incessant rains and I 
can see that camp life will not be all joy this winter.  My tent is spacious and water tight 
however, and with my L.L. Bean rubber hunting boots and rain cape I hope to survive.  Today 
was spent almost entirely in greasing my shoes & boots—a process bringing back warm 
memories of better days spent feverishly preparing for fishing trips and duck shooting 
expeditions. 

…Places and things have never charmed me half so much as the “people” I have met and 
the experiences I have had.  Two nights ago at a late hour, for example, I was creeping through 
the mud and rain on a diversion around a blown-out bridge way up in the hills when I saw a 
soldier in the headlights trudging along with a pack on his back.  His lorry had skidded into a 
ditch off there in the end of nowhere and he was trudging out to get a tow truck to pull him out.  
We picked him up and found in the course of conversation that he came from Rugby (the town, 
not the school).  It also turned out that he had had nothing to eat since breakfast, and we being in 
the same boat, I decided we should stop & have a “brew up” in the traditional desert style.  Mac, 
my driver, went to work in the back of the car with his primus stove and soon we were sipping 
hot tea, eating hot M.&V. (meat & vegetable rations in tins) and generally enjoying the warmth 
& comfort of the situation while outside the rain fell and the wind blew and the darkness hedged 
us in.  Somehow, though a trivial occurrence, it was one of those which gives me great pleasure 
constantly. 
 On the other hand there are always little incidents which make life difficult.  For example 
two new men came to us the other day, one an actor, the other a Baptist minister.  The first, I 
found as I talked with him, had never driven an automobile in his life, knew absolutely nothing 
about them, but was most anxious to become an ambulance driver at once.  On these roads in the 
hills it is no joke driving sick & wounded & I was needless to say a little distressed.  The second 
man, the minister, not only knew how to drive a car, but was also intimately informed on the 
running of revival meetings, some of which he felt would be in order in our pagan outfit.  This 
was an equally difficult proposition.  I often find it very simple to evacuate several hundred 
patients per day, keep a couple of hundred vehicles in running order, and supply the Coy. 
[Company] with the necessary rations, petrol in water, in comparison to having to settle the 
personnel problems which arise in this outfit.  However, they can’t go on forever and when they 
cease, my cares can be centered on one instead of so many people.  All My Love, 
          Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#69 
 
Oct. 18th  (with AH, Jr having written “New Rule” and arrow pointing to date;  Postmarked Oct. 
23, 1942, Egypt) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 It’s another one of those dreadful nights when I find myself sitting about in the cozy little 
back of my lorry wishing my heart out for a glimpse of you.  I am starting off tomorrow on what 
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may be the biggest job yet in due time, and I find the feeling of expectancy rather gnawing away 
at me,...  

The last 48 hours has produced one of the worst storms I have seen out here—started out 
with a terrible wind & accompanying sand-storm which absolutely blotted out the sun and cut 
the vision down to a few yards.  To be outside was like standing on a mountain top in the fog 
with the cold wind tearing at your clothes and the clouds & mist racing by—only here it was 
sand.  Then at night it started to rain and it turned very cold.  Out came the overcoat & muffs and 
I huddled up here in the back of the lorry.  Our ever-outdoor cooking establishment had of course 
been rained out & yet somehow they produced a pot of tea which we eagerly consumed with a 
few biscuits.  And it has continued to be like this ever since, whether or not it will stop tomorrow 
I don’t know, but having to take out a convoy, I certainly hope so.  Right now it is hailing hard 
and the sound of it beating against the canvas roof is quite pleasant.  ….  

I don’t see much of Evan these days as we have been split up pretty well, but I have made 
a great friend in the officer in charge (O/C) of our British workshops.  He is a grand fellow, 
quiet, reserved until I prime him with a few drinks (I still take lemon juice), and very capable.  
His house is in Yorkshire but he has been working in London prior the war.  He enlisted as a 
private, went thru all the fighting in France & Dunkirk, was raised to corporal & then sergeant 
and finally got an opportunity for a commission after coming out here.  Now he is already a 
Captain and is some punkins I can assure you.  With his grand sense of humor and true 
Yorkshire accent he has kept me amused many an evening.  Also my new sergeant is a top notch 
fellow, Charlie Snead.  Was a Yale football & baseball great back in ’32—lost an eye in football, 
but can still do more with his one than most of us can with two.  He has been a director of some 
oil company in Texas and is an extremely able and pleasant fellow—gets along marvelously with 
everyone.  He beats me at cribbage pretty regularly but I get him at backgammon. 
 There has just been a ten minute delay while I took your picture out of its very special 
nook in my musette bag and cleaned the sand off it.  It is getting a little worn with age, having 
been with me everywhere I’ve been, but except for a scratch received when blown away by a 
gust of wind one day it remains untattered or torn.  I don’t know what I would do if I ever lost 
it—probably have to send you a cable for a replacement, or as the British army would put it, 
incident with an A.B. 828, said article being U/S (unserviceable).  There is a language and series 
of initials out here which would simply astound you, far worse than Washington with its 
governmental offices designated by initials.  Everything has an initial or a number or a 
codeword.  Such things as D.A.D.O.S, V.R.D., D.I.D., D.A.D.M.S., R.A.P., M.D.S., C.C.S., 
D.D.S.T., F.M.C., O.D.M.S., 1098, 828, 1056, 888A, etc. ad infinitum refer to things & persons 
we talk about & use continually, and that does not start to include all the initials of various units , 
of which there are literally hundreds. 
 Well I must be off to bed now, Peg, but write soon.  Don’t forget the new address:  A.H. 
Jr., A.F.S., A.P.O. 616, c/o Postmaster, New York City) & regular U.S. air mail stamps & rates, 
6¢ or 12¢ according to weight.    
      Love, 
       Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#70 
 
Oct 26 (postmarked Nov. 6, 1942) 
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Dearest Peg: 
 Your letter of Oct. 3rd just caught up with me yesterday evening and it was wonderful.  … 

If you notice the date on the top of the page & then look back in your old Time magazine 
or some such thing you will realize that at the moment we are involved in gigantic affairs here in 
Egypt.  Here in our little sector the activity is tremendous and what will come of it all I don’t 
know.  The guns are bombing and the planes are roaring overhead day & night and men are 
coming in as they always do at such times with dust-covered, blood-smeared, torn, and rent 
bodies.  It’s horrible, and yet it affects me less & less I’m afraid.  Our works of evacuation goes 
smoothly & well.  I hate it all more and more.  These things must never happen again. 
 My days are spent bumping across the sands in my little lorry, checking on petrol, water, 
rations, blankets, and stretchers at the various places in which our ambulances are working.  
Occasionally orders come in for sudden transfers from one locality to another, then I bump along 
all night to effect them.  Somedays I sit around & just observe the work, others there is more 
than enough to do.  I sleep, and eat, and live in my lorry, and all is as well as can be under the 
circumstances.  Yesterday I made a long trip back to our Company H.Q. and was rewarded by 
finding your letter and several others from home as well as a big pile for many of my fellows.  It 
was getting late in the afternoon & I wanted to get back;  so I didn’t open the mail at once, but 
gradually I couldn’t stand it any more, stopped, and read your wonderful letter.  There was a 
lovely sunset, and I was so happy I didn’t know what to do—hardly noticed a couple of Stuka 
dive bombers coming over and scrambled out of the car just in time to see them drop their loads 
a few hundred yards away.  I rattled along on home, cooked up a tin of bully and fell happily 
asleep, dreaming all night of being at Squam with you.  There is no way I can tell you, Peg, how 
much you mean to me—you’ll just have to try to believe me.  You will one day be doubly 
appreciated for all these days I have spent away from you.  “Forsan et haec olim meminisse 
iuvabit,” [“Perhaps someday we will look back upon these things with joy.”], so Virgil says I 
believe in a famous passage. 
 I am ever so glad that the pocket book showed up—I had long since given it up as lost, 
and had rather decided it was unwise to try to send things back, as a package I tried to send 
Mother has apparently never arrived.  However if things do get thru eventually I wish I could get 
you an X’mas present, but it is of course too late now.  …. The weather is cooler and I wear my 
grey, army wool shirt every day now (I’m afraid I generally climb right into my bedroll at night 
with it still on too, but we won’t get involved in the hygenic problems of the Middle East just 
now)  At night 3 blankets are needed and with the dust of the day gone, the air is very bracing 
indeed.  I have been extremely healthy in recent months except for the occasional bit of stomach 
trouble which goes with Egypt, & I have felt about as well as ever.  …….  

Some of the boys sailed for home about a week and a half ago, as I already told you.  
Evan decided not to leave right away, but will be coming soon I expect.  It is all such a mix-up, 
but I plan now to stay on here—everyone has advised me to do so and I believe it will be the best 
thing.  Time as measured in days & weeks no longer means much—we lose all track of them—
only the longings and desires of one’s heart and the interval between their sensation separate one 
moment or period from the next.  All is such a mass of confusion and cross purposes that only 
one thing is certain, Peg, and that is you. 
      Love, 
       Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#71 
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Nov. 6th (postmarked Dec. 14, 1942) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 I have had two simply grand letters from you recently, the last via the A.P.O. address 
coming in about 2 ½ weeks.  It makes me feel so near & yet so far from you to get the mail that 
quickly, and when I stop & look at your letters for the nth time I really have to pinch myself to 
get back to earth.   

…Lots more people are heading home now and that seems to make it doubly difficult, 
among them Evan, who has promised to look you up for me.  Also Freddie Taylor might knock 
at your door one day—a tall, good-natured, exceedingly generous and amusing fellow from 
Harrisburg Pa. who has been one of my closest friends all along.  Most people are heading home 
only to join the army, a few because their wives threaten divorce if they don’t return, a few 
because they haven’t thrived on the health conditions out here, and finally a few who just simply 
want to get back and are proceeding to do so as quickly as possible.  Just the thought that I can 
pack up and go home & see you, the real you, Peg, anytime I like now is enough to drive me to 
distraction. 
 
Nov 7th 
 Well, I seem to have been interrupted in my thoughts of you by a sudden call to go see 
the brigadier who gives me all the orders for my company and all is astir again as our H.Q. takes 
a little 200 mile jump.  I have told everyone we are to move at 6:00 a.m. [next page mostly blank 
except for:  “I forgot to use this page—let’s just assume it has all those things on it I can’t say, 
but really feel toward you.”] and now amidst their bustle & packing up, loading petrol, etc;  I am 
sitting down to enjoy myself again.  Once the cogs are started rolling this is a very easy outfit to 
run—everybody knows & does his job and except for an occasional mishap and an occasional 
oiling of some of the sticky cogs there is little I have to actually do—most of my time is spent 
worrying and that is of course largely wasted time.  However I’m very happy about the job even 
though I do feel a bit green and inexperienced for it.  I certainly look back with longing 
occasionally on the days when I had to be responsible for nothing but myself & ambulance. 
 As you mention in your letter, Peg, we have been having busy times of late out here.  The 
fellows have all come thru in great style and have managed in spite of their lack of experience to 
rather outdo the other A.F.S. company out here—a member of which I & Evan and all the others 
were until we came to take over the new gang.  It is very pleasing indeed to see a bunch who 
have more or less been your pupils do so well.  They have of course benefited from all the 
unfortunate errors into which the other Coy. fell while finding their way over a rather unmarked 
territory, and in this way they have been lucky.  I think I mentioned once before, Peg, that you 
ought to write to the A.F.S. H.Q., 60 Beaver Street, N.Y. City, and ask for their publications etc;  
if you would like to get a far better picture of what we are doing out here than I can possibly give 
you.   
 All the advances of recent times have meant new country and sights for us.  The 
destruction of the Germans & Italian armies out here appears to have been pretty complete & has 
involved much that has been unpleasant.  However our arrival in a green & fertile former Italian 
colonial area has been a most gratefully received blessing.  Only a few days ago I went for a long 
walk up in the hills, thru spruce trees & green grass, over rocky slopes and open pastures, finally 
to look down upon a broad fertile plain dotted with systematically arranged farms and Italian 
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settlers’ homes.  I sat up there for a long time, reveling in the greenery after months of desert & 
sand, and picked a big bouquet of flowers which now adorn my desk in the H.Q. lorry.  Needless 
to say your picture is next to them.  Another odd place your picture has now appeared is beneath 
the celluloid lining of my hat.  The one chosen for this spot is the grand one I think was taken on 
the Vassar Campus somewhere which you sent along recently. 
 I must bustle along now, Peg, but do please keep sending along such wonderful letters as 
I have recently received.  …          
          Love, 
           Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#72 
 
Nov 11th (Postmarked Nov. 20, 1942) 
 
Peg Dearest: 
 Tonight is one of those which stirs up more than ever my longing to be with you again.  
The tremendous turmoil of recent days leaves me tired and lonely.  The things which seem to be 
going on around me are so tremendous, so horrible, so ridiculous, and so confusing—all I want 
to do at the moment is to escape from this perplexing whirling mass of events and sensations, to 
sit quietly with you in some peaceful spot.  Tonight I have been listening to the radio 
broadcasting from London—8 of us sitting around an old board table beside a lorry off here in 
the endless expanse of the desert with a tender new moon and the stars overhead, listing to a 
Memorial Day Program.  The terms “Victory,” “Glorious Dead,” “1914-1918,” “A Better 
England,” “Axis Forces Destroyed,” and many others seem to form a jumble in my mind, my 
mind which is already filled with impressions of burned, torn, twisted steel, rent bodies, gawking 
corpses, and unbridled human emotions running rampant, killing, looting, and destroying.  For 
the moment, as I say, Peg, all I want to do is sit quietly and enjoy the peace of your presence.  
And so, I’ll take out now your picture and I’ll put it there just in front of me, and I’ll start to 
think back—on evening paddles at Squam, on starlight nights in the Blue Ford with your hair 
blowing in the breeze, on backgammon games on the floor of Alumnae House, on picnics at 
Bash-Bish [Falls], on music at the Asquam House, Sunday dinner at the Winternitz’s, and dances 
at Deke.  These thoughts and a thousand others, Peg, can carry me away, can make me realize 
more every minute how important you are to me. 
 I haven’t got much news for you at the moment;  you know far better than we what has 
been happening here and in the rest of North Africa, and what little I know I don’t particularly 
want to go into again.  Suffice it to say we have made great advances, the enemy has been 
completely routed, captured, or destroyed along with all his equipment, British losses have not 
been high and it looks as though we will be in the Green Belt of Cyrenaica before long with 
flowers, and grass, and trees, and mountains.  Add to this the fact that the A.F.S. has done a 
grand job and a big job and you have what we know of the war.  There have been one or two 
amusing incidents, such as that when a couple of my fellows went scrambling down to the beach 
one day about ¼ mile away and returned with 9 Italian prisoners who had rushed up to the 
defenders and considerably startled A.F.S. men and thrown down their guns in the sand & 
surrendered;  or the story of the boy driving along in his car with a medical officer when the car 
hit a small anti-personnel mine which blew the front wheel off the car with a considerable boom, 
but did no further damage to anyone;  at the sound of the mine’s explosion up popped twenty 
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Italians with their hands in the air climbing out of slit trenches and hidden dugouts all about the 
place. 
 Finally the discovery of any and every type of German & Italian vehicle lying about the 
desert in fine running order has been a source of considerable pleasure to the boys.  They have 
picked up and as quickly had to abandon again (when we moved on) staff cars, motor bikes etc; 
but the chianti wine for dinner each night followed by Jerry cigars has been my chief luxury. 
 Col. Richmond was in today (our big boss out here) and he wants me to take command of 
our company when the present C.O. (commanding officer) leaves.  That means I become a 
captain shortly and get a comfortable English sedan car with chauffeur to ride around in.  Our 
Company workshops has a very nice young British officer in it and with him to help guide me 
through the red tape we ought to get along all right.  With workshops, the quartermaster dep’t, 
cooks, etc, as well as the same number of ambulances that Grandma is years old [77 years old], it 
ought to make an interesting job. 
    Love, 
     Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#74 
 
Dec. 17th (postmarked Dec. 28, 1942)   [Note that is the first envelope showing a stamp for 
Censor No. 6444 with AH, Jr’s signature on the stamp, as the Censor of his own letters.  His 
prior letters going back to and including the one of Oct. 26, 1942, have just his signature, no 
stamp, on the outside, suggesting that he was the censor for those as well, but didn’t yet have his 
official stamp.  His letter of Oct. 18, and ones earlier, have official censor stamps with someone 
else’s number and/or signature on them.] 
 
Peg Dearest: 

…  
We have travelled hundreds of miles in recent weeks and it looks as though we are going 

hundreds more.  Every mile brings us nearer home, though, and there are violent rumors 
circulating about that we are soon to be taken over by the U.S. Army, as was done in the last war.  
Col. Richmond (the big boss of all A.F.S. activities in the M.E.) was here with me about a week 
ago and was suddenly called to get back to N.Y. as quickly as possible.  I expect he is there now.  
If he can do it as quickly as that, I often wonder if some day I won’t be able to get some duty 
making a short visit home imperative.  Of course I would hate to leave the boys in the desert and 
all that sort of thing, but any little opportunity for a couple of weeks break certainly wouldn’t 
break my heart just now.   

….I am nothing more than an old base “wallah” these days, sitting around in H.Q. 
keeping track of things while the boys off up forward do all the real work.  I have a couple of 
grand officers on the two platoons and an adjutant who is top-notch;  so all I do is hang about 
and sign hundreds of bits of red tape each day and chat with the officialdom of Division, Corps, 
or Army, wherever I happen to be.  Sometimes I can catch up with some of our boys posted at 
one of the dressing stations somewhere and occasionally am able to do a few errands or jobs for 
them at my peaceful H.Q. some 50 miles behind, but on the whole I’m afraid I’m getting pretty 
useless and soft.  In regard to the latter category, I found how much so I was when I went out and 
played Rugby for an hour this afternoon.  All my muscles ache and I feel like an old punching 
bag at this point. 
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 We have been feverishly accumulating odd rations and bits of luxuries in recent days in 
order to be well supplied for Christmas and the day will be as properly observed as possible.  
Christmas Eve will bring up many memories of a year ago and Christmas Day more thoughts of 
you and my family.  Christmas cheer will be present but in a rather subdued form I fear.  One 
should perhaps be more penitent than cheerful on their Christmas, though I suppose the two can 
both exist and should exist.  In many ways people will be brought more closely together than 
ever before this year, and Christmas will as always be a time, when a families are united as they 
are at no other season. 
 My Kindest Thoughts to You Peg Dear, for Christmas and the New Year. 
        Love, 
         Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#76 
 
Dec 25th (postmarked Jan. 2, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 It is Christmas Day and here in the Western Desert, as elsewhere in the world I trust, 
people are duly observing the day.  We have knocked off completely, have already had a soccer 
game this morning with a nearby unit, and are having a big feast (roast pork, sheep, beer, wine, 
tinned fruit, candy, nuts, Christmas cake etc.) followed by a Concert Party (Amateur Program) 
tonight in a couple of large tents we have erected.  Last night we had a carol service out under 
the stars and full moon and it was a very lovely affair.  The first thing I did this morning was to 
open a box from home (mailed way back in Sept.) which just arrived, and inside were some 
lovely cigars, a couple of tins of pipe tobacco, a box of maple sugar candy and alas 2 cans of 
talcum powder.  The last mentioned dainties were nothing but an infernal nuisance as they both 
broke open and fairly saturated the candy, which though still edible has a very decided lilac and 
chalk flavor about it.  This was the first of six boxes Mother has sent and it only just arrived;  so 
I guess I will be celebrating Xmas for some time to come.  It was great fun to lie in bed (bed roll) 
and undo our presents this morning and it really meant a great deal to me to have something from 
home.  As well several British Soldiers Funds had little boxes of odds and ends for us and there 
were presents for us from the A.F.S. in Cairo and New York too. 
 
Dec 26th (cont. of same letter) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I had to stop this yesterday afternoon when some problem suddenly arose over the 
Christmas dinner arrangements and now, tonight, is the first chance I have had to write you 
again.  …. 

Our dinner was a most wonderful success—truly delicious and we had just the proper 
amount of beer & drinks on hand to put everyone in the very jolliest of moods without 
overstepping the mark.  The Xmas cake we had was as delicious as any I ever had at home and it 
was entirely made out of rations we have carefully saved up for weeks & weeks.  After the 
dinner the workshop people gave a most entertaining show and everyone agreed it was the best 
and merriest Xmas they had spent since being in the army.  Unfortunately most of the American 
personnel of the Company were off at their posts (in fact only 5 of us Headquarters good for 
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nothings were here), but those who were not here were sent all sorts of things we could gather 
for them as well as receiving a dinner from the units with which they were working. 
 I happened to run into an R.A.F. wireless truck way out in the desert alone the other day 
and as they had nothing at all available for celebrating Xmas I asked them to come along and 
join us for the evening.  We loaded them with food, cigarettes, chocolate, etc., and by the time it 
was all over they were so happy and pleased over being asked that there tears in their eyes as 
they thanked me and said goodnight.  It was really very touching and had evidently meant a great 
deal to them.  Needless to say it was one of the most pleasing parts of the day for me as well, 
first having been able to give so much pleasure to a few lonely fellows. 
 According to immemorial British Army custom the officers of the unit served the meal, 
and accordingly I acted as head waiter last night.  Using bits of old wreckage we arranged long 
tables in our double tents and after getting all the men seated with their mess tins and mugs in 
front of them rushed around serving the meal and loading the tables with sweets etc.  On a dark 
wool blanket we had stuck bits of cotton wool to spell out “Merry Christmas” and with a few bits 
of desert shrubbery around the lights it was a very gay & crowded tent.  Just after dinner the 
Brigadier who commands all of the Medical Facilities of our Army Corps stopped in to see us 
and after feeding him and having him over to my H.Q. office lorry for a smoke (cigar, needless 
to say) and a cup of coffee, we all went back for the Concert Party.  It was perfectly killing in 
parts and we laughed ourselves sick.  The old Brigadier enjoyed it immensely and when called 
upon to make a speech during the interval said some very nice things about our work and the job 
we had done.  I finally got off to bed as happy as a little baby, just tickled pink over the fun we 
had all found in what was expected to be a dreary Xmas day.  It certainly gives me new faith & 
hope to experience such good cheer and it made me realize more than ever what a lucky fellow I 
am to have had so many opportunities to experience similar occasions in the past.  How often 
with you, with friends at school and college, with my family, with people in England, have I 
enjoyed that same warmth of fellowship, when one is completely and absolutely at peace with 
the world, when one is experiencing the greatest of truths and realities. 
 Today I went on an all day trip to go the rounds of as many of the units we are servicing 
as possible and it was grand day, spent driving along the blue-as-ever-Mediterranean, puffing 
luxuriously on a big cigar, stopping for lunch in the warm sun out of the chilly wind behind a 
sand dune, chatting with our people all in the highest spirits and watching a bunch of soldiers 
battling away on the rugby field. 
 There is much that is beautiful about this Northern coast of Africa and someday you must 
see it all.  In case you’re interested in a guide, -----. 
….      All my Love to You, Peg, 
        Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#77 
 
8th Jan (postmarked Jan. 11, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 I have been sending off V-mail fast and furiously to everyone at home during the last few 
days, replying to X’mas Cards and other such things and now I can sit down and write a proper 
letter to you.  …Goodness me, but I had no conception of how far I was going to have to go on 
those last few days we were together.  In many ways, contrary to the above, it has been years 
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since I saw you.  The places, the people, the experiences I have known in the last year are all like 
a separate chapter in my life—much like my year in England, something special, always to be 
remembered and drawn upon, yet very far from the main line of the events in my little existence.  
Someday I will bore you as much with my tales of the Middle East as I previously have with 
ones of England.  However don’t believe too many of them, (of course pretend to).  Our life out 
here hasn’t been so bad as I will make it out to have been and war with its horrors and 
grotesqueness is to a large extent swallowed up in the job at hand and in the business of living 
and laughing and enjoying one’s self.  ….  

Your cousin Tom Craven has just been in my Company office here, having flown out 
from Cairo on the job of paymaster.  It was good to see him again, and he has just been made a 
lieutenant with his new job.  I wrote your poor mother a dull note I fear, telling of seeing him, 
but I was so cold and upset over a sight I had just witnessed that I doubt if I told her much. 
 For some months we have been doing the most forward and necessarily most dangerous 
work of any ambulance Company in the Middle East—A.F.S. or British—and we have been 
amazingly lucky.  In the last few days our luck seems to have changed a little and we have had 
some tough times.  It is terribly upsetting to have the whole thing so close and real and I just 
seem to prefer chatting on with you tonight to trying to tell you about where we are, what we are 
doing etc.  …  

I just heard from some of the Boys in New Haven—it is wonderful to get mail and hear 
what they are all up to.  Everyone but the Parker has of course made up their mind as to what 
they will do upon finishing College this month.  The marines seem to be the favorite force.  I 
only hope and pray this mess will be over before they get into it.  They will of course be all het 
up about getting into the middle of it and very disappointed if they don’t, but God forbid that 
such a bunch get shot up in this diabolical tantrum. 
 My brother Bud is getting into the mine sweeping business and Roo, the man whom I 
always thought would coldly spend his college days off in the snow & woods breaking the tender 
hearts of a thousand pining damsels, has volunteered for the ski troops I believe.  It is alright to 
have one stupid bloke in the family out in the midst of this mess, but pray let the others avoid it.  
I just can’t wish it upon anyone to get into the army and hence the war and hence the type of 
thing we have been seeing.  A splendid, tall, blond, finely featured young fellow died in my arms 
today, Peg, and I can’t forget about him.  We musn’t start asking “why” or looking at the 
individual too closely I guess.  Please just let’s have an end to this mess, let me get home to you, 
and let me float on the lake in a canoe of a warm summer evening.  But “Ah” my conscience 
says, “you must think of others.”  If the world doesn’t stop thinking of others in the way it now 
does, I feel as though I would like to say to Hell with the other fellow. 
 Excuse me, Peg, and my violent outbreaks.  I’ll get over this feeling in another day.  …. 
    Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#78 
 
14 Jan. ’43 (postmarked Feb. 10, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
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 Your letters of Dec 9 and Dec 2 both arrived five days ago, and I have been wearing the 
pages thin with continual rereading.  Considering what a letter has to do to catch us way out here 
on the move, hundreds (almost thousands) of miles from Cairo, that is really very quick.  …. 
 You are a dear and a darling and everything else that’s nice & lovable to have knitted me 
the socks.  You put me in a bit of a quandry over the question of what to do with them.  I of 
course would like them at once in one sense, and yet as you suggest I would hate to have father 
Neptune or the Jerries get them and as well I would like to be able to extend “proper thanks” for 
them personally (or perhaps I mean “improper thanks”).  For the moment, Peg, you wonderful 
gal, hold on to them I should say, as we are moving around so fast and things are changing so 
completely, that there might soon be a safer, quicker way of getting them to me.  Nothing could 
possibly be more useful and appreciated and I am very grateful to you. 
 This is an awfully messy letter, I fear, as it is being interrupted constantly.  Look up in 
your old news magazines and you will see probably why we are bustling just now.  New country 
and new places are getting just a bit dull now, and except for the all-pervasive excitement of 
being part of a victorious army, I am getting pretty fed up with this old continent of Africa.  
However our work is going in grand style, with nothing but compliments and letters of 
appreciation coming in for every hand.  Several of my fellows have performed deeds of 
outstanding bravery in saving the lives of others recently and tales of their actions are abroad 
throughout the Army.  Needless to say it is most gratifying to have things running well, and 
when I look at the record of miles travelled and patients carried in our ambulances in the last 
months I realize how completely we few little ambulance drivers who came out here a year ago 
have been caught up in something quite tremendous.  Everything in this old world seems to work 
that way.  Changes occur, time passes, and suddenly one realizes that he is thinking in terms far 
outdated by the new growth of himself and the thing of which he is a part—just as I could never 
think of myself as anything but a lowly Prep (freshman) during my entire 4 years at Hotchkiss, 
even though I did eventually become a senior.  All my first impressions of school, the people 
around it etc; were so vividly placed in my mind at the very beginning that my impressions hung 
far behind in the imperceptible changes occurring in 4 years.  So with you, I suppose, I am living 
far behind the times (though the Lord only knows, Peg, that’s about all we have just now.)  
Someday I will realize that all this is and can be, but right now it’s just too good to be true.  
[Words missing due to clip out on next page] so often I had better start using the initials for it 
“T.G.T.B.T.” 
…     Much Love, 
      Artie  [clipped words] 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#79 
 
Feb 1 (postmarked Feb. 4, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 This is about the worst pen I ever tried to write with (you see what I mean) [smeared ink]  
I have a bit of a fresh start now & will try to do better.  I have found a couple of hours’ lull 
between connections, and I as usual have started thinking about you and want to do nothing but 
sit down for a while and be with you at least in spirit.  I have been very bad about writing you 
lately but you know from the papers what has been happening out here and we have as usual 
been caught up in it.  When I was out in the middle of the desert during the battle a couple of 
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weeks ago a signal suddenly came through requesting my presence at the Cairo office as soon as 
possible, but for about six days I was so busy that I couldn’t get away.  Finally things quieted 
down, I hopped onto an airplane, and that same day floated into town, having covered the 
hundreds & hundreds of miles we have inch by inch covered in the last three months during the 
course of a day.  It was all so fantastic and impossible a transformation that I still am in a bit of a 
daze.  The luxurious food & beds of the Mena House, only 200 yards from the pyramids, soon 
fell victim to me and for three glorious days I sat about taking it easy, resting and doing nothing 
more strainnous than ordering tea, except only for a daily trip to the meeting being held in the 
office in town.  It is a most lovely, peaceful hotel and yet has still the best service and food one 
could ask for, and the tuckered out little boy that first came was soon feeling well again.  The 
previous two weeks had been filled with a thousand and one cares and unpleasant sights (and I 
might add a diet of bully & biscuits) so you can imagine what a time I had.  I didn’t even write a 
letter to you so completely was I absorbed in taking it easy.  ….  

But to get back to my tale, the plane ride was one of the most interesting experiences of 
my life, over land and sea many thousands of feet up, where it is extremely cold.  Jammed into a 
giant bomber with a bunch of press reporters, we seemed to be hardly moving but for an 
occasional air bump or the sight of a cloud bank whirling by.  There was a strange atmosphere 
hanging over us, as we sat along the edges of the bomb racks shimmering in the terrific cold, all 
talk drowned out by the roar of the engines, each one of us staring disconsolately forward.  
Suddenly it all changed, one of the reporters pulled out a large bottle of whiskey which they all 
proceeded to consume as quickly as possible.  A second one followed shortly after and soon 
there was absolute chaos, all of them singing and yelling away at the top of their lungs.  When 
the pilot requested us all to move forward in the plane for the landing, they went piling up into 
the nose of the plane like a bunch of football players and after safely landing it took some 
minutes to extract them all from the tangle. 
 At the moment I am sitting in a hotel in the town in which Mrs. Benachi lives en route 
back to the unit.  I will not be able to fly back and accordingly I have got to make the trip by land 
or sea somehow or other.  This afternoon I went to my first movie in about 5 or 6 months, and it 
turned out to be quite a picture—“Miss Munroe.”  You may have seen it.  If you haven’t you 
should.  It is such a realistic portrayal of all that is horrible, in this mess that it is one of the most 
powerful films I ever saw.  It portrays the suffering of one little family in a war torn world--a 
family so typical and yet real and genuine that it might be any one of the thousands which have 
in fact been burst asunder during the last three years.  It will give people at home at least a little 
clearer picture of what millions in Europe have gone through and are going through and will go 
through in days to come. 
 As yet Peg I haven’t received your package or the one of your fathers you mentioned, but 
don’t give up hope by any means, because I haven’t often—they arrive way late, and none have 
gotten through in less than about 10 weeks.  Yours are still hardly due. 
 I ran into Dave Rudd again in Cairo and as usual the poor devil was quite drunk.  It just 
seems to have gotten the better of him, which is a great pity.  Had dinner one day with Arnold 
Walentridge [spelling?] as well and he had much to tell of things at Yale & home and my old 
flame Jane.  

…We out here aren’t working half so hard or pretend to.  It is more a mental than 
physical thing and there is no reason why you at home should take the brunt of it all. 
….  Much Love & Do Take Care of Yourself, 
        Artie 
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#80 
 
Feb 4th (postmarked Feb. 16, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 It is a chilly rainy morning and I am curled up by the fire in the smoking room of a lovely 
hotel in Mrs. Benachi’s town.  I wrote you already about my having flown back to Cairo on 
business and I am now in the process of trying to get back to my unit.  It looks as though I would 
travel as one does when going to church at camp [i.e. by boat], but it is all very secret.  In any 
case I am waiting here in this lovely city for something to materialize, and while I wait I think 
more and more of you.  How you would love the tea we had with the Benachis day before 
yesterday, or the tea at the Sporting Club yesterday with the fashionable world of Egypt floating 
by in its ermine & lace, with polished (almost wooden) young British officers (scattered among 
them) every button & pip shining against their drab uniform and glistening Sam Brown.  Or how 
you would enjoy the little French Restaurant “Petit Coin de France,” as quaint and colorful as 
any place I have ever been, serving the most wonderful foods, and completely ruled & managed 
by a gigantic, portly old Frenchwoman who like a (well laden) sailing vessel wends her way 
slowly and yet surely between the obstacles in her course as she slips up and down the restaurant 
and in & out of all the little adjoining dark, oak paneled rooms, reminding me of Mory’s in N. 
Haven, and in the dark corners of which beautiful women can been seen holding little “tete a 
tetes” with their fashionable escorts.  Or how you would love to wake in the morning to the 
sound of a street singer outside your window and going to the balcony, throw open the doors and 
behold the Mediterranean shimmering in all its glory only twenty yards away with fishermen 
pulling on their nets just beyond the sea wall and little Arab boys climbing all over each other 
amidst a great mass of sea weed caught in the last throw of the nets, occasionally finding a 
squirming minnow which they swallow with gusto (or maybe you wouldn’t like that so much)  
Or how you would like the stores as gay and artistic in the fashionable parts as the ones in Paris, 
London, or New York; and as colorful in the native quarters as the bazaars of Cairo, Damascus 
or Jerusalem, places where a purchase is a full morning’s task of slowly cutting down the 
salesman’s price until it approaches something reasonable, the wonderful thing about these 
people being that no matter how angry and vehement they are in the process of transacting a 
deal, once it is settled they forget all their differences at once and celebrate smilingly over a tiny 
cup of Turkish coffee, each believing that a bargain agreed upon by both parties is surely Allah’s 
will.…    Goodby for now dearest— 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#81 
 
Feb 6th (postmarked Feb. 16, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 Once again it seems to be one of those nights when I can think of nothing but you.  Here I 
am on shipboard, with tons of ammunition beneath me, lying quietly in my bunk with a 
convenient bed lamp at my head while the 7 other officers sharing the 7’ by 12’ room we are 
packed into read & doze and smoke & chat and, I expect, think of ones at home.  I wonder if the 
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bright-eyed, cheery, young Scottish officer over there on the bottom bunk of the tier next to me 
has someone at home like you, someone in whom all his hopes and fears are centered?  Or what 
about the New Zealander above him or the Englishman up on top?  I expect they all have, though 
certainly there couldn’t be another just like you.  There couldn’t be another in any case who was 
surrounded by all the memories and joys and happiness which color my thoughts of you.  ….
 I must stop now, dearest, as all the lights are going out—I say “all,” and yet one always 
continues to glow in my mind’s eye, even in the darkest moments.   
       Goodnight & Much Love, 
           Artie 
Feb 7th 
 
Dearest: 
 Once again it’s I, that fellow who is always pestering you, even at a distance of 15,000 
miles.  The old engines are chugging along, the sea is its usual lovely blue, the weather is warm 
& sunny and I’ve been wandering around the ship with nothing to do.  Just finished several 
Damon Runyon stories and a complicated novel by Virginia Wolf…  

I have really gotten terribly fed up with this life in the Western Desert.  We are doing our 
work probably more efficiently than ever before but much of my original zest has gone.  I want 
to be as eager and useful as I can to help out, but nothing can make up for all the longing and all 
the horrors we have experienced in the last year, and more and more the job becomes work.  
Already I have run into many cases of men whom we got out in our ambulances long ago, now 
being shot up again.  It is all so discouraging & awful and yet I realize we are still saving lives 
and not destroying them as so many are, and in that fact we are indeed lucky for our 
opportunities.  The day that this war is over will be a great day indeed.   

….Mrs. Benachi was so wonderful to me while I was in her town that I can never thank 
you enough for having such a grand Mother, whom I also can’t thank enough for introducing me 
to Mrs. B.  She is simply marvelous and in spite of her misfortune of having suddenly become so 
tremendous in recent years, she is the gayest and sprightliest old gal I have run into for years.  
Pardon my disrespectful allusions but she wouldn’t mind, I’m sure.  I was there at their home for 
tea one afternoon, had lunch another day with them all (Mr & Mrs. B, and their son and 
daughter-in-law, who is incidentally a most attractive young lady) and finally went for a drive 
with them on a 3rd occasion.  She is so lavish in her hospitality and generosity that it makes me 
feel very badly not to be able to do something for them in return.  As well their food is like the 
Wests and I make a most grievous pig of myself every time I am there.  Then to make it all the 
worse she loads me down with fruit and candy & cakes before I go, and Mr. Benachi makes me 
fill all my tobacco containers from his wonderful stock.  It’s really most embarrassing, because 
when I start hedging & hawing around about not being able to use so much or to carry it all or 
some such other lie, they recognize it as such and pay no attention. 
 
Feb. 9th 
 
Dearest: 

….  
Some of the ship’s officers were in our cabin last night and they are most charming 

people.  It is such a delightful thing to see a fellow country man behaving as any respectable 
person would, making a good impression on all others whom he comes in contact with;  and at 
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the same time it is most unpleasant to see one making a fool of himself before a lot of strangers.  
They talked most interestingly of Malta, the heroism of its people in the most appallingly dark 
circumstances.  One of them also told a good joke, which you as a student of such things might 
like.  Two men were talking about the effects of heredity, one being a believer in it & the other 
quite skeptical.  The first said “My Mother had a bad burn on her arm just before I was born, and 
sure enough I have a similar scar on my arm.”  The Skeptic replied “Yes, but my mother was hit 
on the head by a phonograph record just before I was born and it had no effect on me, no effect 
on me, no effect on me, no effect on me, …” 
 
Feb 10th 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 It looks like I will finally get back to the gang tomorrow, and I’m awfully glad.  There 
has been a lull in our big advances and accordingly I haven’t missed much.  However there is 
always alot going on even if routine stuff, and one doesn’t like to be away from his unit for too 
long.  Wherever they are is home sort of, and I miss the old office and all the faces round about. 
 Just finished “Oil for the Lamps of China,” a grand book of selected poems & short 
stories, “The Invisible Man,” by H.G. Waldo, “The Leisure of an Egyptian Official” by Lord 
Cecil and various other odds & ends.  You mentioned the possibility of sending books etc;  I 
would love an occasional magazine or publication which might be lying around, particularly any 
things of local color around Yale or Vassar, though anything at all is appreciated by myself & all 
the others who get ahold of them after me.  ….  
      Much Love, 
        Artie 
11 Feb 
  
P.S.  Finally back at the unit H.Q. now and found 2 airgraphs & a letter from you AND YOUR 
PACKAGE.  …I’m in a great bustle now and can’t write more at the moment.  Tom Craven is 
here with me. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#82 
 
13 Feb 43  (Postmarked Feb. 16, 1943) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 I have had so many letters and air graphs from you lately (since my return from Cairo) 
that I can’t begin to catch up with you, and as for thanking you properly for the present that will 
have to wait.  It is really grand to have something from you with me all the time, and such a nice 
“something” too.  The little cellophane cover for an identity card makes a far better cover for a 
picture of you than for an identification card for myself.   
 The strange bit of silk enclosed is not a little memoir of my gay life in Cairo (though if 
you want one I could of course send you something) but is just the parachute from one of the 
parachute flares I have been playing around with of late.  It all started when I found some old Itie 
parachute flares lying in a heap of deserted equipment and decided at once to have some fun 
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shooting them off.  There was a heavy wind blowing and I bet Capt. Webb, “Webby,” our British 
Workshop officer, that he couldn’t shoot one up in such a way as to have it land in the 
campground surrounded by high walls in which we are at the moment living.  He immediately 
gave it a try and the first one he shot came floating down very nicely, with the magnesium flare 
blazing away, and apparently going to land right in our area.  Suddenly a gust of wind caught it 
and carried it way down to the end of the campground and lo & behold it floated right into the 
open door of a garage in which a certain stuffy old Brigadier General had his staff car parked.  
The flare was still burning so fiercely that we were scared to death that the car would be burned 
up, and went dashing down to put it out.  Just as we got there who should come puffing around 
the corner with an awful scowl on his face but the Brig. himself, who wanted to know “WHAT 
THE HELL IS GOING ON HERE!” in no uncertain terms.  We rushed in, leading the Brig by a 
nose, and extinguished the fire and saved his car.  He then let go at us, threatening court martial 
and alot of other things worse than death, and finally stomped away leaving me with this small 
bit of silk, which now my beautiful lady I offer to you in lovely abeyance.  Whether you can 
manufacture yourself a handkerchief or not out of it I don’t know.  Whether or not it is real silk 
or some “ersatz” I don’t know either.  All I do know is that it is a noble standard won in a mighty 
battle and for that reason should surely be living in the halls of congress.  However, passion 
conquering reason, the heart ruling the mind, and many other such things, I have decided to send 
it to you.  (P.S. If it won’t make a handkerchief, forget about my noble thoughts and dispose of it 
in the waste paper basket where it really belongs.) 
 And now that I have described to you, my dear, the greatest victory in martial history, the 
greatest victory of 8th Army, etc, all of which took the form of course of a strategic withdrawal, I 
am wondering about the home front.  Are you people keeping the home fires burning?  Are you 
with us 100%?  Is the doughboy getting the best?  ... 

Much Love, 
         Artie 
… 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#83 
 
Feb 17th (postmarked Feb. 22, 1943) 
 
Dearest, 
 Just a little memento [sheer handkerchief with paisley design, enclosed] from a former 
grandiose Italian colony.  Maybe this will make up for the dirty old parachute flare I sent you. 
 You will never know how often I contemplate throwing up my hands amidst this show 
and coming home to you.  You seem to be growing more & more important to me. 
       Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#84 
 
Feb 26th (postmarked Mar. 2, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
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…In other words your father’s grand box of cigars arrived safely;  your letter written the 
28th (delayed for some reason) and your air graph of the 25th Jan. both reached me this afternoon 
as well.  Letters are not really stopped by the new ruling because alot of mail arrived for me 
today postmarked after the 15th of Jan, the date on which the ruling was to go into effect.  Most 
letters & airgraphs continue to come thru in about 3 ½ weeks now.  I am of course delighted that 
my letters reach you so quickly and as you say it helps alot to be able to communicate so well. 
 I wrote your father that his cigars were not only most welcome in themselves, but that 
they brought to mind as well a host of memories of pleasant associations with him & his 
family—that, dearest, I submit as the year’s masterpiece of understatement. 
 In both your letter & airgraph you speak of the feeling of doing nothing and of making no 
sacrifices.  You mustn’t feel that way.  I know inside me that you in your everyday living are 
making far more sacrifices and doing far more good deeds than I out here could ever do.  Just 
because we find ourselves in a sort of glamorous position in which a big job of helping out can 
be done, it doesn’t follow that our role is any more difficult than yours at home.  In the A.F.S. 
and in Vassar College there are human problems, needing sympathy and understanding, and in a 
deeper & truer sense the ones you meet in your everyday life are just as complex and just as 
demanding of sacrifice and patience as ours out here.  In fact in army life, the regimentation and 
order of things often seem to try to settle all little human problems of the individual with certain 
blanket regulations.  The system is devised with only one view in end, and that is the destruction 
of the enemy, and allowances are made for the apparently insignificant troubles & desires of the 
individual only in so much as it will help make that individual a better soldier.  Sympathy and 
understanding are used more as a means than as an end.  We to a certain extent are forced into 
that system, and hence I say that you at home are face to face with as many human problems 
everyday as we are;  and knowing how you react to such things, I say that you are making far 
more sacrifice than we out here merely by living as you do.  The physical hardships I am always 
groaning about amount to nothing.  I suppose really we revel in being able to tame them and get 
rather a kick out of the whole thing, with its free & easy life, its new faces & sights, its constant 
moving, and its abundance of shiny new, expensive equipment with which we play.  No siree, 
lady, don’t you think that we are getting the worst of this war.   

….It looks just now as though the African wars will be over before too long, and what 
then I don’t know, though I have had some interesting talks on the matter with some of the boys 
who ought to know.  Right now we are on the move as usual and the old business of settling for a 
couple of days and pushing on is as monotonous as ever.  As the whole thing reaches a climax 
there is a feeling of tenseness & excitement in the air and of course we are caught up in it like 
everyone else.  There is first a possibility of a job for me in the near future which would be the 
realization of all my dreams as it would entail a few weeks in the old U.S.A.  It is of course only 
a vague possibility but still it’s nice to think about it.  I expect I’d die of heart attack if the thing 
ever came off, and at the moment it all depends on certain conversations which our boss, Col. 
Richmond, has been holding in N.Y. with reference to the future and the expansion of the A.F.S.  
….    For now, dearest, all my love, 
        Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#85 
 
3 March—43 (Postmarked Mar. 16, 1943) 
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Dearest: 
 It’s one of those nights when my heart is beating a little faster than usual, when 
something tremendous is apparently about to occur, something so much bigger than myself that I 
am a little bit afraid and terribly excited.  The results of it all will be something I don’t know—
maybe that’s why I’m excited.  Whatever it is, it will leave me tired and disgusted and longing 
for the quiet peaceful life of friendships I have known so well.  I am a little bit ashamed of 
myself for being caught up in the spirit of such a thing.  I hate it with all my heart for I know 
well the sights the morrow will bring, but still I find myself excited, almost eager.  It’s awful, 
Peg, but I can’t seem to help it. 

….But no, I am sitting here in the back of the lorry.  Those oil lamps are real, the 
blackout curtains do hide us from the prying eyes of the Jerry pilot who must be steering that 
plane I hear droning around overhead, and I am here thousands of miles away from where my 
thoughts are. 
 Well, oh blessed day, this mess must end sometime, and I will be back with you, perhaps 
sooner than we know.  For now I’ll continue to try to keep my mind running smoothly, filling out 
red tape, settling endless squabbles, fighting for endless supplies, and playing the part of a 
hardened officer being nothing in reality but a tired little boy longing to be home again amidst 
his family & friends. 
 Of course that is a lot of bunk, life in the future won’t be any easier, and human problems 
will be just as pressing and as tiring.  However it will be easier to face them when one has all the 
inner joys of family and friend supporting him.  It has always astounded & embarrassed me to 
think back on how little I really appreciated those things as a little boy, how gaily I took them for 
granted and how blithely I tossed them about.  Then I spent a year in England, and though a year 
of complete happiness and freedom from care, I suddenly learned how important these things 
were.  Now, as I look back, I realize how lightly I respected the lessons taught me by a year in 
England away from home.  The future was uncertain, but apparently my easy going college days 
lay ahead of me in the immediate future and why worry about what would come after that?  Nice 
things always appeared to have fallen my way, so why wouldn’t it always be so?  I was born 
lucky, so why not just let that luck steer its course?  Then I met you (not actually for the first 
time, though for all practical purposes it might have been.)  You were the best luck I had ever 
had, though it always worried me a good deal—not that you weren’t definitely “the best luck,” 
but the “I had” part kept me guessing a whole lot.  Then there was the month before I left, a 
wonderful month and a dreadful month at the same time.  Now that month is a thing of the past, 
but in it I found something for a hope of the future. 
 Dearest, I must stop all this now and the lights out;  there are ominous sounds in the 
distance.    All My Love, 
       Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#86 
 
11 March 43 (postmarked Mar. 23, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 Received your letter of Feb 9th four days ago;  so you can see that the A.P.O. mail still 
comes thru in fine shape.  Considering how the mail has to come way out to us from base, it is 
really pretty good—one month.  You’ll never know what a thrill and a pleasure it is to be sitting 
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in the office, knee-deep in red tape, with a sounds of war rumbling away in the distance, and 
suddenly find a letter from you amidst the mass of official stuff that comes in regularly.  
Everyone in the office knows that the day’s work is over when one of those comes;  our 
Company clerk deserts his typewriter for his piccolo, the sergeant starts a brew-up, (cup of tea) 
& I throw everything to the winds and settle down to enjoy myself, almost as cozy as with you 
beside me.  …  

It looks as though the final round was approaching and after North Africa I wonder 
what’s next.  I wrote you in my last letter of an impending “do,” and from your back papers you 
will be able to figure out to what I referred.  My gang is still hale & hearty, still getting into 
every new place first, and still doing what I flatter myself by calling a very good job. 
 Each night I reach into the locked chest marked “SECRET” and pull out a Burke cigar 
and dream of a Burke in every smoke ring.  It’s bad enough having things of every sort around to 
remind me of you and make me long for you, without having your Father send me cigars which 
make it all the more so.  However I must admit, I find no difficulty in doing away with one each 
evening, and also I must admit that the hours out here I spend with you are some of my happiest. 
 Two days ago I received a rather remarkable communication from a young lady of 
Nashville, Tenn.  She enclosed her picture (not bad, I might add) with her specifications of size, 
age, religion, education, and interests on the back of it.  The letter was rather to the point;  
namely that she was interested in marrying a Howe, and would I be interested sort of thing.  It 
was all a bit sudden and I really haven’t been able to make my mind up yet.  It all started with 
my signature on the bottom of a censored letter which her brother-in-law had received in 
Australia & sent on to her in Tenn—sort of love-at-first-sight thing, you know.  From all the 
thousands of letters I have censored, this is the only amusing result I have ever had. 
 There isn’t much I can tell you about our present doings.  The desert isn’t very different 
from what it used to be and life chugs on about the same.  Jerry has left us alone for a few nights 
and I continue to get my 10 hours sleep out under the stars.  You know this is turning into a 
rather prolonged camping trip, this is.  One thing is certain I have learned to sleep on anything, 
rocks, tufts of grass, puddles, sand, iron floors of lorries and so forth uphill & downhill, side, 
back, or stomach. 
 Yesterday afternoon I jumped into my car and went 50 miles down into the desert to a 
birthday party being held for one of our platoon officers (Charlie Snead) who took over my job 
when I became a Capt.  There were about twenty of us jammed into a tiny tent, the cooks of the 
mess we were in had baked a big cake somehow or other which was most delicious, and 
someone had found a few bottles of Italian Vermouth which they consumed in short order.  
There was a grand padre present (Church of England) who played all evening on an Italian 
accordion he had found, and we sang and chatted until far into the night.  It was one of those 
situations one occurs so often, a group of men gathered in that forlorn bit of nothingness 
enjoying the pleasures of fellowship in spite of all.  The second one experiences the pleasantness 
of the situation, however, he instantly is carried back to the similar conditions he knew at home, 
and he realizes that beneath the surface of the apparently carefree, happy atmosphere, there is a 
deeper tragic note—a note of longing for families far away and for friends lost in battle.   
…        Best Love, 
         Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#87 
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20 March ’43 (postmarked Mar. 28, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 It seems like a long time since I sat down and wrote you a line, but I think I can honestly 
say that I have been busy.  Look in your old papers and you will see what has been in the wind 
for us for some time.  I am sick of long-winded meetings with brass hats, sick of the pettiness 
and selfishness which seems to come out among men in high position directing affairs which 
directly concern men’s lives and affairs which will be one day marks in the history of 
civilization.  Gosh, but I’m getting to be an awful cynical old good-for-nothing.  I feel as though 
I’ve seen all I want of the big world.  How nice it would be to get away from it all for a while 
with just you.  Actually though I suppose there is no one who needs & likes the world more than 
I—all this babble is just the way I feel now.  Tomorrow I’ll wake up with the warm sun beating 
down on me lying in my bedding roll on the desert, the air will be fresh, the cooks will be 
banging on an old petrol tin, and I will again be at complete peace with the world.  The early 
mornings here now are wonderful & there is even a bit of the feeling of spring at home in them.  
Then about 10 A.M. the wind starts to blow and with it comes the sand, filtering into the office 
here, settling, imperceptibly yet steadily, on the paper I happen to be writing on until I find 
myself picking up the paper and dusting it off about every five minutes.  By the end of the day 
every permanent object, every surface in the place has a complete coating.  Then comes the 
blessed evening when the wind dies and we dust everything off and shake our clothes and wash 
our faces and find ourselves at peace again.  Then it is I find myself reveling in the quiet cool 
evening intoxicated by the sunset, a good cigar, and thoughts of you.  ….  

The A.F.S. is opening up a show in India, but I can’t see as I want to get mixed up in 
something still farther away from home and something far away from what will be in my opinion 
the major theatres of this mess for some time to come.  If I must be in it, I figure I might as well 
be in the thick of it.  So far I have certainly had my share of it all, my company being the only 
A.F.S. one in on everything for the past months, and prior to that I having been a member of the 
only one existing.  The fact of the matter is that our luck (they call it “luck” when you are in an 
area in which lots of shells land & bombs drop etc) has been so good and we have had so many 
breaks that the other Company is getting pretty fed up with us.  At the moment, we are still 
sailing along the crest of our wave and the work is going very well.  We’re really beginning to 
have a true bunch of “desert rats” as the old-timers out here are called. 
 Well those nasty men are flying around overhead again and I must bring this to a quick 
close & get the lights out.   Much love, dearest, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#88 
 
27-3-43 (Postmarked Apr. 2, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 Today is one of those bad days when we all feel “browned off,” as the saying out here.  
The air is hot & moist, the sand is blowing badly, and we are all tired from several of the busiest 
days we have had, not just days, but days & nights.  For the first time in a long time our luck has 
gone bad on us and one fellow, a very good artist by the name of Clifford Saber whose pictures 
of our doings are coming out in Life I believe, got a serious wound.  He is going to have a long 
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pull but the M.O. (Medical Officer) says he will be O.K.  It brings it all pretty close to home 
when your own blokes start getting shot up.  We have had so many cars blown up on mines or hit 
by bullets or shrapnel without a single serious injury that we were feeling pretty cocky about our 
luck.  Then this poor devil catches it, and everybody realizes more acutely than ever what a 
wretched mess this is, and how seriously the participants are playing for keeps.  One is so 
inclined to get caught up in the excitement and rush of it that he forgets about the more realistic 
side of what’s going on. 
 On a day like this it takes all of one’s gumption to do the little routine jobs which 
normally go so easily.  One yawns and groans and swears at the desert and longs for home.  …I 
stare out the windows of my staff car as I bump across this rough dusty ground and wonder what 
in the world I am doing here, when I could be somewhere at home with you & all my family & 
friends.  Excuse this long sob story, but that’s the way I feel at the moment.… 
 The darned old Jerries are making a nuisance of themselves at night—a nuisance only 
because they keep me awake droning around overhead, blandly shooting at this & that & 
dropping bombs here & there & everywhere.  About three nights ago I was driving down a road 
about 3 A.M. under a full moon and one of those beggars saw my car & started gunning for it, 
driving at us and spraying the ground round about us most vehemently.  We dodged him 4 times 
in a row quite successfully.  Except for the fact that the fellow with me was already quite 
nervous from a close call a few days before it wouldn’t have been too bad.  The sight of him in 
his fear groveling on the ground so upset me that I forgot to be frightened myself.  For the first 
time in my life I was in danger without being scared half to death.  The war is the most 
disgusting thing I hope ever to find myself in and I don’t mind saying I’m plenty fed up with it.  
There I go grousing again.  I’ll try to write you a more pleasant letter next time. 
….   Goodnight, dearest, & Much Love, 
        Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#89 
 
1 April ’43 (postmarked Apr. 9, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 This is one of those red letter days and you know why.  Your letter of the 21st of Feb. 
arrived today on a lorry coming from Cairo, and I am wallowing about in a haze of peace & 
contentment, letting the warm sun soak into me, and thoroughly enjoying the fresh still air on 
one of those days when the climate of this part of the world is superb.  If only we were camped 
by a beach instead of where we are the surroundings would be complete—at least as complete as 
they can be with you on one side of the Ocean and myself on the other.  …It reminds me that you 
probably don’t know what “Sayida George” or “Shufti” or “Yalla igerie” or “talla hena” or 
“bicam da?” or “mangaria” or a thousand other things we say every day means.  You don’t really 
know what everything looks like in the thousand and one places we have been, you don’t know 
the daily routine here in the office, filing reports each morning, signing indents for rations & 
water & petrol, writing letters to our H.Q., or to Corps, or to Army, having ambulances buzzing 
up out of nowhere stopping here first always for a chat & their mail and a chit for a tyre or spring 
replacement in workshops.   And you don’t know what we look like sitting around in the sand 
near the cookhouse lorry, petrol tins profusely scattered about the place, the petrol burners & 
cooking pots down in holes dug in the sand, Tommy cooks and mechanics and Drivers and 
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A.F.S. men, all chattering about New York & London and baseball & soccer and Hollywood & 
women and books & home, all in their grease stained overalls or any combination of summer & 
winter dress imaginable.  You have never jumped into my staff car with my Tommy Driver, 
Mac, from Liverpool and driven off to Corps H.Q. to salute the Colonels & Brigadiers and argue 
over something you want, and discuss the latest news on the war with all who gather around this 
hub of Army life.  You have never heard the harsh boisterous good humor of a pleasant officer’s 
mess, the man who supplies the Army with ammunition kidding the man who supplies it with 
petrol about some fracas they had in Alex last summer or whatever it may be.  You haven’t 
probably experienced the sight of ambulances rolling in endlessly with stretcher loads of 
wounded blood-stained, grimy men, the drivers (our fellows) walking around with a 3 day 
growth of beard and their faces flushed, and their eyes half shut with drowsiness after 72 hours 
of constant bumping with human cargoes for whom every bump was a stab.  You have never run 
outside on a bright sunny day to watch the battle white bursts of ack-ack in the sky and see the 
little silvery enemy plane diving & twisting in the sky.  These and a thousand little chores of 
washing clothes and doing this & that are the things whereof our days are made and about them I 
feel you know so little.  I hate the feeling of my existence being so apart from yours, so 
tremendously separated by a chasm which my poor letters can never lead you across safely.  
Only in our thoughts can we be together, the element of space has us beaten on any other score. 
 We have had a rather amusing incident in here today.  Our Coy. Sergeant is an old bird 
from Philadelphia, full of droll humor, but about the tightest old buzzard I have ever known—
spends all his time selling & buying things at fabulous profits, conducts a monopolistic barber 
shop at the untold haircut price of 6 piastres, 1 shilling three pence, 50 lire, or 25 francs, 
whichever currency may appeal to you or any workable combination thereof.  All this thrown in 
with a big business with the wandering Bedouins of the desert.  Decidedly he is the biggest 
business man in the Western Desert and he will fight his head off for every penny in the balance. 
 Well, he & I just put in order for some cigars from a fellow we know in Cairo, thinking 
that it would be a good thing to spend a few dollars on in order to ensure our supply for the next 
3 months (for two months we are still O.K. with those from home.)  Today on the lorry coming 
out arrived 4 small boxes of cigars, about 15 or 20 in each box I should think and apparently not 
very high quality at that.  We expected that they would be expensive (prices in Cairo are 
fabulous now that the Yanks are in town) but when we opened the letter with them and saw that 
the bill for them was $48.50 we were a bit disturbed to put it mildly.  Old Pat, the Coy Sergeant, 
almost went crazy.  He danced about the lorry cussing and swearing and shaking his head and 
then settled down on his seat groaning.  I got such a laugh out of the scene that I almost forgot 
about the $24.25 I had just tossed into a few bum cigars. Right now Pat is suffering from nervous 
prostration and I doubt if he will ever recover.  He figures it will take about 500 haircuts to make 
up for the damage & has pitched into his haircutting with a mad fury. 
 I hope sometime that you will be able to meet Evan Thomas who is home now.  He lives 
at 20 Gramercy Park N.Y. and promised me he would look you up sometime in his wanderings.  
Last I heard, he was suffering from malaria picked up on the way home but he should be well 
now. 

….As for your squash game, that is certainly something you will be able to beat me at.  
When waiting for a boat in Alex some weeks ago, Mrs. Benachi put me onto a club with squash 
courts and I played my second game of it with Webby (Capt Webb) our British workshop 
officer.  I expect I can still handle you at pingpong & all our usual games but not squash.  I’ll 
have to concede that one to you. 
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 The old A.F.S. is branching out in India with a whole new outfit but I do not want to go 
out there particularly.  For a while it looked as though they wanted me to go, but now it has been 
changed & it looks as though some other job out here would be coming up shortly.  I have been 
through a good deal with this Company & it would be hard to leave them.  Just recently we have 
done one of our biggest jobs ever better than we ever did before, and it is gratifying to be in 
charge of a gang that is going so well.  You know what we are doing & where we are from the 
papers I expect.  Whenever the news is, our cars are right there in our particular theatre of the 
war.  Right now we are looking forward to new sights and new country and new faces.  It ought 
to be most interesting. 
 We have had two fatalities & a serious casualty recently & it is a hard blow when it 
strikes so close.  Also a most unpleasant aftermath is the duty of writing parents & friends etc. 
 We are moving off at 5:30 A.M. tomorrow to get ahead of the traffic jams on the road 
and I must get to bed.  ….     All my Love, 
          Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#90 
 
4 April ’43 (postmarked Apr. 10, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 We have moved to such a nice place and I feel so fine that I must sit down & chat with 
you about it all.  I have dragged all the H.Q. and workshop vehicles across two miles of terrible 
country (rocks, “waadis,” bushes, etc) and we are perched on a high bluff directly overlooking a 
broad white beach and the sunny blue Mediterranean.  The weather is warm and a gentle breeze 
comes into the office here from off the sea.  I have put away my heavy woolen battle dress for 
my cotton shorts and shirt and already have had two lovely, refreshing, and most important 
cleansing swims in the sea.  The first job upon arriving at a new location is that of digging a hole 
to sleep into and to jump into should Jerry start getting frisky.  Here I found a gigantic deep one 
already made for me by some thoughtful Italian gentlemen.  To add to the picture of delight and 
ease, there are five lovely sisters (English for “nurses”) who come prancing down the beach each 
day from a nearby mobile hospital to which they belong.  Of course they interrupt the swimming 
of the rest of us for bathing suits are not part of our equipment, and it is necessary to either 
remain in the water until they go away or jump into the jeep and hasten away down the beach a 
half mile.  However their presence seems to add a homey touch and we don’t begrudge them 
their swims—in fact on the contrary they are generally watched with a good deal of interest by a 
group of men who have not seen such a thing as a white woman for many weeks, even months. 
 Speaking of women, reminds me of my latest affair—an offer of marriage from some 
queen of Nashville, Tenn.  I may have written you about her.  She saw my name on some letter I 
had censored & it was sort of a “love at first sight” affair.  She sent her picture and specifications 
as to height, weight, education, travel, etc.  I might add she isn’t such a bad looking gal.  It’s 
always nice to have something up your sleeve. 
 I have taken the fatal step of learning bridge--in fact I did it some three months ago—and 
I must admit I have found great pleasure in playing the darn game.  However no regrets are held 
for not having done it sooner.  I only pity the poor bloke who spent their college days playing 
cards, but out here it has been a wonderful form of relaxation.  It demands one’s attention so 
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completely that he of necessity forgets about everything else and there are occasions when that is 
pleasant in war time. 
 Yesterday afternoon I had a very pleasant surprise when I walked into an A.C.V. 
(Armored Command Vehicle) to ask about the location of a unit to which I had to get some 
ambulances.  Sitting in the corner at a desk with Earphones on writing away furiously and 
occasionally spouting some strange code words into a microphone was one of my best friends 
from days in England.  He broke off his conversation and we had a most pleasant couple of hours 
together, drinking tea in his mess and lying about on the sand in the warm sun chatting away as 
we had on so many occasions under peaceful English skies.  If our artillery had not been firing 
away a few hundred yards off and Jerry had not been plopping an occasional shell back it would 
have been much the same. 
 Well, apple of my eye, I must stop now for supper.  I’ve got all sorts of things to do and 
must get back to work right afterwards so I’ll end this hasty epistle.  It’s been a pleasant half 
hour for me at least. 
      Much Love, 
        Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#91 
 
5 April (postmarked Apr. 15, 1943) 
 
Dear Peg:   [the following appears as typed text on a strip of paper that was cut and then pasted 
onto the top of this letter]  “Your boy friend still loves you, but he talks too much—Censor” 
 
[the entire contents of the letter were cut out and removed from the letter—see explanation in 
AH, Jr’s letter of May 25, 1943] 
     Love 
      Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#92 
 
8 April 43 (no envelope) 
 
Dearest: 
 Your letter of March 7th arrived day before yesterday and I hasten to answer it.  ….
 Your picture (that one I speak of above) is now resting safely in the cellophane container 
for an identity card which was in your lovely X’mas present to me.  I don’t suppose you knew 
that the photo exactly fits in there.  …  More Love Than Ever— 
          Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#93 
 
18 April 43  (postmarked Apr. 22, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
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 It has been some days since I wrote you last, but again we have been busy, and since 
being busy we have been occupied with all the little things that have to be done after such a 
period—broken down cars to be collected & brought in by our tow trucks, changes of weary 
personnel to be made, new orders to be gotten out, and new arrangements to be made.  It is the 
same old story, one which I feel as though we had known a thousand times before, and yet one 
which we shall continue to know regularly until this mess is over.  Henceforth, now that the 
North African Campaign is drawing to a close, it may be a slightly varied version of the same 
thing, occurring in a slightly different land, but in any case one thing will always be the same, 
and that is that it must all be done without you nearby.  Conducting one’s affairs in one place 
while one’s thoughts are so constantly thousands of miles away is something I hope I shall never 
have to do again.  How deeply I often feel that I am at cross-purposes with myself!  However, 
C’est la guerre!….  

My company has just been given quite an honor which has me tickled pink.  We have 
allocated almost one half of the military awards & honors available for the medical units which 
have been up with 8th Army for the past months.  Seeing as how we are not more than 1/20 of the 
personnel under consideration it is quite a tribute, and I have turned in the names of the people I 
would like to have receive the awards.  They may never go through because of some hitch on our 
civilian status, but in any case the motion has been made by the people who count most in our 
eyes at the moment—the bosses of 8th Army. 
 I had a wonderful experience the other day when out [on] a trip to investigate certain 
roads (you know there are roads in our part of the world now) for evacuation purposes.  They 
were out of the way routes which the army had missed in its original headlong dash after the 
enemy, and I turned out to be the first person to enter certain towns & villages.  The reception I 
had was the most overpowering expression of acclamation I have ever known.  People were 
madly throwing flowers in our car, jumping on the running boards, and cheering and clapping at 
a great rate.  Soldiers of the last war were out in all their finery, the tricolor flew from almost 
every house (they were of course all French), and bevies of beautiful girls blocked our way 
through the streets.  I had to stop and drink wine with the mayor & leading citizens of each place;  
and the roadsides were jammed.  I was a tired little boy by the time I got through them all. 
 The country here is almost entirely covered by olive groves, miles of them stretching 
away in every direction as far as the eye can see.  The area not taken up by the groves is covered 
with lush green wheat, with a lovely smattering of poppies and daisies.  It is a delightful contrast 
to the country we have been in most of the time for so long.  At the moment my headquarters is 
located in an olive grove and long rows of symmetrically planted trees stretch away from us on 
every side.….  

Do you remember Jack Chaffee in my class at Yale & in Deke?  I saw him yesterday off 
at one of the distant units we keep ambulances with.  He is a member of the other A.F.S. 
company out here, the one we left so far behind us for so many months.  As a matter of fact the 
two companies are going to be united into one larger unit shortly according to present plans and I 
am going to have to keep track of both of them.  What I will do with just twice as much to worry 
about is something I don’t know.  Before I got talking about myself, as usual, I mentioned Jack 
Chaffee and having seen him.  He was full of all the latest news on my friends at college and it 
was a real pleasure to chat with him.  …  Much Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#94 
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22 April 43 (postmarked Apr. 26, 1943) 
 
My Dearest Little Bint: 
   The last few days have been lucky ones and your letters of March 25th and 
March 1st (in that order strangely enough) have arrived.  ….This war is such a slow moving 
affair (in a larger sense, I mean) and as it grinds away its course, one feels deadened & helpless 
when separated from loved ones and particularly loved one.  … 

In your letter of March 1st you asked about my thoughts on coming home and what the 
alternatives would be.  Quite honestly, my answer is I don’t know.  The more I see of this mess 
the more I realize that I don’t know, either what is wrong and what is right in it, or what I should 
and what I should not do in it.  And yet at the same time, though my knowledge on the matter 
becomes less and less, my feelings on the matter become stronger and stronger.  Perhaps the 
Truth lies more in emotion than in fact, and perhaps I am unknowingly approaching closer to it 
as far as my own case is concerned.  Whatever be the case, my attitude on war as a means to an 
end has not changed.  Within itself it holds too many seeds of destruction for the end which it 
hopes to produce for me ever to condone it.  I honestly believe that a “war to end wars” is a 
tautological absurdity.  If wars are ever ended, it will be for other reasons than that of the last 
war.  It will come to pass only when all men can lend a sympathetic, understanding hand and 
heart to their fellow men.  Sympathy and understanding imply love and knowledge, and love & 
knowledge in turn imply the necessity for religion (faith—whatever you want to call it) and 
education.  These then are the things which will end wars—not war itself, for in war religion & 
education receive their greatest setbacks.  This is only half the story, I know;  there are many 
other angles to it, complicated, and deep-rooted in feeling and experience.  That’s why I say I 
know less & less about it all and yet at the same time feel stronger and stronger about it. 
 So in my present situation I feel I am practicing what I believe, and yet what I am really 
doing I don’t know.  I know it is an odd position that I am in, but I feel it is the best.  And so, 
dearest, here I am, and there you are, and I have told you no more than what you knew when I 
started as to my plans or thoughts.  What I would like to do or be doing is a dozen different 
things concerned with Blue Fords, Squam Lake and P.B. 
 The A.F.S. out here is planning a rather tumultuous reorganization, tumultuous at least 
for us.  In the past we have had two Companies (so called) out here in the desert and one in 
Syria, all of equal size.  Now the two out here are being combined into one and poor little I am 
going to have just twice as many things to worry about as in the past, as my Company is taking 
over the other one, not they us.  I think that now I shall definitely have cause to suffer a nervous 
breakdown—as a number of others in our H.Q. & elsewhere have—and a nervous breakdown 
entitles one to home leave, oh happy thought.  All joking aside though, it worries me 
considerably to have to take on just twice as much as I have had in the past 4 months, but 
somehow I suppose we will manage—that is you and I together, dearest, you writing me letters 
like you always do and me sitting around in an office all day pretending to be busy & actually 
doing nothing more than wondering when your next letter will arrive. 
 We had an inspection yesterday by the General who has commanded most of the 8th 
Army ever since Alamein, not one you know of from the papers, but one who has been to a 
considerable degree responsible for what has gone on.  In the American Army he would sport 
three stars—which is getting pretty close to the top.  The things he said to us & the time he spent 
with us were a most gratefully received honor.  He had us all blushing on several occasions and 
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my knees were knocking together most of the time as I escorted him about and chatted with him.  
He took the time and effort to speak at some length with every man, and he seemed to enjoy it 
almost as much as we did.  Every car that had battle scars on it was the cause of considerable 
tale-telling and he seemed to be favorably impressed.  There were many remarks which would be 
most unorthodox in the inspection of a regular army unit, and he was guffawing and laughing 
over his conversations with almost every man.  His intimate knowledge of every place we had 
been & experience we had had impressed our fellows immensely, and his pleasant nature won us 
over completely. 
 Most of the Company (or half of it at least) is enjoying a comparative rest and I myself 
have been royally entertained by a most delightful French family nearby.  The flowers, and olive 
groves, and fields of grass and a bit of home life are “just the job,” in 8th Army lingo.  We buy 
fish from the boats as they come in with their catches each day and there is a mobile cinema not 
far away (going to show Desert Victory tomorrow.)  I take an occasional saunter on a m/cycle or 
in a jeep from time to time just to break the monotony of travelling in my staff car and I must 
admit that life is not too bad at the moment.  At night I sleep on a cushion of thick grass beneath 
the branches of an olive tree and look up at the full moon & wish for you.  ….   
    Fondest Love, 
         Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#95 
 
28 April 43 (postmarked May 2, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 

…I passed a “Joyeux Pacque” with my French friends and it has been a true pleasure to 
know them.  Just eating off a china plate with lovely silver and a linen table cloth is a pleasure in 
itself, but when one gets true French food & wine thrown in and a group of delightful young 
French people to enjoy it with, it almost too good to be true.  ….  

Today has been one of those hectic of hectic days and I am ever so weary.  We are 
combining the companies out here into one, as I think I told you, and that means lots of 
headaches.  All day long people have been in here, big-wigs and little-wigs, all wanting this, that, 
and the other thing and I feel as though I had worked the old brain hard all day.  Life out here is a 
battle of wits to a very large degree, each person and each problem having to be cajoled or slided 
into the place you want them. 
 We have moved into a new location and our present camp site is a small grove of olive 
trees on the top of a hill with broad green fields stretching away below us until they meet the 
usual solid mass of groves reaching right to the horizon.  Over behind us is a tiny native village 
of low squalid white stone and mud houses, with the ever present mosque and minaret 
dominating all the dwellings clustered about it.  Yesterday they celebrated a wedding and all 
afternoon and evening we heard weird chanting and crying to the beat of drums and tambourines 
and again at daybreak today it started.  I went over for a “shufti,” as we say out here, and 
watched the people all in their finest embroidered silk gowns and turbans hard at work building 
the bride & groom a new home.  The women folk were doing most of the heavy labor while the 
men folk sat about in a group of twenty or thirty and chattered away—all being as it should be.  I 
always knew those Arabs weren’t such a stupid lot.  When it comes to doing business they are a 
particularly clever rogues, and they have the maddening practice of just turning away and 
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walking off if you won’t pay them enough for eggs or chickens or whatever they have to offer.  
They pretend not to care whether they sell their goods or not, and it always ends up with our 
having to give them the price they demand.  The real sight though is to see two of them 
bargaining between themselves.  There will be loud voices and mad gesticulating for some time 
and then it will suddenly cease, the goods will be handed over, and both appear completely 
satisfied and happy.  This is because they believe that a bargain agreed upon by the two parties 
concerned is the will of Allah—not such a bad idea when you pause to consider. 
 With things drawing to a close we are all wondering what next.  My guess is that we 
return to the lands I was first in upon starting work out here a year and more ago, but other 
people have other ideas, and I don’t expect we will know for some time.   
 I must be off to bed.  ….   Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#97 
 
3 May ‘43  (Postmarked May 7, 1943) 
 
Darling Peg: 
 It is one of those sultry still evenings that finds us all a bit tired and a bit short tempered 
and a bit doleful.  And whenever I feel like that there is one sure thing to turn to, one thing which 
can give me a happy heart and pleasant thoughts;  so here I am again, dearest, leaning on you for 
support;  ….  

Your mention of being at camp this summer sounds like the most perfect thing I can 
imagine.  Should you decide to be there working with Grandma on the amusement of the young 
and old, the males & females, the stylish and the drab, the boisterous and the shy, the characters 
and the normal ones, etc ad infinitum, I think you will enjoy it and find it a well worth while 
experience.  As for me, I’d be the happiest man alive to think that you should be there.  You 
would learn some things about Grandma that you probably never knew.  Her principles are so 
strict that at times they are infuriating, and she insists on doing everything herself to such an 
extent that it nearly drives one crazy.  And yet at the same time it makes one realize that it is 
because of such principles as she holds that there is anything fine in the world which we have 
inherited, and it is because of such hardworking people as she that we have been able to create 
such institutions as we have.  One realizes from watching Grandma that there are no short-cuts to 
achievement.  She is living proof of how spiritual happiness, sympathy, faith, and fortitude may 
exist in the most tightly-sealed old Yankee heart.  At the same time she can be as worldly as the 
rest of us, in fact more so than most of us, and she is more and more in her age showing frailties 
which were never before apparent.  That alone I would say is the sad part of her advancing years. 
If she could only have lived for ever (as she was) at the age of 75!  I didn’t mean to start 
eulogizing Grandma, but I am needless to say always carried away by my respect for the old 
lady.   
 Any status in life seems to have been changed again now that my company has absorbed 
the other A.F.S. group in the desert, and I am now supposedly a major.  Majors are supposed to 
be aloof rather nasty creatures in the British Army and I am trying hard to assume the role.  All it 
amounts to is that whereas in the past I sat in our single H.Q. office and tried to do everything 
myself, I now sit solitarily in a tent nearby while two officers manned by others handle all the 
routine work, and I am free to handle the theoretical matters of policy and contact.  Actually 
there are alot of letters to write and people to see and I enjoy the job, but in some ways it is 
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strange to suddenly be divorced from all the minute affairs I have always had on my hands.  I 
have in my tent, which is quite spacious & luxurious, a tremendous bird-egg-blue desk with 
drawers etc which we picked up somewhere along the line, and I am really most comfortably 
fixed.   
 We all of course are wondering “what next” after this phase of the war is over (all of us 
of course assuming it will be over shortly.)  I feel as though I could take on any number of 
campaigns if only I could get a short leave home first to see you and all my family, but that 
appears to be more of a pipe dream with the job I now have.  …. 
      Love, 
       Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#98 
 
12 May 43 (postmarked May 15, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 I have just passed a most enjoyable evening in the mess of a transport company stationed 
nearby us, and it has been such a pleasant one that I hasten, late hour though it be, to sit down & 
write a few words to you—to tell you how happy I am and to share with you in some small way 
the pleasure I have had.  They were all such a genuine, distinctive, group and they like everyone 
else were making such a good effort to make the best of what is only too obviously a difficult 
situation.  One of them played a banjo all evening for us and sang a hundred songs that I knew so 
well ….  

With regard to my getting a job which might take me home, I have heard nothing more 
about it.  The fellow who was formerly in charge of all the A.F.S. in the Middle East, Major 
Hinricks, has had a nervous breakdown, and has had to go home.  It has meant that a new man, 
Major King, has taken over in H.Q. and the scene has been drastically changed.  Now the future 
is entirely unknown to me, and I can give you no further word one way or the other.  Perhaps I 
should never have mentioned anything of it to you, but I can hardly refrain from sharing all my 
secrets with you. 
 Tunis has fallen as you have of course long since heard on the radio and seen in the 
papers.  We have stayed right with 8th Army and continue to be with them as this final phase 
draws to a close.  What then?—nobody knows.  ….   All my love, 
           Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#99 
 
18 May 1943 (postmarked May 23, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 The North African war seems to have ended like a flash—a flash which was brief, 
concise, brilliant, and cruel.  It happened so quickly that none of us here fully realizes what has 
happened.  Only when one sees acres and acres of prison cages jammed with men, men in 
endless dusty columns walking by the roadsides, vehicle after vehicle of strange make jamming 
the roads, captured equipment of every sort strewn over the ground, and enemy hospitals and 
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graveyards filled to overflow, it is only, I regret, when one sees all these that he gets some grasp 
of what has come to pass. 
 We suffered tragic luck in the closing days of the campaign—three killed, one wounded.  
It is that much the more hard to take for having occurred when it did. 
 Now, not forgetting, but taking quietly what must be, we are resting and relaxing and 
preparing for what shall be.  The ambulances are getting a thorough check-up, many are having 
new engines installed, and the men are relaxing and taking time off just as soldiers always do.  In 
the city [Tunis] beginning with the same 2 letters as did the name of the master of Davenport 
[Tuttle] (easy, huh?) the fellows are wandering through the streets and buying odds & ends in the 
shops and congregating in the few places serving wine and generally having a gay and rowdy 
time as do the soldiers of every race and clime. 
 I have been to Sunday lunch the last couple of weeks with my French friends, and it 
continues to be a most delightful experience.  They are exceedingly kind and pleasant and 
interesting, and it is good to see the inside of a happy home again.  There is a little girl (age 5) 
who has taken a shine to me, and we are getting along famously.  The thing which has won her 
over more than anything else is the design I have on the door of my staff car—a very jaunty, 
bright colored chicken with an Uncle Sam hat, the sign we have for our unit.  Actually the bird is 
supposed to be an eagle, but there is so much of the Walt Disney influence about it that it looks 
more like a chicken, and hence the name of my old Company “The Chicken Brigade.”  Now that 
we have combined the other Company into one group, the Chicken appears on only half our 
vehicles & we haven’t got the necessary paint to fix them up.  Also the chicken was the symbol 
about which the friendly rivalry between the groups was centered, and it would hardly be 
diplomatic to paint the thing on all their cars right away. 
 There are so many interesting people in this larger group that I can’t start to tell you 
about them all.  Burt Shinelove [Shivelove?], who produced all the Yale Dramat shows & taught 
in the dramat school, is one of the most delightful and entertaining people I have ever known.  
Some fellow whose first name I forget just now, whose last name is Rich, is a friend of one of 
your friends at college and seems to be an awfully nice fellow.  He strolled up this evening and 
asked me how things were going on the banks of the Hudson, and we were shortly entangled in 
deep conversation.  ….    Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#100 
 
25-5-43 (postmark date not discernable) 
 
Darling: 
 …I am at the moment in an airplane which is bouncing around a good deal, hence this 
awful scrawl.  I am taking the same trip that I took by air a few months ago and I plan to stay in 
the big city for only 24 hours or so and then fly all the way back.  The past 10 days have been 
terribly busy ones and there are so many problems to settle in a hurry before we start on even 
bigger things.  I am really sorry to have neglected you for so long on the mail but I just haven’t 
had a moment to myself for days. 
 I received your letter of May 3 just before I left camp.  My apologies for fooling you so 
on the cut up letter—surely you know enough to be suspicious of anything like that from me.  
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There is absolutely nothing more on the business of my getting home sometime in the near 
future.  Sudden occurrences seem to leave altered the whole picture. 
 The closing days of the campaign were tragic ones for our little band as our luck seemed 
to lapse again, but now we are resting & fixing up the cars for what’s ahead.  ….   
        Best Love 
         Artie 
May 26th 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 How are your grey hairs today?  I trust your new status in this topsy-turvy world is not 
too oppressive a one.  When I celebrated my 21st long ago I didn’t feel remarkably different.  I 
suppose the fact of the matter was that had I become truly independent, I would have starved & 
accordingly things went on about the same as before.  Starving is not something to worry about 
however at the present moment, looking at the matter very personally.  I am stretched out in a 
gigantic bed in Shepheard’s Hotel, having had my early morning tea, read the paper, and eaten a 
large breakfast of fresh fruit and eggs and coffee.  The sun is streaming through the window and 
I am wallowing around in a mass of lovely soft white sheets, something I haven’t slept in for 
some weeks.  Below my window is a park and I hear the tramp of horses hooves as the garries 
pass by and the sound of Arabic voices one seemed angry and harsh and the next quiet and 
peaceful as one point after another is discussed by two pompous W.O.G.s (Western Oriental 
Gentlemen). 
 I am in a bit of a predicament because I unthinkingly rang for the maid to take my 
laundry away and gave her the only pair of trousers I brought down with me.  I was sure I had 
another in my bag, but in my haste to get off on the plane yesterday I guess I left them out.  The 
only thing to do now is to get the little native boy in the corridor to run around the corner & buy 
me a new pair I guess.    Love, 
       Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#101 
 
5 June 1943 (postmarked June 8, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 It has been a long time since I wrote you and as usual it is merely my own laxity which is 
responsible.  We have been terribly busy in the last two weeks—I personally have travelled over 
5,000 miles by land and air, and yet I know there have been a hundred moments when I could 
have dashed off a note to you and have failed to do so in writing.  …  

I know how old and pleased and proud you must feel now your 21st year has come 
around.  You have won yourself a most remarkable and enviable position in the hearts of all who 
have known you, and I trust you are conscious of how sincerely I say this.  I have known no one 
who has so gracefully and beautifully passed down the twisting, pitted path of life, so skillfully 
and charmingly meeting each new fault and defect in its surface.  And what I think even finer, 
you have so often left the path behind you smoother and straighter for those who follow after.  I 
send you my admiration as well as love. 
 The last hurried note I got off to you was sent from the big city to which I had flown on 
business.  Now I am back with my Company and we are going through a most tumultuous 
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period, shifting personnel, sending large numbers on leave, keeping those happy who can’t get 
away, and doing a thousand repairs on all our vehicles.  My stay in the city was spent at the 
famous hotel I have written you of before, and, though I had a change I’m afraid I didn’t get a 
rest.  All day long conferences and planning and reports, and all night visiting friends and having 
a generally gay time.  It was indeed a hectic few days.  I found so many people I knew in every 
place I went that it made me realize more than ever how great have been my blessings in the last 
year & a half in the form of friendships and acquaintances.  There have been a marvelous group 
of people in this Army we have been with, and its great successes have been founded on 
something far more elemental and sure than just military skill. 
 I was invited one evening to a very elaborate dinner party being given by a certain very 
wealthy Egyptian family, and it was an experience I shall not soon forget.  The glitter and 
magnificence of it were comparable to anything I ever saw in a party in New York—400 guests, 
massive buffets with every delicacy you can name, a twenty piece orchestra playing beneath the 
stars, a myriad of beautiful women drifting through the crowds of men in evening dress and 
shining uniforms—it was truly an affair not to be forgotten.  It all hit me so strangely and so 
unrealistically I didn’t really know how to take it—with disgust or frenzied delight.  Just a week 
before I had been experiencing something very different, horribly different.  I had been by the 
graves of three of our own men and by the graves of countless others representing ironically in 
one small plot the only community of souls of all nations one can find in the world today at 
peace with one another.  I had been through sleepless nights while the life of another of our men 
hung by a thread which finally refused to break, I am happy to say.  I had seen the torn body of 
still another young kid in our outfit being safely patched and repaired, after he had put on one of 
the bravest performances I have known.  Surely either I or the world had gone crazy with the 
thing I was subsequently witnessing at this elaborate dinner party.  I only thank the Lord that I 
have never pretended to know what was right in this mess;  my only beliefs have been that what I 
have seen going on was wrong. 
 It is at such times as these, dearest, that the sure knowledge of the beauty and goodness of 
yourself comes to me as a wave of strength and refreshment.  You will, as I have so often said, 
never know how much you have meant to me. 
 We are now located back in some of our old, old, old, moving picture theatre name 
haunts (do you get that little hint?)  Once before here I had an experience with a Brigadier and 
parachute flare—now you surely know. 
 Absolutely no word as to any major change in the future possibility of getting back to the 
U.S.A.  It does look as though they might want me to come into the H.Q. in the big city out here 
and take over certain things there, but that is not even a move in the right direction. 

….      Best Love, 
       Artie 

…. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#102 
 
8 June 1943 (postmarked June 11, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 

….  
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I attended a little talk by “Monty” recently and it was quite a thrilling experience.  I have 
never seen such supreme and yet controlled self-confidence as that man has.  Among other 
important things on future operations etc, he gave us a little lecture on love.  I won’t tell you my 
new tactics learned directly from the greatest tactician of all.  Suffice it to say that the elements 
of surprise, camouflage, deception, and speed are the principal points of the Great Man’s 
strategy.  I’ll bet that with all your practical courses, you aren’t being prepared for the future the 
way I am out here.  “Prenez guarde, ma chere!”  [“Beware, my dear!”] 
 I don’t know why I feel so exuberant today, unless it be that I am celebrating my 
recovery from a very violent and as short lived stomach disorder.  In any case it is a lovely cool 
evening, here in my tent beneath the Mulberry trees;  in the distance I can see the shining silver 
specks of the barrage balloons scattered across the sky;  from our workshops area I hear the whirl 
of electric drills, the beating of the blacksmiths hammer, the clanking of tools;  and by the front 
of my tent I see a steady stream of our fellows going & coming from the mailboxes by the H.Q. 
trailer.  I believe I told you that I had to give up my lovely trailer home some weeks ago, as with 
this reorganization and doubled personnel it became more of a mad-house than I could bear.  
However my tent is roomy & cool and I have a gigantic egg blue desk with all sorts of cubby 
holes & drawers. 
 There are a number of amenities for us in our present location—it is the same place we 
were in when I had troubles with a Brigadier many months ago over a parachute flair.  You 
speak of my involvements with nurses etc;  you would have been amused (or would you?) to 
have seen the predicament I got myself in the other night.  I was having dinner at a certain 
officers’ mess with a friend, when a rather striking—to put it mildly—blond haired Veronica 
Lake nurse came in & sat down near us.  She was the object quite naturally of numerous side 
glances and considerable comment.  I came home & retired about 10 o’clock and was awakened 
about 12 by a female giggle and the noise of my dinner companion outside the tent.  I lit the oil 
lamp by my bedside & in came my friend Lester with this knockout blond.  They made 
themselves to home and Lester informed me that I would have to drive the young lady back to 
her hospital some 20 miles away as her boy-friend had had his car swiped while at dinner and 
Lester had brought her out to me knowing that I would be enough of a gentleman to help a lady 
in distress etc;  I readily began to see that there was something phony about the business, but 
there wasn’t much I could do, and up I got very drowsily and went out and got a jeep to take her 
home in.  Well, it turns out that this Veronica Lake is a pretty well pixilated little gal and we had 
our troubles with her, but finally delivered her to the gates of the hospital.  She wouldn’t let it go 
at that, though, and insisted we walk her to her tent.  We were getting a little fed up with the 
business but obliged her by accompanying her.  She proceeded to take me through some woods, 
around an orchard, over some railway tracks, and generally getting us more & more lost with 
each subsequent right or left turn.  Eventually it became quite apparent that we were all lost, and 
I was getting into a poorer & poorer frame of mind.  After considerable wandering we managed 
however to find her tent, and before she could get us embroiled in any further difficulties 
departed.  Later I found the whole thing was a trick of Lester’s who had I imagine hidden the car 
of the girl’s friend and then came around and gallantly offered to see her home.  I got to bed 
around 3 A.M., making many resolutions never to cast glances at the next Veronica Lake I saw. 
 Well, as I was saying, there are certain amenities about here.  Some of the finest 
swimming one could ask for is available on a hundred beaches, there are moving pictures and 
educational programs, and all such things.  As yet I have not gotten around to any of the things 
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as we have certain plans to make at the moment which call for a good deal of work & thought.  
….  

There are many things being said about the A.F.S. and post-war work and it appears that 
the Lehman Commission in charge of all Reconstruction in Europe is quite interested in us.  I 
replied their questions concerning the possible availability of my services that I was most 
interested in their work, but that until I had gotten back to America for a time I was not going to 
commit myself to anything.  Dad writes and tells me that “The Duke” [George Van Santvoord, 
Headmaster] at Hotchkiss has said something to him about offering me a job there, and that 
again sounds very interesting.  The latter possibility is a most flattering one which pleases me 
greatly, purely & simply because I always wondered whether the teaching profession would be 
open to a poor ignoramus without a degree.  It often worries me to think what I will do with Miss 
Margaret Burke B.A. around, much less try and get a job for my uneducated self.  I feel certain I 
will never go back to college as such, though if it appeared advisable I might try to get a degree 
through summer courses or some such thing.  I have so many vain hopes floating around in this 
bean of mine that I really don’t know where I stand.  …  Best Love, 
           Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#103 
 
19th June (postmarked June 23, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 I seem to be sitting here with an hour to spend before a big parade comes off—one that 
you will have read about in your local paper by the time you receive this.  We have been dashing 
about furiously for days making far more preparations for this than we ever did for any battle. 
…Don’t get too excited about what A.H.Jr. is doing out here—it isn’t anything more than one 
man’s job, and there are plenty of other people around 8th Army doing one man’s job a whole lot 
better than this cookie.  The complexities and cruelties and wastefulness out here are things 
which are worst about the life itself—the hardships are nothing and I often think that for all our 
hollering we probably have very little to put up with compared to the Russians and others.  I feel 
so disgusted and weary of the things that are bad out here, and then there is the ever present 
longing to be back with you and my family.  Somehow the days follow one another and time 
slips by as we go about our business, but one thing is certain—once this is over I want to get to 
the most peaceful & quiet place that I can find and forget 9/10 of the things I have seen and been 
a part of for the last year & a half.  I’m not so stupid as to think I will ever really escape (for any 
time) the complexities and unpleasantries of life, but I do know that I would like to get a break 
right now. 
…. 
Later 
 The parade is now over and we really had quite an interesting time.  I of course got my 
hat on cock-eyed after waving it for the three cheers and it was a bit embarrassing trying to 
squeeze in my salute in time with my hat in such a position.  He didn’t seem to mind—gave me a 
smile & saluted back, so I guess it’s O.K. 
 Life has certain attractions around here—service clubs, good swimming, and lots of 
sisters (nurses).  I was actually invited to a dance the other night but this wretched business of 
being a Major rather spoiled things.  I came prancing in and found myself shunted into a room 
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for Majors & above—there all the ancient sisters were gathered sipping tea and being frightfully 
riske smoking cigarettes, while in the adjacent room the Capts and Lt.s. tripped the light fantastic 
all evening with the young & attractive gals.  Needless to say that was about the last straw for 
me.  Another ridiculous business is that of having 50 year old men stand up and offer me their 
chair, addressing me as “Sir” when I come in a room, all because I am a Major and they Capts.  
The sooner I get back home & am put in my rightful place by a most insulting group of brothers 
& sisters the better it will be.  I really would hate to have you stand at attention whenever I was 
around.  I should think we might be so informal as to call each other Arthur & Margaret, don’t 
you?  Seriously though, dearest, I am sick of all this foolishness and a few normal natural people 
would make pleasant company.  Of course within our own group we have none of the nonsense 
and that is to some extent a relief.  
 Jack Hobbs is a lieutenant for one of our platoons now and I see a great deal of him 
regularly.  He is a top-notch fellow and we hope to make him an officer before long. 
 
Later 
 I had to run off to be present at a baseball game between a group of our fellows and an all 
black team of U.S. Army boys.  It was most entertaining with the colored boys yelling & 
laughing and making merry in their usual free and easy way—truly a pleasure to hear and see 
such unrestrained delight and frivolity—the English never loosen up enough to act like that and 
eventually one begins to miss it all sorely. 
 Last night I gave a talk to quite a large group of Britishers on the question of “America’s 
Relations with the World after the War“—I know nothing about it really, but I have my ideas on 
the subject.  To say that America will plunge whole-heartedly and unstintingly into 
internationalism is more or less of a pipe dream I fear.  We don’t know enough or have either 
sympathy or understanding enough of the complex problems of other nations to do it, and I doubt 
extremely if we will be willing to take the pinch ourselves to help solve the larger international 
problems.  I do believe we will make a step in the proper direction though, and I suppose that is 
all one can ask or expect.  We are a very able, powerful, and eager nation but we lack the 
maturity and sense of values which most older nations have developed.  I see cases every day 
which directly reflect this fact and seeing them to some extent as I do through the eyes of a 
Britisher, I can tell you that some of them are hard to stomach.  Much as I am proud and glad to 
be an American, I know we have much to learn and many qualities to develop before we start 
patting our backs too vehemently.   
 I really shouldn’t bore you with all this stuff.  They are really not the things I want to talk 
to you about most.  Rather would I speak to you of evenings on the lake at Squam or of cold 
winter nights in the blue Ford when the dark pines over the road, the deep snow all about, and 
the blast of the cold wind made us feel so very close together that things could be sensed and not 
said and we felt complete security and happiness in the very presence of each other.  Yes, 
dearest, those are the things which I remember and the things which I hope to find again.  I have 
a host of memories on a multitude of such things, and it is in them that I find peace and serenity 
amidst this chaos in which we live. 
….      My Best Love, 
        Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#104 
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20 June 1943 (postmarked June 23, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 Enclosed are some things [two patches with insignias] which mean a great deal to me.  
They represent seemingly endless days amidst the dust, the heat, and the cold of the desert.  They 
represent all the horrors of war I have known.  They represent the deep friendships I have made 
out here and the ones I have lost.  They represent the tremendous exhilaration of victory which I 
have so often experienced.  They represent my never ceasing desire to be back with you.  They 
are, in short, the badges of 8th Army.   Much Love, 
         Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#105 
 
3 July (postmarked July 7, 1943) 
 
Darling: 
 It is now the evening of one of the hottest days I have ever known, and in the peace and 
quiet that comes with the cool of twilight I feel that same old urge to sit down and be with you 
for a little time.  I feel as though my energy had completely left me and in my helplessness I like 
as always to turn to you.  ...  

Tomorrow or the day after I am going off on the same plane ride I have taken twice 
before.  It will again be a very quick trip for business purposes only, but you can be sure it will 
be a pleasant break.  I plan to really take it easy this time and not permit myself to be dragged in 
on all the things which they generally get me. The past weeks have been as exhausting as any I 
have known, what with the heat & work to be done.  The heat particularly has been almost 
unbelievable.  125º in the coolest places beneath the shade trees has been common.  Driving in 
my car today (which has a roof to ward off the direct rays of the sun) I found the gearshift and 
the door handles, etc, so hot that I couldn’t hold on to them.  I couldn’t smoke my pipe because 
the stem was too hot to hold in my mouth.  And as for perspiring profusely, I have never known 
anything like it.  I imagine I have emptied my quart canteen 8 times today.  I don’t believe it can 
stay like this long—certainly we hope not.  The great blessing we now have are the Med to swim 
in and funny little Italian ices to eat.  Somehow they have gotten an ice plant going and one can 
find ices in various places.  The beach we go to looks like Coney Island every afternoon, and of 
necessity everyone retires there for an hour or two after lunch.  Dave Rodd shows up daily in the 
German car we gave him a while ago.  He has already had a couple of scrapes driving fast at 
night without lights and I am scared to death he will bang himself up in it.  His Commanding 
Officer tried to pinch the thing off him and Dave now keeps it parked in some trees away from 
his Headquarters. 
 Our biggest interest in life at the moment is a big A.F.S. party we are giving.  We have 
gotten a lovely building for it, we have saved the beer rations for several weeks and we 
scrounged some local moonshine with which to make a punch.  A bunch of the talented fellows 
have gotten up a little show and I have been given the task of rounding up a goodly number of 
goodly looking nursing sisters to add the feminine touch.  The groundwork of making friends 
with the Matron of each hospital has been completed and now I am getting around to the actual 
work of inviting the girls.  It is needless to say a very delicate business.  Fortunately I have 
always gotten along pretty well with old ladies, and hence the battles with the battle axe matrons 
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have been fairly successful.  The rest of it is not so easy and now that I am going away for a few 
days I am turning the job over to Bert Payne, the present 2nd in Command of the Company, and 
one of the nicest gents that ever walked the earth.  (I wonder if you have ever met him—he went 
to Va.—comes from West Va.) 
 Col. Richmond got back from India recently where the A.F.S. is opening a branch, and he 
has been here with us for the last few days.  He is a most delightful old man—an absolute 
gentleman in the finest sense, not in the frivolous sense at all as he loves to come out here and 
rough it in every way possible.  It looks more & more as though I will have to go back to H.Q. 
sooner or later—Major King, the present boss there, is flying home in a few days to visit his wife 
who is very ill and make certain reports to the New York office.  I am still living for the day 
when my turn comes to do that, and it may come yet, though from the way the fortune of war 
suddenly intervened the last time, they got my hopes up, I hardly dare think about it.  For the 
beginning at least of the next phase they want me to stay here (where I am) but after that it looks 
like a base job.  It may be more important, and all that, but it is certainly farther away from the 
real thing I came out here to do & for that reason I am not terribly keen on it.….  

For now, dearest, I must say goodnight and I will continue this later & mail it from H.Q.  
      My Fondest Love, 
        Artie 
5 July 
 
Dearest: 
 I am winging along about 5,000 feet above the earth in a bomber loaded with luggage & 
people.  There are 11 of us passengers on board—10 of them are American show girls touring 
the continent—you can imagine what a situation I am in.  My luck is amazing “n’est ce pas?”  
One of them has just asked me what I am writing and I told her some notes on certain 
confidential matters dealing with future operations!  She was duly impressed. 
 It is lovely & cool here in the plane, which is a most pleasant change from what we have 
been getting.  I can’t help but think how nice it would be to be heading in the opposite 
direction—I could almost be sitting on the dock with you at Squam in a couple of days—I 
suppose I mustn’t think of such things, so far & yet so near.  ...  

We seem to be curling down out of the sky to land, so I must end this.  My very best love 
to you— 
  Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#106 
 
13 July 1943 (post marked July 17, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 I know what you must be must wondering about as far as we out here are concerned.  Big 
things are afoot as you know from the papers, but I am of course not allowed to tell you what we 
are doing now and where we are.  All is well, needless to say. 
 I was in Cairo about a week and a half ago for three days, but I had the misfortune to 
spend them all in bed with a cold & stomach trouble, getting up only for a few meetings etc;  I 
think I wrote you about my trip down by air.  Coming back was not as interesting. 
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 Darling, I am all in a furor this morning, everything & everybody are flying around in 
circles & my mind is in about the same state.  ….  My Very Best Love, 
           Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#107 
 
22 July 43 (postmarked July 26, 1943) 
 
[Portrait photo of AH,Jr. in uniform enclosed, with following handwritten on reverse by AH, Jr.:  
“a photo taken last January when I took a flying visit to Cairo.”] 
 
Dearest: 
 I have just completed a week in hospital and am most happy to be out today.  A cold, and 
a little stomach trouble and various other such things had me feeling pretty low and I finally gave 
up and went in.  They fixed me up in short order & I’m feeling fine now.  I passed a very restful 
pleasant week amidst good company;  so I really made out pretty well.  ….  

The Company is all well and you can doubtless imagine what is going on & what we are 
up to.  I have Jack Hobbs as one of the company’s platoon officers now, and he is doing an 
excellent job.  Life carries on about the same as ever;  censorship is exceedingly strict at this 
point;  so I can not tell you much about our present & future plans. 
 …        Best Love, 
           Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#108 
 
23 July 1943 (postmarked July 27, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 

….I am very happy about the Company & the way it is set up now—all the people in it 
appear to be very keen, and they are top notch fellows for the most part—only the occasional bad 
egg, which must always exist I suppose.  I foresee the end of European War before so very, very, 
long and then I want to see the man who can keep me away from the old U.S.A.  …. 

Goodnight Dearest. 
       Best Love 
         Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#109 
 
25 July (postmarked July 28, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 I couldn’t resist snapping this picture of the back window of one of my ambulances.  
[photo shows something in the back window with the following painted message on it:  “I’d like 
to see MORE of you babe.”  Nicole, if you want this photo, I’m glad to send it, but I think you 
may have this already, or at least the negative of it.  Let me know.]   

As much love to you as this is brief. 
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      Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#110 
 
30 July ’43 (postmarked Aug. 2, 1943) 
 
Darling: 
…One thing you would quickly learn is that sometimes I write almost identical letters to you & 
Mother, on certain subjects of course, and at other times I speak very differently of the same 
matter.  It is all a question of my mental condition at the time of writing, for as you know life out 
here has its ups & its downs, & I find myself quite susceptible to them.  Excuse all this talk about 
A.H.Jr. by A.H.Jr.—he really doesn’t warrant the space.  Let’s go back to M.M.B. and 
Rockywold Camp.  Your description of the lake, the music hut and all the places I know so well 
are a perfect joy.  In some small way those places are a part of us, or we a part of them, and in 
our partnership we share something and have a meeting ground no matter what miles & events 
separate us.  Upon analysis I don’t imagine the pine trees of Rockywold vary greatly from those 
of many other places, but no other pines in the world have the associations and recollections 
which they have clustered about them and contained within their being.  There are a great many 
people who feel the same way about Camp, and I always wonder about its future and how it can 
be preserved.  Grandma is, I gather, a little more dependent on Mother every year, and yet 
Mother has so many things and so many people already leaning on her for support one way or 
another that it worries me.  This is partly the reason it makes me so happy to know that you are 
there, helping Grandma in the performance of the thousand & one functions which the job 
entails. 
 I am very glad that your father has managed to get some petrol for his boat on religious 
grounds.  That is the biggest fish story I ever heard, and a very good one.  It is too bad I can’t 
send you a few hundred gallons from the 5,000 I have here in my camp at the moment. 
 Today has been the first cool one for a long time and we are getting all sorts of jobs done 
that were almost impossible under the conditions we have had of late.  Last night we had a picnic 
on a beach for Bert Paine who is returning to the States to get married.  It is rather a difficult 
situation as he does not want to leave us and feels he shouldn’t, but his family have ordered him 
back practically, due to the terrible condition into which his fiancée has worked herself worrying 
about him.  We had a lovely picnic, though, by the lapping waters of the Med beneath a starry 
sky.  We even got ahold of some ice and had ice cold lemonade and watermelon, which took us 
all back to similar affairs under happier conditions.  One fellow even brought a radio which we 
hitched up to the battery of the jeep and which gave us lovely symphonic music all evening.  At 
11 o’clock the news from England came on, and immediately we were plunged back into the 
realities of our position by the reports of the heaviest bombing raid of the war, etc.  I have seen 
too many bombings and the effects thereof to ever become too exultant over such news.  The 
news of Mussolini’s exit is heartening, though, and perhaps the land and people of Italy will 
suffer less because of it. 
 Darkness is creeping over me here in my tent and I must be off to a long winded session.  
I am very grateful for the second handkerchief which arrived today—they are most useful.  My 
thoughts are with you, darling;  never cease being what you are. 
        Fondest Love, 
          Artie 
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------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#111 
 
8 Aug. 43 (postmarked Aug. 10, or 16?, 1943) 
 
My Darling: 
 It is late at night and yet I don’t feel the least inclined to sleep—I only want to be with 
you, and so here I am.  A crescent moon has been slipping down behind the trees of our olive 
grove as we sat outside my tent enjoying the quiet and cool of evening.  No one said much—
there wasn’t much to be said;  we all felt about the same way, absorbed in our thoughts of home.  
 You spoke in your last letter (July 22nd) of your new pictures which have arrived, and I 
can only say that I would love to have you send me one, if you will excuse my greed & lack of 
consideration.  Don’t worry about my not being able to carry it—if necessary my last shirt will 
go out the door to make room for it, though please don’t believe there is any possibility of that 
happening.  If with 11 three ton lorries and my staff car I am unable to find a place for anything I 
want to carry in H.Q., it will indeed be a sorry day.  I could even arrange to carry you yourself 
along, should you find that an easier shipment to make!  In any case I would love to have the 
picture if you can get it off.  It should have some thin wood or very heavy cardboard to keep it 
stiff in transit. 
 All is well & quiet here—which isn’t where you think it is probably.  ….   
        Fondest Love, 
          Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#112 
 
15 Aug ’43 (postmarked Aug. 25, 1943) 
 
Darling Peg: 
 It is a quiet Sunday morning and we are sitting and twiddling our thumbs without much 
of anything to do.  I personally am in that restless state which makes it so difficult to do anything 
but the essentials and which makes reading or any other such pastime even harder.  I can only 
remember the happy fleeting hour I have spent with you when time insisted on flying by at such 
an incredible rate.  Life has gotten so complicated that I seem to have accumulated a tremendous 
longing for the peaceful quiet life.  I may be very selfish and alot of other things, but one thing I 
definitely want to do at the earliest moment possible is to get rid of all responsibility for anything 
for a while and go about my own business.  As I may have remarked to you before the best job in 
this outfit is that of an ambulance driver. 
 
Later 
 Well, I went off to a very nice little church service today and had a good lunch and since 
then have been answering alot of official mail and signing alot of official forms which no one 
will ever look at, but which is just part of the Army system. 

For 5 or 6 days there has been no mail;  so I await the truck eagerly each afternoon now.  
…. 
Last evening was spent with three Boston boys who are officers in the K.R.R.s (King’s 

Royal Rifles)—one of them, Bob Fowler, was Cord Meyer’s roommate at St. Paul’s [School] 
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and I had seen a good deal of him on various Harvard weekends.  He is a very nice fellow, and 
again it was a pleasure to find a link with home.  The others were George Thompson and 
somebody Alsopp, all of them thick with the Wests and the rest of the Boston gang. 
 I am sorry to be so dull, but I feel very dull today.  All is well, and that’s about all I can 
tell you. 
    My Best Love, Darling, 
       Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#113 
 
25 Aug. (postmarked Aug. 26, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg:  
 
 There has been no mail in for almost two weeks and we are getting quite frantic.  
Everyday the crowd waiting for the return of the mail truck is a little larger, and every day its 
gloom is a little deeper.  …It won’t be so very long before two full years are up that I have not 
seen you, and I never again want to have to go through another such two.  I think I have learned 
alot of things and seen alot of other things in a truer light than ever before and above all had an 
opportunity to experience a good deal which everyone should experience but seldom does;  and 
yet I realize that few of the things I really want in life have been present, and a great many that I 
don’t want have been.….  

We have been having a pretty tough summer from more angles than just that of physical 
discomforts, and I am looking forward to the end of it all.  Changes in plans and subsequent 
disappointments have been too numerous to mention and the subject is censorable anyway.  One 
way and another people have settled into it remarkably well.  One of the latest additions to the 
life here has been the construction of a night club in a very deep cool former Itie cement dugout 
located a few hundred yards away.  Two fellows worked it up themselves and fitted with a bar, 
comfortable seats & sofas around the walls, attractive decorations, and hurricane lamps hanging 
from the roof, it is a most delightful spot.  Iced drinks are served in the nose caps of old Italian 
shells, and humpburgers (their camel meat version of hamburgers) are served in an adjacent 
room.  With a radio, and a few other delicate touches, it has the atmosphere of a very colorful 
spot in New York.  I retire over there for as many as 4 or 5 drinks a day—straight lime or lemon 
juice drinks, you understand, though they do have all sorts of cognacs and brandies and the odd 
bottle of gin & whiskey.  I have laid off the stronger stuff for a long time and have been quite 
satisfied with the results.  Maybe I’ll be a temperance preacher yet! 
  ….      Best Love, 
         Artie 
... 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#114 
 
26 Aug. ’43 (postmarked Aug. 31, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
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 I’ve been taking it easy all day after a sudden occurrence of my stomach troubles, and 
after reading for several hours I’m resorting to my more favorite pastime of burdening you with 
my sorrows.  As a matter of fact, I am feeling much better now, having had a cup of tea and 
generally stirred myself from my bed.  Lying there in the tent is not as dull as it might be with 
people stopping in off & on all day and with a steady stream of humanity passing on the dirt road 
75 yards away.  Hundreds of troops in full marching order swing by whistling & singing as they 
pound off the miles.  Arabs followed by their camels, donkeys, and women (note the order) pass 
in an endless procession toward the market in town.  Taking considerable interest in a thousand 
such little affairs we manage to while away the time.  Our patience has been sorely taxed this 
summer and it is not one I will look back upon with great affection.….  

The family keeps asking me about my intentions after the war—particularly with 
reference to college.  I don’t really know yet what I will do, but I am more and more inclined to 
believe I will not return to Yale.  I was pretty upset over the whole system and the nearly 
completely frivolous existence I led within it before I left;  and as I have not in my absence 
developed any great academic yearnings, I feel it would be a good deal of a farce to return to it 
all just in order to get a degree.  The way I feel now, that is about all I would get out of it.  Mr. 
Van Santvoord has offered me a job at Hotchkiss, and I am brazen enough to think I might go 
into boys school teaching without further college work, should that be the field I decide to try.  
However the whole thing is enveloped in a great question mark and will have to be decided when 
I get home.  The Lehman Commission for Reconstruction in devastated countries would like to 
get alot of people from the A.F.S. who have had some experience in organizing & running such 
things as ambulance units, but the idea of being away from home for a long period does not 
appeal to me at all.  One of my fondest dreams for some years has been the possibility of a boys’ 
school at Squam—centered around the beauty and simplicity of the outdoor life there, using what 
facilities of the camp were suitable during the three fourths of the year that they generally lie 
idle.  ….     As always, Best Love, 
        Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#115 
 
Aug 27 (postmarked Sept. 2, 1943) 
 
Darling: 
 I am plaguing you these evenings by writing you three times in a row, but when the sun 
gets low in the olive grove, and the air cools, and the leaves are rustling overhead, I naturally 
turn to you, darling, to enjoy the pleasantest time of day.  Last night I was feeling lowly, but 
today all is well with my stomach & I have eaten enough to make up for the three meals I missed 
the day before.  A good cigar makes complete my satisfaction with my worldly state.  But 
shutting out thoughts of the places I might be, I find I can, often, be quite happy right here.  I 
suppose happiness and contentment more than any other qualities must be measured in terms of 
the things which one’s mind and heart have experienced.  By deadening the mind and hardening 
the heart we often manage to achieve temporary pleasure, and in the army where men are so 
completely separated from their usual surroundings, this is very often the cause of a considerable 
amount of unfortunate behavior in search of happiness.  There have been countless occasions on 
which I have seen normally-behaved, respectable people playing most disreputable roles only 
because of this. 
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Later 
 I have just spent a most delightful hour over in the “Bel Hartzia” Club—the little place I 
think I have already told you about—where iced-drinks and “humpburgers” are sold.  It was 
absolutely jammed and very gay.  The clientele was given a little extra color tonight by the 
presence of several British Sisters who were guests of some of the boys.  Ever since the fabulous 
party we gave a couple of months ago, there has been a considerable amount of feminine interest 
in the camp…. 
     Best Love, 
      Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#116 
 
6 Sept 43 (postmarked Sept ___, 1943) 
 
Darling Peg: 

….  
I am well, fed up with the war, and anxious to be back with you—that’s about all the 

news there is.  I have spent a few nights down on a beach where we set up a sort of rest camp to 
give people a change and it has been wonderfully pleasant to lie around in the sun most of the 
day in and out of water every hour or so.  Not having been in the sun much for a couple of 
months, I got quite burned the first day but otherwise everything was fine.  I drove back to our 
H.Q. each morning for a few hours to sort out the day’s troubles but the rest of the time was 
spent doing nothing.  …. 
 
Next Day 
 I was interrupted in the middle of this by the arrival of Charlie Pierce, our Coy. adjutant 
who is a top notch fellow, knew your brother Jack at Princeton, and after graduating from Yale 
Law School worked in a large N.Y. firm for two or three years.  We discussed the war, its 
operation and theory, until far into the night, and in the end he had me wishing very much to be a 
lawyer.  It certainly is a fascinating business.…. 
     Love, 
      Artie 
… 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#117 
 
21 Sept. (postmarked Oct. 3, 1943)  
 
Darling: 

….  
Life has been fairly interesting as of late—what with a dinner party for 40 people last 

night, a Brigadier (the Military Governor of the entire country) in the night before and a base ball 
game on tonight.  I have stirred my creaking stumps to the extent of playing on a Coy. soccer 
team on several occasions.  The spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.  Stabbing pains develop in 
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my side, my legs, totter, and my wind is non-existent, but in spite of it all, I at defense, and 
Charlie Snead in the goal manage to stop a few balls. 
 Our Colonel, and the Adjt. [Adjutant] in Cairo Major Fred Hoeing, have been visiting me 
for about two weeks and it has been delightful to have them.  The Col. knows nothing about the 
A.F.S. but with his very strict principles and delightful quiet sense of humor goes about as an 
excellent figure head for the organization.  He is almost an ascetic in his love of the life we lead 
in the field and is forever walking miles and miles or swimming out to some little rock on the 
horizon of the sea.  He is one of the most distinguished looking men I ever saw, and yet we sit 
around kidding him and joking with him and calling him “Casablanca to Calcutta” Richmond.  
We estimate his command to be the biggest in the war. 
 We continue to sit and wait…  It has been such a terribly trying summer, being told time 
after time that we were pushing off and then having it cancelled at the last moment.  Hardships 
are easy enough to bear, but when disappointments are thrown in, it becomes tough. 
 I am terribly optimistic about the quick conclusion of the European war and then it’s a 
quick trip home for me.  I still have no idea as to what I will do, but more and more I lean toward 
the possibility of teaching somewhere.  It would at least give me a job and make me stay put for 
a year;  possibly in the course of it I could figure things out a little better.  Dad tells me that Mr. 
Van Santvoord has already offered me a job at Hotchkiss ignoramus that I am and I would like 
give it a try.  Then too, of course, anything may arise from my experience out here;  but I am not 
anxious to be away from home for a long time again.….  

Must run off to dinner. 
     Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#118 
 
28 Sept 43 (no envelope) 
 
Dearest: 
 Just a hasty note to tell you that we have finally done [moved to Italy] what we waited all 
summer to do.  I can’t say much about it now but here is a clue for you who are such a master at 
treasure hunts etc;  “She (who had nephews) ain’t sayin nothing, and Brer Fox kotch her up by it 
and some/more…”  [Excerpt from The Complete Tales of Uncle Remus]  That is an easy one 
compared to those you sent me.  (I figured out one of the five) 
 Darling, I must run as I have alot of things to do.  I hope all goes well at college. 
      Best Love, 
        Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#119 
 
15 Oct. ’43 (postmarked Oct. 30, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 The deep rich brown of my mahogany furniture glistens in the soft light of a half dozen 
white candles about my desk.  A beautifully cut slender glass filled with Spalletti Bianco Siecco 
1938 Vintage stands on the left end of my desk.  On the wall to my right are ten or a dozen 
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detailed maps of the area in which we are working.  Across the room two full length mirrors 
reflect the quiet & serenity of the scene.  Darling, war is hell. 
 This seems to be one of those better moments in the life of a man off at the wars.  We are 
beautifully ensconced in a lovely residence in a heavily battered deserted town.  Workshops are 
settled in some building works not far away, all the platoons are away on jobs, and for the first 
time in some days, I have a moment to myself.  But for the ever present longing to be with you 
again, I am quite happy.  The warmth & comfort of being in a home again is unbelievably 
satisfying after a long stretch of wet weather while living in tents. 
 Even though one falls into the unfortunate habit of taking new & interesting things for 
granted in this shifting existence of ours, I do appreciate to some extent the country I have seen 
& the places I have been in recent weeks.  It has really been a wonderful experience, even if it 
has all been seen against the background of war.  Better than anything has been the sight of 
normal people doing normal things instead of the usual howling mob of Arab brats. 
 ….  

It has been almost a month now since we had any mail and I am getting pretty unhappy 
about the situation.  Of course there will be a day of reckoning and we will get our due all at 
once to make up for the slender weeks….        
        All my Love, 
          Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#120 
 
23 Oct. 43 (postmarked Nov. 14, 1943) 
 
Dear Peg: 
 Just one of these blasted V-mails to notify you of a new A.P.O. number.  From now on 
A.P.O. 464 will reach me more quickly than 616. 
    Love, 
     Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#121 
 
25 Oct. ’43  (postmarked Oct. 30, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 It is getting near six weeks now that we have had no mail and I am certainly looking 
forward to the day when it finally all arrives.  It is very hard, darling, not hearing from you for so 
long, especially when I am thinking of you so much and doing and seeing so many things that I 
know you would love to share.  The horror and imbecility of this mess that keeps us apart always 
grieves me and sometimes angers me.  I often wonder if those who perpetrated it all can ever 
have experienced the joys of family life, the warmth of friendship, and the moments of perfect 
happiness that you & I and many others like us have known. 
 We now have about the greatest responsibility that we have ever shouldered—both 
because of the fact that we are doing the work for an entire army and because of the way in 
which it is left up to us to handle the job.  In the old days were told to do this and this and this 
with a certain allocation of vehicles to each division or Corps or whatever.  Now they just say 
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“There’s the job;  carry on with it.”  It is gratifying to know that such trust is placed in you, but it 
also gives you a little more to worry about.  I have an indescribable yearning at this point to be 
rid of all responsibility for anyone or anything other than myself & my own business.  A nice 
two week leave (something I have never had in this outfit) would suit me right to the ground.  I 
would hop a plane and get to Beirut where I would languish in the peace, comfort, and good food 
of the Dodges, and then finish off with a few days in Alexandria, visiting the Benachi’s and 
enjoying my morning tea overlooking the waterfront from my balcony.  Ah me...the things that I 
would rather be doing than sitting here.  Still it’s the same old story—I’m better off than 9/10 of 
the people in the army (and in the world, I expect)  ….  

We have suffered heavily from jaundice of late, though as yet I have successfully dodged 
it.  It makes people feel miserable, and their woe is doubly great because they are not permitted 
to find solace in the abounding and excellent local wine.  I just spent five days in bed with an 
abominable stomach attack, but now I am fit and eating as ravenously as ever.  I never thought 
after my years of over-eating, with particular emphasis on strong smelly, cheeses gently blended 
with beer and cigar smoke, that I should suddenly turn up with a delicate digestive system.  I am, 
however, tackling the problem from a new angle now, having arrayed in front of me on the desk, 
a long row of bottles filled with every type of white, black, blue, and brown vitamin pill known 
to man.  With these, I intend to regain my lost vigour and robustness, and no doubt in two weeks’ 
time I shall once more be blending cheese, alcohol, and smoke with all the relish of former times. 
 A couple of weeks ago I spent a night in Naples, having gone there half on business & 
half out of curiosity.  The particular road I chose to go on was in notoriously bad shape due to 
the fact that there has been a war on in this part of the world.  After fording 3 rivers, driving 
across interminable fields and over endless mountains of considerable proportions, and as a final 
touch driving up a flight of stairs, I found myself at about 11:30 P.M. in the city—completely 
lost and very tired.  Finally throwing up my hands in despair, I told Mac (my driver) to stop 
where we were and we would get some sleep.  Well, when morning came round, we learned the 
worst.  On my camp cot with a mosquito net draping round about, I was sleeping in one of the 
city’s busiest squares.  Already a considerable group of onlookers had arrived, and the crowd 
was swelling every minute.  Every window of the houses roundabout was filled with inquisitive 
faces.  Almost directly above me two stories up there a more kindly understanding soul, for 
suddenly a basket on a long string was lowered to my bedside and within it were two cups of 
black coffee for Mac & myself.  These we downed much to the pleasure of the audience, and 
then, realizing that the situation could become nothing but worse, I took the bull by the horns, so 
to speak, climbed out of bed, dressed as decorously as possible, and proceeded with my morning 
wash and shave.  By this time the crowd was quite infatuated, and when my razor slipped & cut 
me I would swear there were a thousand heartfelt sighs of condolence.  Feeling that it would be a 
pity not to give them a complete performance, Mac proceeded to set up his little primus stove 
and cook us a breakfast.  This was a mistake and a serious one—it was apparently just what 
everyone had been waiting for.  No sooner had some food appeared than we were absolutely 
swamped by the crowd, all of them being most anxious to share our meager rations.  This was 
too much for us, and hurling everything into the car we retired to the flaming, seething lips of 
Vesuvius’ crater, where in peace and quiet we could enjoy our morning brew of tea. 
 Well, it’s time I stopped now and got to bed.  I hope to hear from you very soon now—
the mail has got to catch up with us someday.  I know that life is pretty hectic for you this last 
year of college, but still it must have its better sides as well—most everything does.  Fall must be 
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well along now, the trees turned, and cold winds with flurries of snow forewarning the coming of 
winter.  How I love the time of year! 
  My Fondest Love, 
    Artie (Say Hello to Janie for me) 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#124 

 
6 Nov ’43 (postmarked Nov. 16, 1943) 
 
Dearest Peg: 
 Your letters of Oct 3rd & 7th have just arrived and have made me, needless to say, very 
happy.  Mail has been so thin for so many weeks that it is especially good to hear from you.  I 
have spent a good many nights of late, here in my chilly tent by the shores of the Adriatic 
thinking of you, looking at your pictures, and experiencing all those things I have told you of so 
often….  

The cold sounds like bad news and I trust the one you were in bed with during early 
October will be the end of them for a while.  It is all right for us stupid people off at the wars to 
go in hospital occasionally—we really have very little better to do—but you, darling, should not 
be sick.  It is not fitting for one like yourself, who so typifies beauty and grace and peace and 
happiness.  Those are I believe, dearest, the things you stand for in my mind, and nothing can 
make it otherwise. 
 I just read a rather poor book on the A.F.S. by Andrew Geer—full of inaccuracies and 
misrepresentations.  It tells the story of the experiences of just those men connected with him in 
just the way he likes to think they all occurred.  The general picture of life in the desert is true 
enough, the details sadly inaccurate.  He gives no credit to all the men who have worked so 
tirelessly in offices in the base areas to keep our companies going, and wherever possible he 
takes a dig or omits any possible favorable mention of those men with whom he was at cross 
swords.  I say all this, not because I personally was snubbed or maltreated in the course of it, but 
rather because it annoys me to see what I frankly think is misrepresentation concerning our 
organization.  Andy was a good friend of mine—one of those hopelessly likeable wretches 
whom one always wants to get angry at, but never has the heart to do it.  Now I see that Evan 
Thomas has a book out—“Ambulance in Africa”—and that should at least be a more sincere and 
straightforward affair, even if lacking in some of the lustre of the former.  Ah me, I can’t wait to 
publish my book entitled “Life in a Vacuum” or “676 Days Away From Peg.”  On the other hand 
I have often thought of what a sale I could make of my one entitled “The Life & Letters of 
Margaret Burke,” which at the moment awaits a few more proof readings before being sent to 
press.….  

I have been very busy of late, touring the whole front and seeing enough of the war to 
keep me excited (more frankly I suppose, scared) for some time to come.  There is an innate 
irrational desire in the heart of everyone to get up into the thick of things occasionally.  
Everybody suffers from it, non-sensical as they know it to be.  My job takes me around enough 
so that I don’t ever fall victim to the urge, though at times I must admit I sense it.  It is generally 
quelled of course by the first good scare one gets or the first really gruesome sight he witnesses.  
However at the moment some of my fellows are living amidst the worst hell I can imagine 
people being in, and apparently thriving on it. 
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 Col. Richmond, who is visiting me for a few days has just come in and I must quit now 
and get to bed.  The Col. & I are both early to bed men, and when I say early I mean it—8 P.M.  
When you live by the sun as we do, eating supper (or tea) at 4:30 in the afternoon, 8 P.M. 
becomes a well advanced hour—no longer the days with daylight stretching far into the evening 
hours. In those days tea & supper were two distinct meals—but not so anymore. 
       All my Love, 
        Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#125 
 
13 Nov. (postmarked Nov. 22, 1943;  in different handwriting with a different pen, A.H, Jr. 
wrote “ ’42 Near Bari Italy” after “13 Nov.”  Am guessing that he added that year and location 
decades later, in going back through his letters, and that the postmark on the envelope reflects the 
true year of 1943, esp. since he didn’t go to Italy til the fall of 1943] 
 
Darling: 
 Please excuse my writing, if in the course of this letter it becomes unusually illegible—I 
am trying to write in bed and it is a little strange.  I have been in hospital for the last few days  
with more trouble in my stomach.  (dysentery)! [this last word, in parentheses, appears to have 
been added via same later hand/pen as additional info at top]  It really amazes me that I should 
develop a sensitive digestive system after the bringing-up mine has had;  but such seems to be 
the case, and they are doing all sorts of unmentionable things with me trying to find out just what 
is wrong.  It is very restful to suddenly be put in a position where there is absolutely nothing you 
can do about your responsibilities—for all practical purposes they cease to exist, and after a 
pretty hectic few weeks (when hasn’t it been hectic since I was put in charge of a company a 
year ago!) I find the rest most welcome.  On the other hand our job is in greater scope than any 
we ever before undertook and I hate to be away at such a time.  Things were running well when I 
left, and Charlie Snead and Charlie Pierce (about whom I have written you I believe) are holding 
down the Company H.Q.;  so I have no concern. 
 Life here is quite pleasant—my room is shared with 5 other officers who are a varied and 
pleasant lot—we have a balcony overlooking a lovely port in the southern part of this land [and 
then handwritten in space above the line of text, again in different likely later hand/pen:  
“Brundisi—earlier in Bari area 1 room school hs”]—and I am getting all sorts of special 
attention because the Brigadier who commands the Medical Services of the 8th Army, an old and 
very kind friend, sent special signals to the hospital about me.  As yet I have made no progress 
and gotten no information on what my trouble is, but I hope to find out tomorrow.…  

I have read 3 Sunday New York Herald Tribunes, and 5 New Yorkers from cover to 
cover since I arrived here—and even though they were all editions of May, June & July, I feel 
very well informed on America & what’s going on.  The New Yorkers have evidently caught me 
in just the right mood, because never before have I received such pleasure from them.  It is truly 
a remarkable magazine.  Atoning for my frivolous passing of time with them, I have also read a 
book called “The Folklore of Capitalism” by Thurman Arnold—something I was once supposed 
to read at college and never did, as I remember.  Also two good novels “Hungry Hill” & “Valley 
of Decision.”  It is great fun to have a chance to read again and I have been fortunate to have 
such a good supply of literature.  [misspelling of “literature” is crossed out and there’s an arrow 
pointing to the following note:  “(That shows you how ‘literate’ I am—spelling literature with a 
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double ‘t.’)”]  You once mentioned that I occasionally make a slip in spelling—I know it’s 
horrible because of the number of corrections the Company clerk makes in the dozens of notes or 
letters he types for me every day.  He spends half his life using a dictionary. 
 Since I last wrote you I have had one of the more terrifying & unpleasant experiences of 
my life—that of watching a clearly marked hospital ship, on which two of my own fellows were 
and on which I myself would have been but for an unforeseen delay, being bombed.  I had seen 
the lower decks of the ship jammed with helpless sick & wounded and the horror of what would 
go on if she received a hit was not a pretty thought.  From the point of land on which I stood, I 
could see the whole process & when finally the attacker left without doing serious damage I was 
considerably relieved.  This war when actually met face to face is the dirtiest, cruelest mess 
imaginable, and the pretty speeches I read about it and the self-seeking ends to which it is turned 
by so many make me boil. 
 Before I get all in furor, I better stop now.  Goodnight, Darling. 
 
14 Nov.  [and then by later hand/pen:  “moved to Brundisi Hospital”] 
 
 I have passed a pleasant morning sitting on our balcony in the warm sunlight and find 
myself in a very good mood at the moment.  A band is playing in the courtyard below and life is 
most agreeable.  They do a fine job in these base hospitals, and I take off my hat to the Sisters 
who run the wards and generally watch after us.  All day long they take our joking and poking 
fun at them with an apparently inexhaustible supply of good will & energy.  Whenever 
something is missing or overlooked we nag them to death about it and they always end up best 
with a remark that puts us in our place. 
 The M.O. (Medical Officer) has just come in, and I find I am to go on a 10 day treatment 
of injections;  so that settles things for a few days.  I never did like needles in my arm and in 
better times used to manage to pull a near faint whenever I had them, but the army life has 
hardened me a bit and I guess I will survive quite easily. 
 It turns out that the Lt. Colonel in the bed next to me is a real, honest-to-goodness, down 
to earth [inserted later by different hand/pen: “son of a”] Lord of his Britanic Majesty’s realm 
[handwritten above w/ later pen: “Lords Tweedsmuir”];  so I am in style these days.  One 
certainly does meet all types. 
 …The thought of family reunions such as will be taking place in your home and in mine 
fairly drives me out of mind with the longing to partake of them, as I have done so often in the 
past.  Surely there is nothing better than those family Christmas’.  Apparently filled with 
unimportant casual associations buried in a mass of kidding & joking, there is an undercurrent of 
profound respect and love for one another that is rarely equaled from one end of the year to 
another.  Such is Christmas in our family at least. 
  
[handwritten later by different pen:  “15 Nov. ‘41” whose year cannot be correct for multiple 
reasons] 
 
 I must bring an end to this meandering letter.  The only news item of the day is that the 
Lord in the next bed is Lord Tweedsmuir—the son of the late Lord Tweedsmuir (John Buchan), 
Governor General of Canada.  My oh my!  It is difficult to keep one’s feet on the ground these 
days. 
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 It is another beautifully warm day & I hope to get out on the balcony for a while.  Life is 
so peaceful and quiet & the company so interesting and amusing that I am afraid I am quite 
enjoying myself.  The Doctor tells me he will have me out in about 10 days now.  I have just 
finished “Mrs. Miniver,” “High Rising” and a very amusing book called “England Their 
England.”  They are all delightful stories.  This is quite a reading spree. 
 Goodbye for now, dearest, and write soon.  Should this arrive in the Christmas Season, 
all my best wishes for a very happy time. 
      Love, 
       Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#126 
 
16 Nov. ’43 (postmarked 24 Dec. 1943) 
 
[Cartoon style drawing of soldiers, with printed caption “Christmas Greetings from the 
Mediterranean” and handwritten message as follows] 
 
Please let me know how long this takes.  Don’t let the address worry you—this is a British 
Airgraph. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#127 
 
18 Nov. ’43 (postmarked Dec. 3, 1943) 
 
Dearest: 
 Today is one of those magnificent red letter days which should be celebrated annually—a 
great heap of mail just arrived including two letters from you and best of all, darling, your long 
awaited picture. ... 
 I am still here in hospital, having a very quiet time, sending off stacks of letters or V 
mails as Christmas notes, and reading lots of books & magazines.  Last night I wrote a great 
outburst to the Editors of Life Magazine, complaining bitterly of their failure to give a balanced 
picture of world events and more particularly of allied successes.  The margin of error, generally 
very large, is always in favor of the U.S. Forces and I am sick of seeing the quizzical look which 
comes over an Englishman’s face as he reads these flamboyant accounts of America’s successes 
and the part played by U.S. Forces in allied successes.  We are behaving like alot of children 
among grown-ups and I am sick of it.  Essentially our mistakes have sprung from the marvelous 
virility and exuberance which we enjoy as a nation and these are healthy qualities in our national 
make-up.  As with children, though, a certain amount of guidance and restraint must be placed 
upon these traits if they are to develop properly.  So far there has been little or none.   
 For over a week the weather has been marvelous and I can hardly believe it after all the 
cold & rain we have had.  Yesterday afternoon I strolled into the nearby town, on my first 
excursion out of bed and I must admit it was very pleasant.  The Army has opened an attractive 
restaurant, and in the most elegant & comfortable surroundings we sipped a cup of tea and 
listened to the orchestra.  It is always a shock to be transplanted into completely respectable 
surroundings, with table clothes, waiters in white ties, comfortable chairs, gayly decorated walls, 
and even white women.  Of course everyone was in uniforms, some of the local “wallahs” being 
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dolled up in their best dress with glistening brass and polished Sam Browns.  Among other 
things we bought a couple of dozen small cakes which we thought we would give to our favorite 
Sisters here in the hospital.  After squabbling most of the night over their respective merits, we 
finally hit upon an equitable and agreeable distribution.  Over such little things as this, we pass 
the hours away here, joking and kidding and laying the most preposterous plans for the smallest 
things imaginable.  Nov 19th  My neighbor Lord Tweedsmuir has been evacuated and a hearty 
young parachute officer occupies his place.  An elderly, very British, Major, of the playboy 
variety, and a young Capt from Yorkshire absolutely full of the devil are now the principal 
characters in the ward.  The three of us (the above two & myself) have organized ourselves into a 
committee for the improvement of conditions in the ward, and we have published orders 
covering every phase of behavior in our domain.  These we have issued out to all the Sisters, 
orderlies and the Head Sister or Matron—much to their disgust.  We have as well corralled a 
certain amount of extra food and delicacies such as extra tinned milk, marmalade, and Golden 
Syrup, which we bring forth daily at tea-time and on whatever other occasions a majority of the 
committee agrees upon.  We caught the old playboy Major slipping out at 2:30 A.M. the other 
morning with the Golden Syrup to have a little tete a tete with the night sister over a cup of tea in 
the orderly room at the end of the hall, and since then there have been serious charges placed 
against him by the other two of us.  Such things as this seem to keep us amused all day, 
ridiculous as it all may be. 
 I am very much afraid that I shall be evacuated off to some dull spot in North Africa if 
my stomach doesn’t improve before long.  It would nearly kill me to go back to that awful place 
Tripoli, where we spent such a very unpleasant summer.  Algiers, Bone, Phillipsville, Byerte, or 
Tunis or any of the others would be equally bad I fear.  As for going back to Cairo, I would look 
upon that as the end of the world.  
 Tea is coming now & I must quit—Goodbye, Darling, and I hope you will have a very 
Merry Christmas.  All My Love, 
      Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 
#128 
 
25 Nov ’43  (postmarked Dec. 3, 1943) 
 
My Darling Peg: 
 It is about 8 P.M. and I am sitting here alone in a very large deserted ward, writing by the 
light of a candle as the electricity has failed as usual.  I was reading Walter Lypman’s new book 
on “U.S. Foreign Policy” about two hours ago, when the lights went off …what should be in the 
orderly’s other hand but two letters from you, Nov 3rd & Nov 11th.  …Your letters are the high 
spots in my life out here, as you can doubtless realize.  You have been so wonderful about 
writing regularly—I can’t thank you enough.  The news that you haven’t heard from me for a 
long time is understandable, I fear.  We made our big move in the end of Sept, & I imagine our 
outgoing as well as incoming mail was jumbled around a good deal.  By now it should be 
coming through to you.  I trust you have the new A.P.O.—I sent you word the day I heard about 
it, but for the meantime letters will continue to reach me by the old one. 
 My friends here in the ward have departed and life is pretty quiet.  The treatment they 
gave me during the last 10 or 12 days has evidently not done much good and they are starting me 
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on some very 20th century sulpha-treatment.  The annoying part about it all is the fact that there 
is nothing wrong with me apparently, while I continue to have pains in my middle. 
 Col. Richmond was in to see me yesterday, having just returned from a visit to my Coy. 
where things are going well he says.  They are very busy, but seem to be happy.  Charlie Snead, 
the big one-eyed ex-Yale hero of the gridiron, is watching out for things along with Charlie 
Pierce, the adjutant.  Only difficulty has been that Manning Field (one of my platoon officers—
an old timer and a grand fellow) got caught on a Jerry booby trap which fortunately didn’t injure 
him seriously, but gave him quite alot of small shrapnel in the seat of his pants—he will be back 
at work in a few days, I’m glad to say.….  

Ref. Larry Thoms, I know him, but only slightly, I’m ashamed to say;  he has been a 
member of my Coy. for some time.  Frankly it is almost impossible for me to keep up on these 
names, what with 300 and some blokes in the unit, and people always going sick & replacements 
coming in, etc. 
 You are a dear to be making the socks for me and I am looking forward to the day when 
they can come out of the mothballs, though that day will be a busy one, what with a number of 
other matters to deal with as well.  Your news of Halifax’s [likely Lord Halifax, who later was 
anticipated to present AH, Jr. with the Order of the British Empire award] article is heartening, 
and we of course live amidst a hive of rumors, one unfortunately buzzing around about as idly as 
the next.  Coming from Halifax, though, (your report) is something more encouraging.  
Whenever the end comes, I believe it will be more sudden than any of us imagined possible.  
What is going on in the Ruhr & Hamburg & Berlin these nights must be enough to bring any 
nation to its knees.  England was very near there at one point, having had a fraction as many tons 
of bombs dropped on her, and though Germany has greater dispersion of her industries & 
population, they can’t take but so much more of it.  A few nights of that stuff is enough for me, I 
know. 
 As soon as I get out of hospital I will try to get you a photo of myself—smiling.  That is a 
big order, dearest, with you about 4,000 miles away.  We do as a matter of fact manage to get in 
a laugh occasionally out here, though mind you it is only when we get our thoughts off home and 
the people there we long to see.  It really is no laughing matter, and is in fact one of the few 
things that remain sacred in everyone’s heart.  As for Mrs. Benachi—I will send her a snap of 
you for X’mas—somehow wording my note to her so that she will return it.  I’m really being 
very tight about it.  She has an eye for such as you, and will I imagine fool me by keeping it.  
Actually I’d love to be able to do something for her—Goodnight, Dearest— 
 
Nov. 26  The Doctor ordered me out of bed for a few hours today and I strolled into the nearby 
town, where in the shop of an atrocious Itie photographer I had my picture taken.  I’m afraid it 
will be grim, but we’ll see. 
 I have been reading an interesting book by Zigfried Sasson called “The Return of 
Sheraston”—a strange tale of the last war expressing many thoughts I have often entertained but 
could never conceivably express.  Also just finished a delightful book by William Bolitho called 
“12 Against the Gods”—a lovely debunking of the fables handed down to us about 12 of 
History’s great figures, including such people as Alexander, Cassanova, Columbus, Mohamet, & 
Woodrow Wilson.  An amazing book and beautifully written.  The man is a great Essayist and 
has a marvelous satirical touch.  Also a big load of New Yorkers & Lifes & Herald Tribunes just 
arrived;  so I am swamped with reading matter.  It is pleasant to use the brain again, to ponder 
the theoretical and idealistic things after being more or less hitched to the grindstone by my job 
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for so long where one is always trying to figure out a way to manage this & that immediate 
problem. 
 The ward is filled again now and the world is proving itself to be the usual small place I 
suppose it really is, for one of the new arrivals shared a hole in the ground with me one night at 
the foot of Sollum Pass (a landmark in the desert) when a Jerry plane came over us as we waited 
in line to get up, and another of the arrivals once put me on the correct road late one night high in 
the mountains of Italy, when I was wandering around lost and most annoyed with myself.  So it 
seems to go—I only wish the world would condense the 4,000 miles between us for a bit—I’d 
settle for Christmas week. 
 After my excursion today, I feel quite feeble & it is time I got this in the mail.  I’ll send it 
to 2311 [Tracy Place, MMB’s home address in D.C.] in the hope of catching you for X’mas.  
Before I get started on all that, I’d better stop toute suite.  You know what my Christmas Wishes 
are darling. 
      Fondest Love, 
       Artie 
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#131 
 
6 Jan. (Postmarked Jan. 6, 1944, Orange, NJ) 
 
Dearest: 

….Mr. Galatti [head of AFS] is most anxious to have me do some work for him in 
Washington again and it ought to be quite interesting.  I imagine I will be going down there in a 
couple of days.  Also the Military Attaché telephoned to ask whether I would be willing to come 
and see Field Marshall Sir John Dill about something.  That, my dear, sounds pretty interesting, 
& I hope it works out.  He is the highest ranking officer there is in any army anywhere, I believe. 
 For now, All My Love— 
    Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#133 
 
Monday (postmarked Jan. 11, 1944, New York, NY, which was Tuesday) 
 
Dearest: 
 This must be short as I am absolutely exhausted after a long day with the U.S. Army 
Intelligence people in N.Y.  They seemed to be interested in alot of things I had observed and for 
hours I chattered away while some poor stenographer took down every word.  …Galatti was 
away when I got to his office, but I just telephoned him & he seems to have some word on the 
Washington trip.  I will let you know as soon as I have any definite word on it.….   
     All My Love, 
       Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#134 
 
Wednesday (postmarked Jan. 12, 1944, Orange, NJ, the same day) 
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Dearest: 
 I find that I am to leave for Washington tomorrow and will probably be there 5 or 6 days.  
…. 
 I have alot of interesting people to look up in Washington, and it should be quite an 
exciting business.  ….      Love, 
         Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#136 
 
Sunday (postmarked Jan. 17, 1944, Washington, DC, which was a Monday) 
 
Dearest: 
 …. 
 I had an interesting day yesterday seeing men in the Munitions Building, the State Dept, 
the War Production Board, and finally the War Dept Pentagon Bldg.—the last mentioned is an 
incredible place filled with more useless old colonels than you can shake a stick at.  There are 
between 30 & 40 thousand people in the darn place, and it is the easiest thing in the world to get 
lost there.  I have alot more people to see Monday and then I hope to get back to N.J. on 
Tuesday.….      All My Love, 
         Artie 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#138 
 
Tuesday (postmarked Jan. 26, 1944, Washington, DC, which was a Wed.) 
…. 
Dearest: 
 ….The Yale-in-China business sounds more & more interesting—it will not involve but 
two or three trips and I can take it on just until June 30th starting anytime I see fit—not 
necessarily at once.  It is a tremendous work they are doing and I believe the contacts I would 
make would be invaluable for whatever I did later.  I thought I might go see Mr. Van Santvoord 
before going any further with it, as I value his advice highly.  Also I would like to discuss the 
possibility of lining up a teaching job with him for next year if I am still in these parts.  That 
would give us the prospects of being able to get married most anytime after you graduate and 
would leave July & August open with something all set for Sept.  This is of course all 
hypothetical, darling, but I love to dream.  If I was free in July [and] in August we might even be 
able to spend the months at Squam helping Grandma.  Of course the war & the A.F.S. and 
various other things may all decide differently. 
 Expect to be back here Sunday night and will hope to see you next week as soon as the 
ring is done.….       

Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#140 
 
Tues (postmarked Feb. 10, 1944, Orange, NJ, which was a Thursday) 
 
Dearest: 
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 ...I spent the afternoon at the Field Service Office and after having lunch with the Czar of 
the Cotton Exchange—a delightful old buzzard—I hung around and chatted with a couple of old 
Yale acquaintances who are going over shortly with us.… 

Fondest Love, 
        Artie 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#141 
 
Thursday (postmarked Feb. 10, 1944, East Orange, NJ, the same day) 
 
Darling: 

….  
Your proposed trip to Washington sounds like a fine idea, and as to talking things over 

with your mother, I think that is a good idea too.  I don’t know how your family will take to the 
idea of our getting married when I might have to go off a few weeks later, particularly on a job 
which gives us no more than enough financial support to keep me going and cover my expenses 
in the field.  On the other hand it is possible that we could get married in June, then go to camp 
for the summer, and return to Hotchkiss in the fall.  It seems to depend largely on my stomach 
condition & the war.  If I was well & the thing was still raging in Italy & Europe, I would feel 
somewhat obligated to return to the Field Service.  …  Fondest Love, 
           Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#145 
 
Friday (postmarked Mar. 3, 1944, Lakeville, CT, the same day) 
 
Darling: 
 ...  

I had a telegram yesterday from Mr. Galatti telling me that I had been made an “Officer 
of the Order of the British Empire”—whatever that means. 
 I hope the enclosed [cartoon] will cheer you up a little.  See that fellow with the cigar—
you know who he is, don’t you. 
    All my Love, 
     Artie 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#151 
 
Tues. noon (postmarked Mar. 14, 1944, Lakeville, CT, the same day) 
 
Dearest: 
 ….  

I had a letter from the British Embassy in Washington asking me to let them know when I 
could appear before the Ambassador in the near future to receive my “Badge of Office”—
whatever that means.  The letter also specifically mentioned the fact that they would be glad to 
have my fiancée attend if she makes it.  I rather think I’ll have to go down next week, and I 
imagine that whenever I went, it wouldn’t be too easy a business for you to try to attend—what 
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with all the present complications of your life.  I might get Betsy or Louise [MMB’s two sisters] 
to pinch hit for you or they could give me an eye witness account—What thinkest you of all 
this?…        Love 
      Artie 
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#158 
 
Friday Night (no envelope, but likely to have been written Apr. 15, 1944, based on refs. to 
MMB’s exams, presumably preceding graduation, and also to anticipated receipt of O.B.E.) 
 
Dearest: 
 It has been such great fun to be here with your family [in Washington, D.C.] and at the 
same time so sad and incomplete to have you absent …I have all sorts of appointments and have 
already put in the first busy day.  The Field Marshall was most delightful—a truly distinguished 
old man whom it was a rare privilege to meet.  He asked me questions and we talked about 
Anglo-American relations for perhaps ¾ of an hour.  On the whole, however, I felt that seeing 
him was more of a courtesy visit than anything else—anything that results from any 
conversations I have will come from my dealings with his associates and subordinates.  As well, 
I met an Air Marshall who is the key R.A.F. man over here and had a most interesting talk with 
him.  Also a couple of more British Majors in various liason offices. 
 We (Louise & I) just had supper with Winny Burden & Elizabeth and had a very nice 
time—as well as a wonderful dinner.  They are a couple of first class cooks.  During dinner 
Betsy rang up and said she was Lady Halifax and asked for me (she (B) knowing that I am 
supposed to meet Lord Halifax sometime)  She had us all fooled for a minute, and in retaliation 
we got Winny to put on her best British accent, and, acting as secretary of the embassy, she rang 
up 2311 and left a message that Major Howe was to meet Sir John Dill at 10:30 today to go to a 
conference at the White House—Betsy bit—hook, line, and sinker, and now she is so excited and 
so fooled that we are having the time of our lives kidding her along.  She really will be mad 
when she finds out!…      
      All My Love— 
        Artie 
….. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#162 
 
Monday (postmarked May 2, 1944, Lakeville, CT, which was a Tuesday) 
 
Dearest: 

….  
I got out for a little fishing Sunday evening and had wonderful luck.  In about an hour I 

caught two 13” trout and a 10” one—which I want to tell you is something.  I also met an Italian 
family who lived near the stream who dragged me into a conversation about Italy and in the 
process fed me a full quart of the most vicious drink I have had in a long time.  Accordingly I am 
limping along in low gear today.  Tonight I had to make another speech over in Salisbury and I 
am very tired. 
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 You might be interested that Dr. Werle casually mentioned to me yesterday that I would 
not possibly be allowed back to Italy for another year.  I don’t know just what all this means but 
I am going to try to get things straightened out a little this weekend.…  
                                                                                All My Love— 
                                                  Artie 
…. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
#164 
 
Thurs. (postmarked May 12, 1944, Lakeville, CT, which was Friday) 
 
Dearest: 

….  
Just heard from the Military Attache that Lord Halifax expects to give out awards on the 

13th of June, which is a most unsatisfactory date for me, as I will be in the end of exam week and 
will have a thousand jobs to do here.  …  All My Love, 
         Artie 
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