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The Letter 

 
 
July, 1994--Today I dug up all the iris and canna lilies from my backyard where they 
were languishing in the shade and put them into a big box for my friend Sherry to take to 
her parent’s place in Aptos and plant in the full sun on their two acre hillside. I didn’t do 
a very good job of digging them up; most of the roots broke off. But I knew those damn 
plants are indestructible. No matter what you do to them they won’t die. It was hot, and I 
was sopping wet by the time I finished, but I needed to get those plants out of my garden. 
 
Years ago, my friend Sarah (who has a green thumb like my mother) asked me to go to 
the county fair with her. We could pick up prize iris for a dollar a bulb. Wow, who could 
resist? Prize iris, just like something out of the specially tended English country gardens 
in “Mrs. Miniver.” Having nothing whatever in mind to do with them, I picked up a 
dozen different bulbs, and I had been trying, or rather, wishing, ever since that by some 
miracle they would flourish in my yard. When I moved, I dug them all up, threw them 
unceremoniously into a box where they sat until I had a few seconds to dump them 
equally casually into my new backyard garden. Now, two years later there were big 
clumps of iris root all over my garden. This past Spring I had actually gotten two tall, 
beautiful flowers, a blue one and a yellow one, but mainly there were just ugly globs of 
bulb. 
 
The cannas, a gorgeous, deep crimson color, were offspring of Sarah’s own garden, and I 
love them. The Sunday afternoon that she planted them in my front yard, next to the 
garage, she mistook a sprinkler pipe for a root. What excitement! Water shot up as 
though someone had opened a fire hydrant on a hot summer day. I ran to turn the water 
off at the street, and then because I lacked the tool to turn it, ran to my neighbor who, 
happily, was home, was able to turn off the water and who gave me a list of items to buy 
at the hardware store which was to close in 10 minutes. When everything was back 
together I laughed like the dickens; what an adventure we had! Yes, I loved those cannas. 
 
The place looks a little naked now, but it won’t be long. I’ve been reading articles on 
gardening in shade, and I’ve already picked up a couple of plants. I planted a fuchsia 
right off the patio next to some tomatoes. The tomatoes were doing great, but the fuchsia 
was dying until, at Sherry’s suggestion, I transplanted it to a different part of the garden. 
Now it is flourishing. I have learned to notice the patterns of sun and shade throughout 
the day. That little patch next to the tomatoes may be shady most of the time, but it gets a 
couple of hours right at noon, the hottest part of the day. 
 
Next week I’m putting in a water garden and a little waterfall. After all, if my yard has all 
the shade of a forest glade, I might as well make a forest glade. When I went to the 
nursery to look at pre-fab ponds, I noticed, in a corner, a bunch of garden statuary—
nymphs, frogs, fawns, Japanese lanterns, buddas, and even a St. Francis of Assisi. My 
mother had had a statue of  St. Francis in her garden, and I’ve always wanted one. I 
looked at it more closely. Too small. Once, when Gina and I were driving home from 
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Modesto, we stopped at a statuary place along the highway just so I could look for a St. 
Francis. There were some there, even the right size, but not the right color, so I didn’t 
spend the $39. Now I’m glad I didn’t. St. Francis was at home in my mother’s garden; he 
doesn’t belong in mine. Something does; I just haven’t found it yet. 
 
The last time I saw my mother’s St. Francis was when we packed up her and Dad’s house 
on Fulton Avenue in December, 1991. My brother, Bob, and sister, Deedee, had lunch at 
Denny’s that day and told each other stories from our childhood. Our father was an 
alcoholic and a wife beater all his life, but I guess we loved him anyway. He’s dead now, 
and I hardly ever miss him, but I loved him. He and Mother raised four children and now 
have five grandchildren. Their garden was fruitful. I don’t know if their crop would take 
any blue ribbons; we’ll have to see. 
 
Bob, Deedee, and I sat in that coffee shop for hours. We just sat around and reminisced, 
talked of Mother and Father. We had been brought together that December in 1991 to 
pack up our parent’s Fulton Avenue house. They were to move in with my sister Penny 
and her family in Angels Camp, up in the gold country. Mother had had Parkinson’s 
Disease for over 20 years by then, and Dad, at 81, couldn’t cope anymore. Actually, I 
wonder if he’d ever been able to cope. If my Mother had kept a vegetable garden, Father 
would have been the bitter vetch. 
 
Mother’s green thumb was legendary. At Fulton 
Avenue she had picked avocados from a tree she had 
grown from an avocado pit. In the front yard was a 
huge kumquat tree whose fruit made great jelly. No 
one could believe she had also grown that from a 
seed; but she had. My mother had had a statue of St. 
Francis of Assisi in her garden, and I’ve always 
wanted one. I can remember, when in Tijuana over 
30 years ago on a jaunt with my fellow college 
freshmen, asking around for a “San Francisco.” I 
didn’t find one—possibly because I didn’t know 
how to say “statue” in Spanish or possibly because 
God knew that at that time in my life I not only had 
no garden but couldn’t even have cultivated a 
schefflera. However, Mother did bequeath me all her 
garden books in spite of my “black thumb.” 
 
Mother had had that statue of St. Francis for as long 
as I could remember. That gentle man who so loved 
animals was a fitting symbol for my mother ,who in 
her entire life had never owned less than at least one 
dog and at times had as much as multiple dogs, cats, 
guinea pigs, rats, mice, fish, birds, and even snakes! 
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The last time I saw my mother’s St. Francis was when we packed up her and Dad’s house 
that December. The St. Francis had been on the list of items that Penny had asked to 
have, so I went looking for it. 
 
It wasn’t in the front yard. No flowers flourished under the kumquat any more. The yard 
was thinly carpeted, like a rundown motel, with weeds and bare earth. In the back yard 
the weeds were knee high. There was no garden, just an assortment of spindly little fruit 
trees, obviously no longer maintained, left over from Father’s excursion into horticulture 
a few years back. Way in the back of the yard I found St. Francis, lying on his side, a big 
chip missing—apparently long missing—from the birds he cradled in his arms. Ol’ Frank 
didn’t seem bothered by it; he was as placid as ever. As I dusted him off and packed him 
away, I wondered if he remembered the gardens he had known. 
 
I found that letter—what I have come to call the “Blythe Spirit letter”—while packing to 
close up my parent’s house. A single type-written sheet of paper, it was lying deceptively 
casually on top of a stack of papers in my mother’s office as though someone, distracted, 
had forgotten to hide it away. Mom and Dad’s house was full that day: my brother Bob, 
sister Deedee, our four children, and Deedee’s husband Tom. I called them together and 
read the letter aloud. 
 
Jere, I want you to read this through, even though you may not like it, agree with it, or 
even understand it. It's something I've tried to tell you all my life, but now it has become 
of paramount importance. 
 
You say that violence is the only language I understand, what a simple way to exonerate 
yourself and how wrong you are. Have all these years of driving and beating the poor 
brute brought you any result or is it just the old question of getting the old mare down to 
one straw a day before the ungrateful thing went and died. It's very easy to rule through 
fear, but the cost is high. Not only does it brutalize the perpetrator, but it is pretty well 
established that such a rule carries within it the seeds of its own destruction. 
 
Is this the Kingdom you would rule? A wife so cowed she obeys every order blindly and 
explicitly, and afraid to make a decision for herself, a household that breathes a sigh of 
relief whenever you're out of it, without joy, without any real affection. How can there be 
spontaneous joy when you must match your Master's mood, can you love the heavy hand 
held over you? And the cost is eternal vigilance, eternal friction eternal discontent. Sure, 
your explicit order is obeyed, but your comfort is not anticipated. Through fear of blows 
you will get obedience, but will you get love? Your wife will be a stranger that shares 
your house, and your children will flee you as soon as they are able. And though you may 
not prize it very highly right now, it will cost you my love, which you will probably shrug 
off and say "Words, words, that's all you have ever given me. Words that don't mean 
anything." Maybe it doesn't mean much now, but it was very real to me at one time, and 
the core of my whole existence. When we married I loved you as deeply, truly and 
passionately as it is given one human being to love another, and my only aim (though you 
hotly deny it) was to make you happy. If your being happy meant for me to subjugate 
myself, follow all your moods in swift succession, cater to you, yes, and even spoil you, 
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then that was perfectly all right with me. Since the children were born it wasn't possible 
to devote myself to such a degree, and though you were always first and uppermost in my 
mind, you can't deny them a certain responsibi1ity, we owe them that, food for their 
growing bodies, love and understanding for their growing minds. But I was ever willing 
to please you first, last and always, and if I erred it was because of misunderstanding, 
and not because I didn't care. Bear in mind that we are two separate entities and speech 
was invented to bridge that gap. To children and slaves you give orders and expect 
immediate obedience, but in a partnership explanations are in order. Oh, I realize very 
well that works both ways, and probably, or if you will, certainly the fault lies with me. I 
know my limitations better than anyone. I'm obstinate, sure, but has your beating me ever 
done anything except to make me more stubborn? and more disagreeable? 
 
And that brings me to the point of this letter. You have no right, no right whatsoever to 
beat me like a dog, no man has that right, it is intolerable and degrading, and not worthy 
of anyone who wants to be ca11ed a Man. Leave me, if you must, but never lay a hand on 
me again. For the sake of our future together and our children's serenity, never drive me 
to the point where I must answer a blow with a blow. 
 
Every time you hit me you strike at my heart, the bruises heal, the soul forgives, but a 
broken heart is never mended. If you would murder that blithe spirit I once was, it were 
better for you to put your two hands around my throat and snuff out my life. 
 
Think it over, 
Frances 
 
 
I wasn’t surprised that there wasn’t much of a reaction. After all, most of us had seen my 
father abuse our mother for more than 40 years and had never acknowledged it. Not 
consciously, not out loud. We never talked about it. I never told my brother or sisters 
about the old, old memory of mother lying flaccidly on the floor, moaning. On her 
stomach, with her arms and legs bent like those of a rag doll thrown against the wall and 
fallen softly to the floor, she is aware of nothing but her pain and does not see the little 
steps, my brother and sister and me, standing back a ways, side-by-side, quietly looking 
down on her. 
 
Nor had Bob told us about watching Dad break a broom over a neighbor’s head or had 
Deedee described the first degree burns on Mother’s face which she got from the pot of 
baked beans he threw at her. Nor had Penny told of Mother coming into her elementary 
school classroom with a black eye. 
 
No, the lack of response wasn’t a surprise; the surprise, to me, was that my mother 
openly acknowledged the abuse, cried out against it, and warned of the repercussions. 
She spoke only from the silent safety of her typewriter, but at least we could no longer 
pretend that nothing unusual had been going on. We had to talk about it now. Everything 
changed with the letter. 
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Later in the packing up process, my brother and sister and I found ourselves alone 
together at a coffee shop. In our entire lives this had never happened before. We sat in 
that coffee shop for hours. We just sat around and reminisced, talked of Mother and 
Father, stories from our childhood. This impromptu “encounter” felt so good that we 
decided to do it again and planned for the first time ever a get-together at Bob’s house 
later in the month. 
 
Then we went back to finish packing, and I got my second surprise. I knew my mother 
kept a copy of all her correspondence, but that day I found—in addition  to the binders 
and boxes full of carbon copies of her letters—dairies! There were several four-year 
diaries plus some notebooks with journal entries. This was exciting; perhaps in these 
private papers Mother would reveal how this death of a blythe spirit had come about. 
 
I told my Mother that I had found her diaries and letters and asked if she cared if I 
madethem into a book. Mother said I could have them, and she didn’t care what I did 
with them. So I started the huge task of transcribing. My mother was an emigrant from 
Germany and never had handwriting lessons in an American elementary school. 
Translating her English words written in German script was incredibly difficult and at 
times impossible. It helped that I am so familiar with my Mother’s expressions and 
syntax that sometimes I could almost hear her speaking. 
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December, 1991—Trying to Remember 
 

 

Camille:� Do you ever remember seeing your mother…your father beating up your 
mother? 

Bob: No 

Camille: Sheesh! Not even once? [to Deedee] Oh let’s try to remember one for him. 

Bob: ahahahaha oh God 

Deedee: Try to remember one 

Camille:� I can’t even remember one! 

Deedee: Oh I can’t remember a specific, all I remember is seeing the man have her 
backed up against the wall and having his fist right there in front of you! 

Bob: I can remember him doing that… 

Camille: Ok, there you go. 

Bob: That’s not beating though. 

Camille: What do you suppose he did after he did this? [puts a clenched fist in front 
of his eyes] hahahahahaha! 

Bob: Nothing. 

Camille: Nothing? 

Deedee: Well there was that all the time. 

Bob: Yes, intimidation. If that’s what you want to talk about. 

Camille: How does it feel? 

Bob: What, remembering it? 
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Camille: I know how it feels. 

Deedee: You know how it feels? It doesn’t. You don’t remember; there WAS no 
feeling. You know why there wasn’t? 

Bob: Well how did I feel about dad doing that? 

Camille: How did you feel watching it? 

Deedee: I felt scared. 

Camille: You don’t know that! 

Deedee: I felt scared. 

Bob: Oh come on, you don’t know. 

Deedee: Oh no, I do, I felt scared, I didn’t like it, I was scared. And you know 
something, when I went to your house and you and Janet1 argued, I was 
that kid again, I was that little kid again, and I was just like THIS! [rigid 
with fear] and I just can’t stand it! Any time I hear people screaming I just, 
I just…There’s a mother in my class who yells at her little kid, she’s a 
sweet, perfect little mother and her little kid is hyper-active kid who’s on 
medication, and she helps him through everything, and she just helps him  
through everything, takes him by the little hand, and then she’s the perfect 
mother, and then sometimes she says, no, I won’t do it, and she says “YOU 
!@#$%^&*” and I get all upset at my desk, and I can’t “see” it, I don’t 
look at it, I don’t react, I don’t do anything. They’re over there, they’re 
doing their own thing, and this little kid, and after they’re gone the little kid 
said ‘was Mrs. Wentz mad at you?’ and I said ‘no, why did you think she 
was mad at me,’ ‘because,’ what did she say, ‘because you did something,’ 

Bob: Hid under the desk hahahaha 

Deedee: I felt that I didn’t want to embarrass Kyle by having him notice that his 
teacher was watching his mother yell at him, so I was trying not to be there, 
and that’s what you should do too, try not to be there because Kyle is being 
yelled at by his mother and there’s not a whole lot he can do about it so we 
shouldn’t stare at him and look at him and have him be aware that we’re all 
looking at him. Oh. But I’m thinking to myself, I didn’t like it, and I’m 
very uncomfortable. 

                                                 
1 Janet was Bob’s wife at the time and mother of his children. 
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Camille: [to Bob] She just continually amazes me how she was ALWAYS aware of 
what was going on. Now it’s true, we have to get you to remember. 

Bob: Well you know Katie and Kevin have told me many times, especially 
Kevin,…2 

Deedee: …that they’re afraid of you, I know 

Bob: …that they’re afraid, yeah, I have never once laid a hand on them, I have 
never threatened to lay a hand on them, I have never really yelled at 
THEM, I have yelled at situations, you know… 

Deedee: Dad never hit me, not once. 

Bob: Well were you afraid of him? I guess you were. 

Deedee: I was afraid of him, yes. 

Camille: You’ve got to try to remember. Cause I don’t remember being, 

Bob: Well I don’t threaten anybody else either. I don’t threaten, it’s not like I’m 
threatening Janet or something when this is all… I’m yelling at a… a 
situation, I’m angry at a football game, I’m angry at a problem I can’t solve 
or something like that, but not angry at THEM, and not threatening to hit 
THEM or anybody else. 

Deedee: Well I think it’s a matter that it comes from out of the blue and you can’t 
prepare for it, you don’t know what you did, there’s no… 

Camille: No control. 

Deedee: …no control over it. 

Bob: Plus I’m pretty loud… 

Deedee: And you’re volatile, and it might be ok one second and the next second 
you… you had a bad day or something’s happened and you flip out and so, 
you know, they’re going ‘whoa, what if he gets mean,’ or you know, it’s 
the unexpected and it’s the fact that you can’t follow the rules and have it 
be ok and that’s the thing that when we were growing up in our family 
there wasn’t any rule that we could follow where it would be ok that we 

                                                 
2 Kevin and Katie are Bob’s kids. 
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would know what to expect and what was going to happen. At ANY 
moment--you’re getting up from the table, you bumped a leg, I mean this is 
a normal, typical thing for a gawky teenager to go through, the %^&* and 
next thing we know dishes are flying and everything’s… 

Bob: You’re talking about what you experienced in your childhood. I’m telling 
you that my kids have not experienced that! 

Deedee: And I’m telling… 

Bob: Why should they be afraid? 

Deedee: …that one of the reasons that makes your children afraid is the fact that 
they can’t control it. They don’t know what to do, one minute it’s ok, or 
they perceive that its ok because you didn’t say anything to them, and the 
same thing is true of Tom, he doesn’t say to Mandy3, take this away from 
here, you know, it’s not ok for you to leave this here, it’s not ok for you to 
undress in the family room and leave your clothes, he doesn’t say that. He 
never says a word, and clothes are in the family room, and then one day he 
flips out of his ever loving gourd because things are in the family room. 
‘You’re pigs! You’re this, you’re that, you’re everything,’ and we both sort 
of sit back, like ‘whoa, where did that come from, who is this stranger and 
why is he in our house?’ 

Bob: Hahahahaha 

Deedee: and the same was true of you because Janet would share this with me you 
know, here the glass of whatever’s in the refrigerator and you don’t get 
upset, you don’t say, hey we don’t put glasses uncovered in the refrigerator 
because people could knock them over and spill something, no. You wait 
until you go in there and you bump it… 

Bob: Hahahahah 

Deedee: …and then! %$^&*( and from their point of view… what made him do 
that, and they’re scared, they’re scared of the loud noise and all of that kind 
of stuff, so it was a building thing and I think that this feeling, this, I mean, 
I’m 47 years old. I get scared, why do I get scared, it didn’t start when I 
was 47, it started back when I was a little teeny kid, and I would have this 
experience, so every time the little thing that triggers it goes off in my head, 
I have the same reaction, and it doesn’t matter where I am, I can be at your 
house, and nothing, nothing to do with me, you and Janet are in the back 

                                                 
3 Tom was Deedee’s first husband and Mandy is their daughter. 
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room, yelling about, I don’t know, a pill or something, and I’m sitting in 
the family room, and I’m shaking. I’m not scared that you are going to 
come in and hit me, it’s taken me back.to the mother screaming at the little 
kid, I am shaking inside because I’m not in my classroom anymore, I’m in 
my home where my father and mother are yelling at each other and my 
mother’s going to get hit at any second, I just know it, and even if I don’t 
see it, I’m going to see the results of it later. Where she’s got a black eye. 

Bob: You’re right, I must have repressed a lot from my life cause I sure don’t 
have those recollections. 

Deedee: Penny4 remembers a time when mother came into her classroom one day to 
pick her up for something or to bring her something and she was wearing 
sunglasses. Mother never wore sunglasses. 

Bob: Right 

Deedee: And she took the sunglasses off so everybody could see the big black eye 
she had. 

Camille: She would take the sunglasses off so everyone can see! 

Deedee: And Penny was mortified! Because all her classmates could see her mother 
with a big, ‘what’s the matter with you mother’s eye?’ what’s she going to 
say… 

Bob: That’s a bummer 

Deedee: …and then Mother coming up when I was a freshman in high school. I was 
staying at a Mariner friend’s house, and Mother came over, the whole side 
of her face was just all burned, just, just peeling off from burn. Father had 
thrown a pot of beans, baking on the stove, he picked it up and threw it at 
her, the beans on her face, burned her face. 

Bob: I don’t remember that either. 

Deedee: YOU weren’t there anymore. Oh, or, yeah you had to have been. If I was a 
sophomore, would you have been gone? 

Bob: Probably. 

                                                 
4 Our little sister Penny who didn’t participate in any of these sessions. 
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Deedee: No, if I was a sophomore, you were a senior. You were still at home. So I 
don’t know where you were, if you were at your friends or… 

Bob: You’re only two years younger than me? 

Deedee: No. I was only two years behind you in school. When I was a freshman, 
Camille was a senior, and you were a junior, cause you graduated in ‘61 
and I graduated in ‘63. I skipped a grade. 

Bob: Umhum. You were a bright kid, yeah. 

Deedee: No, I was a… 

Bob: Well adjusted. 

Deedee: …first of the boomers. 

Bob: Hahahah The class was too full, is that it? 

Deedee: That’s exactly it, when I started school there were too many children, I was 
the first of the boomers, that was 1946 the year the boomers started. 

Camille: Did you feel, did you bring people home? Did you have people stay over 
night, you know how your kids had people stay over night. 

Bob: No, I don’t remember. I didn’t have that many friends though, grade 
school, high school, maybe 2 or 3, Gene, Bill, Bill Jones, and George, that 
was it, pretty much.5 

Deedee: That was high school, George was high school. 

Bob: George was 7th and 8th grade too. 

Camille: Did they come over? 

Bob: Yeah, they came over. They didn’t stay over night, I don’t think. 

Camille: I don’t know, are boys different? Did Kevin ever have people stay 
overnight? 

                                                 
5 These were Bob’s friends during the Belmont years: Gene McBurney, Bill Jones, George Spiegleberg. 
Gene remained Bob’s friend through college as well. 
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Bob: I don’t think so. 

Deedee: The little kids in my class stay over night. 

Bob: Shawn6 never, yes, I guess he has had a friend stay once. 

Camille: I never, I don’t remember ever having anyone stay over night, I wouldn’t 
have dreamed of it, you see, this is something where I think the difference 
between Deedee and me. She was always conscious, aware of what was 
going on, and I just, and maybe you’re the same way, be very practical, I 
just internalized it. You don’t have people over. 

Deedee: Well I remember 

Camille: It’s not even conscious, it’s just not done. 

Deedee: The most uncomfortable week was when I was a freshman and it was in the 
summertime, and one of my friends, remember Sally Evans? Her mother 
called up and said she and her husband needed to go out of town for a week 
and would we keep Sally for the week? And I remember hearing Mother on 
the phone and I remember saying to myself, “She’ll make up some excuse, 
surely she won’t let Sally stay here for a week, nobody could stay in this 
house for a week, she wouldn’t let an outsider come into this house cause I 
didn’t ask,” and I heard her say oh yes that’ll be fine, and I just… 

Bob: What else could you… 

Deedee: You could make an excuse, you can say I’m sorry we can’t, we’re going to 
be out of town, we’re going to do this, right, she said of sure that’ll be fine, 
and I said oh, my God. How is he going to go for a whole week without 
doing something, I’m going to die, I’m just going to die. Well, he made it 
for a week. They picked up Sally, and 5 minutes later he flips out and yells 
and screams and hits mother because he had to be good for… 

Bob: …for a week. 

Camille: Oh that’ incredible, too bad I didn’t know that, I could have had somebody 
over too 

Bob: Hahahahahahahahahahaha!!!! 

                                                 
6 Shawn is the son of Bob’s third wife, Pat. 
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Deedee: I just couldn’t believe it. Harrelson7 knew about the house and she would 
have hemmed and nothing, he would have yelled and screamed with her 
being there, but Sally didn’t know. 

Camille: Ok but you see the thing is Bob we can joke and laugh about this… 

Bob: I can remember my friends saying oh, your Dad’s flipping out. 
hahahahahah 

Camille: See, you do remember. 

Bob: I remember that. 

Camille: Now why would they say that? 

Bob: Because he flipped out I guess, I don’t know. I don’t remember who that 
was, Gene or, I think it was Gene. 

Deedee: probably, yeah, 

Camille: Well, it was a standing thing, when it got to be 5:00 or something, it was 
almost like ‘please everybody leave’. 

Bob: Rats deserting a sinking ship 

Deedee: Yes, that’s right, as the car was pulling up we were running out the door. 

Bob: Hahahahahahaha 

Deedee: But see that the sad thing is that by the time you were in high school you 
were already reacted to it, when you were a little kid. 

Camille: Yeah, you said something earlier this afternoon about how…uh…by the 
time somebody’s in high school they’ve already, you know, made their 
thing so that by the time they’re 2…well by the time they’re 5, the 
personality’s already formed. 

 

                                                 
7 Diane Harrelson was Deedee’s best friend all through the Belmont years. 
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Origins 

 

Dreams of a Love I’ll Never Know 
 
Some of Mother’s oldest papers contained her adolescent poetry. Young girls are 
incredibly romantic, and Mother was even more so. 
 
She had typed out a number of poems, in German, like this one, singed E.R. for Elfreide 
Raab. 
 

An S..T.. 
Ich had dich still geliebt, nur tief im Herzen 
In stummer Sehnsucht Deiner stots godacht. 
Und oft had ich in meinem Schmerze 
Um Dich geweint in dunkler Nacht. 
 
Oh selig Gluck, wenn ich Dich sehen konnte 
In Deiner Nahe schlug mein Herz so bang, 
Dann schwelgte meine Seele in Erinnerung 
Und lauschte stots auf Deiner Stimme Klang. 
 
Meine Augen baten um ein gutes Wort 
Und warben lang um dich in stummen Flohen 
Doch nimmer ahntest Du mein heiss verlangon 
Und konatest diese Sprache nicht verstehen. 
 
Du gingst. Ich hat so gern gerufen 
Ach bleib@ Ich hab so schwer gerungen, 
Zu spat, die ungesprochnen Worte 
Sind schmerzvoll in der Seele nun verklungen. 
E.R. 

 
Although Mother didn't speak a word of English when she came to the United States at 
13, in less than five years she was writing the following, probably around 1929: 
 

I looked into the sinking sun, 
My soul bared to my wondering eyes. 
Could there be such a love as mine 
locked in any human breast 
A spark from heaven, so divine 
that I deserve to be thus bless'd. 
I look into the blinding sun 
To where the path to freedom lies. 
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I walked into the sinking sun 
and met with Death to give me Life. 
God's gift supreme, to those that see, 
The hope to love, the will to live 
and to unite in blissful ecstasy, 
the joy to take and greater thrill, to give. 
I walked into the sinking sun 
To find the love for which we strive. 
 
I looked into the sinking sun 
and found a path to happiness 
Whille through the dying splendor crept 
The promise of a coming day, 
My soul took up the call and wept 
no more, but went its way. 
I looked into the sinking sun 
And found an end to my distress. 
E.R. 

 
She wrote a lot better than I did. When I was not quite 15 
I penned 
 

Love is True 
 

When again the sea doth cll to you, 
And away you've gone before grass is free from due, 
 
My heart will follow, ere you go 
From Kokimo to far Indio. 
 
For love is true... 
 
While wind and sea, they vie with each other, 
I will sit at home and wait while days pass, 
 
Another, another, anther... 
 
At last the bright day arrives, 
You're home, and we'll be together the rest of our lives, 
 
For love is true. 
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By 18 years of age, I, like my mother before me, had discovered 'the soul.’ I wrote 
 

The world is lit by moonlight-- 
I am bathed in its coolness and feel its tender touch against my cheek. 
 
Like a lover it holds me— 
taking hold of my soul so mightily that time and space vanish from me. 
 
The gentle wind whispers in 
my ear and I abandon myself to the passion of the night. I surrender 
gladly my corrupt self to its embrioan love 
 
The giant arms envelope and  
comfort me, melting from my body the fears and tortures of life. I am left 
at peace, my face aglow with moonlight. 

 
Yup, my mother was as romantic as they come. And pretty good with rhyme, too! 
 

Autumn 
The sun is rising to promise a glorious day 
But not for me. 
Trees are shedding golden dreams 
But I don't see. 
Autumn! Beautifu1, glowing autumn 
Your beauty is lost to my tear blinded eye. 
Life seems but a dark and narrow 1ane 
awinding under a starless sky. 
 
Flowers and blossoms have withered and gone 
With them my dreams. 
Storms have shattered my happiness 
Forever it seems. 
Dry leaves rustle beneath my hurrying feet 
As many weary miles I walk in silent grief. 
Living again those g1orious hours, just you and me. 
Lost to the world I walk, mourning a love too brief.



19 

 

From Whence They Came 
 
 
Mother’s diary makes it clear that even during their courtship Father was, if not 
downright abusive, at least terribly selfish, rude, unkind, and spoiled. As a matter of fact, 
mother had told us that he beat up his own mother! And that she had told Kate. (Poor 
Kate! What mother wouldn’t have an absolute FIT if her daughter was desperately in love 
with someone who battered his own mother?) Mother, of course, was making the time-
honored mistake women have been making forever: it would be different with her, she 
would change him with her love. 
 
While alcoholism (and possibly borderline personality organization) is a generational and 
family affair often associated with battering, battered women, in general, do not come 
into their relationship with their batterer with a predisposition. They are always surprised 
when they get hit, and, more tellingly, if they escape from the relationship, they are 
unlikely to repeat the mistake. In other words, being battered is not like being co-
dependent. 
 
Rather, battering probably involves both “learned helplessness” and intermittent 
reinforcement. Learned helplessness is a response to the battering itself.. Martin Seligman 
performed several frightening experiments in 19658. Caged animals would receive 
electrical shocks at random intervals to that they would learn they had no control over the 
shocks. Pretty soon they became apathetic and depressed. Then the experimenter would 
open a door in the cage. Unfortunately, the animal had now “learned helplessness,” and 
was unable to react to the presence of a means to escape. The only way they could be re-
taught to escape the shocks was to be repeatedly physically dragged out the door. 
 
An even more shocking experiment reveals how learned helplessness is generalized to 
effect helplessness in related activities. A mouse would be grasped tightly until it ceased 
to struggle, and then released. The struggling reflex was disabled by learned helplessness. 
Next, the mouse was dropped into a container of water where he would sink immediately 
to the bottom and drown—his very survival instinct had been extinguished by learned 
helplessness! 
 
Intermittent reinforcement, on the other hand, is a response to the seduction of “the good 
times,” the return of the man you love. Like the lure of the slot machine, the bliss of the 
honeymoon is a powerful attraction.  

 
So who was this Freide kid, destined to be a battered wife, and where did she come from? 
 

                                                 
8 http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Learned_helplessness 



20 

Kate 
 
Like many Americans before and since, Mother was an emigrant. She was born and 
raised in Germany, and when she was 13 years old—the same age my daughter Regina 
was when I started this book—she was brought kicking and screaming to meet her 
destiny. She was brought by her mother, Kate. I have always believed that when I die, it 
will be my grandmother Kate who will come out of the tunnel of light to escort me to 
heaven. Tough, gruff, practical Kate. When, in 1963, I wrote telling her I was an ‘unwed 
mother’, she cautioned me not to let the guy get away with anything. 
 
The summer I was 18 I spent with her and her second husband, “Pop”, in New Jersey. My 
daughter and my sister Deedee take after her in one respect—she would never leave the 
house unless she was well-groomed. She always wore makeup, perfume, and earrings. 
She loved German sausage and pork chops fried in butter and Boston terriers and 
wrestling. Up in her attack, where I slept that summer, she stored boxes of presents, many 
articles of clothing still in their cellophane, that she had received from friends over the 
years. When she died, mother found paper money hidden everywhere—in books, in jars, 
in pockets. This hoarding instinct was probably a legacy of World War I which she spent 
in hunger and fear in Germany, a wife with two small children. Mother remembers that 
her brother Joe, probably around seven at the time, kept wanting to run outside to watch 
the bombs falling. 
 
Kate was born in Gross-Hausen (Big House9) which was across the river from Little 
House. The story goes that Little House was Catholic and Big House was evangelical. 
Kate’s mother, Elisabeth Maurer, was from the Catholic side of the river, but when she 
was found to be pregnant (and unmarried), a husband was found for her on the Protestant 
side of the river. The child, a girl, was born, but later had to be sent away because Franz 
Joseph Ihrig had unfatherly designs on her. The only other thing I know about Elisabeth 
is that, after a lifetime in Gross-Hausen, she called a priest to her deathbed, and he 
refused to come. 
 
Franz Joseph owned a tavern. What in the U.S. would be merely a bar, in Germany was a 
family gathering place. Nevertheless, Germans take their beer seriously, as anyone who 
has attended an Oktoberfest can attest. Yet, for Kate, a tavern in Gross-Hausen just 
wasn’t good enough; she wanted out. She wanted out badly. 
 
Poor, unsuspecting Leo Raab came through Gross-Hausen on a walking tour (what 
Europeans did for vacation in those days) and stopped at the Ihrig tavern to slake his 
thirst. Like her daughter after her, 21 year old Kate must have been determined to catch 
this good looking young man. Twenty-six year old Leo had been born on a country farm, 
but due to an accident in which he lost a thumb, he was no longer fit to work the farm and 
had to find a trade in the city. 

                                                 
9 Strange that my mother, born in a German ‘big house,’ should end up marrying an Italian ‘big house’ 
(Casagrande). 
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Hunfeld, June 17, 1910 
 
Before me, the undersigned registrar have appeared in order to marry: 
 

1) The bookkeeper Leo RAAB, known by his birth-certificate, which he presented, 
Catholic religion, born on Aril 13, 1884 in Mittelkalbach, Department Fulda, 
residing at Mannheim, son of Damian RAAB and his wife Karoline nee Lauer, 
both residing at Mannheim. 

 
2) Katharina IHRIG, without profession, known by person, evangelical religion, 

born on July 2, 1889 in Gross-Hausen near Bensheim (Bergstrasse), residing at 
Hinfeld, daughter of Franz Joseph Ihrig der Erste and his wife Elisabeth nee 
Maurer, both residing at Gross-Hausen. 

 
As witnesses had been named and were present: 
 

3) Carpenter Andreas Schafer, known by person, 40 years old, residing at Hinfeld, 
4) Architect Karl Schafer, known by person, 32 years old, residing at Hinfeld. 

 
The registrar has asked each and one after the other of the engaged the question: whether 
they wanted to marry each other. The engaged have answered this question in the 
affirmative and the registrar has manifested that they are from now on legally married 
man and wife, according to the Civil Code. 
 
The consent by the father of the bride had been given for this marriage and is included in 
the documents. 

 
 
I’m sure I still have relatives in Germany; my brother, Bob, spent time with them when 
he was stationed with the Army in Geisen. As far as I know, Kate continued all her life to 
send luxuries like coffee to her sisters. 
 
10Leo was a travelin’ man 
and apparently a ladies’ 
man as well. When he 
came down with 
gonorrhea, Kate took off 
for America, leaving her 
young son and daughter 
behind.11 She got a 
factory job (and worked 
the rest of her life) and 
looked around for a new 
husband. In Rudolf 
Miller, another German 

                                                 
10 This is a photo of a German automobile in 1910, so this could have been Leo preparing to go off on a 
selling trip. 
11 Kate was divorced from Leo on 7/1/20. Mother would have been eight years old. It’s difficult to imagine 
how traumatic it must have been for her to have been essentially abandoned at so young an age. 
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immigrant who had won a medal fighting on the German side in World War I, she found 
her life partner. “Pop” was probably as different from Leo as Kate could find. He was a 
loving, gentle, caring man, a baker turned carpenter, who every Christmas sent us a stolen 
(German Christmas bread) he baked. Kate had one pregnancy with “Pop,” but her time 
came in the dead of winter and they were so snowbound that they were unable to get her 
to a doctor in time. 
 
In 1946, when Mother received word of her father’s death, she wrote  
 

“Mother is all broken up and she cried all over the phone and under the 
circumstances she can't show it much, but I really think she feels very bad about 
it. For some reason those two have never ceased to be interested in each other 
and to her the shock and grief is just as much as if he had been her husband all 
these years. “  

 
That summer of 1963, I stole something from Kate, and she stole something from me. I 
took a book. In a little bookcase up in the nook where I slept I had found a mystery novel 
from the 30’s that took place—wonder of wonders—near my home town in California. 
The heroine actually got off the train in MY HOME TOWN, Belmont, California. I just 
had to have the book—besides it was a great mystery!!—and I guess I didn’t want to take 
the chance that Gramma would not want to give it to me. I rationalized that she wasn’t a 
reader and could probably ”care less” if I took the book. 
 
Kate took a ring. My mother had given me, as a high school graduation present, her own 
opal ring; I guess I had left it in the bathroom when I washed my hands, or something, 
and Kate confiscated it without telling me. I looked everywhere for that ring, and it was 
with some shock that I saw it with the rest of my Grandmother’s jewelry when we sat 
down to divide it up after her death. 
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Friede 
 

Before the undersigned registrar has appeared today – known by person – the 
bookkeeper Leo RAAB, residing at Gross-Hausen, catholic religion, and 
indicated, that his wife Katharina RAAB nee Ihrig, evangelical religion, residing 
at Gross-Hausen has born a girl on September 29, 1912, 12 o’clock in the 
afternoon and that the child was given the name ELFRIEDE. 

Gross-Huasen, September30, 1912 

 
 

A picture of my mother as a little girl shows a fragile, helpless little waif, and that is 
exactly what she apparently was. Mother worshipped her father. We always knew that, 
but it was only a few months before she died that she mentioned that although she loved 
him so much, HE never knew she was alive. This was said casually, as though of no 
consequence. I think she had a lot of ambivalent feelings. In 1946 when she got a letter 
from him, she wrote to my father, ”I suppose I am glad he's alive, after all, I did love him 
with all my heart when I was a little girl…” Then later, when she got word of his death, 
she wrote, “Personally I don't feel anything at all, and maybe I should…” 
 
In 1920, after Kate left him, Leo Raab kept his son but sent Elfreide to a convent school, 
and there he promptly forgot her. He always forgot to pay her fees, so the nuns invariably 
confiscated (on account) the little bit of ‘pin’ money that Kate sent. On visits home she 
was supervised by a neighbor lady. This neighbor was once commissioned to take her out 
to buy a dress for some occasion or other. Its ugliness was the subject of one of Elfreide’s 
letters to her mother. Poor Mother still remembers how she hated that dress. 

 
12In 2005 my daughter, Regina, had been studying jazz 
and tap dancing since she was four years old. Every 
mother knows what this means—every week you drive 
the kid to lessons, wait, drive the kid home, get the kid 
ready for photographs, sew the sequins on the kid’s 
costume, line up at the crack of dawn to get tickets to the 
kid’s recital, clap and whistle when the kid gets on the 
stage. At that time Gina aspired to be a professional 
dancer, so about a year before she had decided to get 
some training in classical ballet. Thus my Mother 
happened to mention that as a child in Germany, she had 
studied the ballet; she casually noted that the dancing 
master thought she had potential, but she had had to give 
it up because, she guessed, money was tight. 
 
Mother had also told us of the summer ‘tour’ she was put 

on with no spending money, no change of clothes, nor even a toothbrush. She washed out 
her underwear each night. For Kate, the last straw was when she was put on a train to 

                                                 
12 This is a castle hotel in the Black Forest of today. 



24 

return to school with a ticket that expired short of her destination. This poor, little 10 year 
old girl was put off the train that night some 50 miles distant from school. Luckily for 
Elfreide, some college students happened by on a bicycle tour; up on the handlebars she 
went, and they gave her a first-class ride to her door. When Kate heard THIS horror 
story, her kids were on the next boat to America!13 
 
My mother was a very stubborn lady, and she did not WANT to leave her adored father 
and come to America. She hated poor Rudy (“Pop”) and would have nothing to do with 
him. However, she says, when she came down with rheumatic fever, it was Rudy who 
lovingly nursed her back to health. That took care of that. He was “Pop” to her from then 
on; he died an old man in her care, and she loved him til the day she died. 
 
In retrospect, however, having basically been at age eight Mother couldn't have avoided 
psychological problems probably affected her relationship with my father.  
 
She was a lively young woman, though, and had lots of friends. I think family activities 
centered around family gatherings with the myriad of German friends. There were 
vacations at a lake, I know. Pop, although trained in Germany as a baker, worked as a 
carpenter. Kate always worked, too, I think. I believe she worked in a factory. They were 
very blue-collar people. 
 

                                                 
13 Germany was suffering greatly in the early 20’s. Inflation was so large that people bought bread with a 
wheelbarrow full of money. God knows what Leo went through to come up with the money for school. 
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Jere 
 
The fourth man in Mother’s life—after her brother Joe, her adored father Leo, and her 
beloved “Pop”—was her friend Adelaide’s big brother, Jere. In 1930 she wrote to him at 
a CCC14 camp, Citizens’ Military Training Camp, In Plattsburg Barracks, N.Y. Young 
Jere responded thusly to a letter from the pert miss who he would be marrying in four 
short years. 
 

July 16, 1930 
 
Dear Friede, 
 
No, I don’t think you too bold simply because you wrote me a letter. I think it very 
thoughtful and kind of you to send a poor overworked fellow some encouragement. 
 
I simply love kitchen police. In fact I love it so much I tried to go on a guard for a fellow 
if he would do my KP for me, but naturally he refused. 
 
Don’t copy any more. Your natural ideas are more enjoyable. Understand? 
 
Yes, I’m a good shot, and hit the bulls eye almost every shot, even with a machine which 
is very much harder, shooting more than 500 shots per minute. I could kill a man at a 
1000 yards, three thousand feet. Do you know how far that is? More than half a mile. I 
don’t think you nosy, I’m very glad you are interested and am happy to be able to satisfy 
your curiosity, on all points. 
 
Please don’t be afraid to write anything at all you feel inclined to write. Don’t try to 
check yourself it ruins a letter, at least makes it uninteresting. 
 
I’ll describe a retreat formation and review, and anything you don’t understand I’m sure 
Cyrus will explain to you. He’s the boy I go around with all the time. My sister knows 
him quite well. 
 
We march from the company street to the drill ground in columns of quads, then form a 
column of platoons and take our position opposite the regimental line. In column of 
quads we are in lines of four, one line in back of the other. In column of platoons there 
are about 48 of us in double ranks, called a platoon, one platoon in back of another with 
a space between. There are six platoons in my company. 
 
Now imagine thirteen companies all lined the same way, four with machine guns on 
carts drawn by mules, the others with rifles, the whole 2600 moving off as one man when 
the bugle sounds the advance. Then after forming an absolutely straight line almost a 
mile long, the bugle sounds retreat and we are given “parade rest.” Then the flag is 
slowly lowered while the band plays the national Anthem and we stand at the salute, 
proudly, nobly, with chests out and chins in and up, the while we inwardly vow every 
one to himself that we die that that flag might be kept spotless and [held high]. 

                                                 
14 The Civil Conservation Corps was set up to give young men something constructive to do. Jim Gandy, 
Assistant Librarian/Archivist of the NY State Militry Museum, told me that the Plattsbur Barracks was run 
by the U.S. Army. The Plattsburg movement, because of which these Citizens Military Training camps 
were set up, was the precursor to today’s ROTC. 
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Then the officers relay various commands until finally we march to the other end of the 
ground where we again form a column of platoons, march proudly down the field past 
the band and the reviewing officer hoping that ours will be the [honor] company of the 
day. 
 
Let me know anything you want to know. 
 
Truly, 
Jere 

 
 

15My father was born16 
Jeremiah John Joseph 
Casagrande in the 
Hell’s Kitchen section 
of New York City in 
the Spring of 1910. He 
was the oldest of four 
but so unlike his 
brother and sisters that 
our family joked that 
they probably did not 
have the same father. 
After all, his mother, 
Adelaide, was English-
Irish, not second 
generation Italian like 
her husband. To us 
kids, Adelaide’s picture looked like Oz’s wicked witch of the East, not the grandmotherly 
type. None of us have any memories of her. We never saw her and could only assume, as 
children are wont to do, that she didn’t like us. 
 
Almost everything we know about her we learned from our mother, and since poor 
Adelaide could never forgive Mother for taking her beloved son away, she cannot have 
been the most loving of mothers-in-law. My parents eloped; they married over the 
objections of both sets of parents, and both sides disowned the newlyweds. It was years 
before Adelaide would have anything to do with her eldest son and his wife. When her 
first grandchild, yours truly, was born, she is reported to have said “Don’t expect me to 
baby-sit.” They relationship eventually became estrangement; the only reason Father 
learned of the death of his mother was that the State of California stopped dunning him 
for a portion of her support. 
 
                                                 
15 The Italian Neighborhood on Mulberry Street, 1910. From the Library of Congress American Memory 
collection. 
16 His birth certificate says he was born Jeremiah John on May 26 at 103 Charles Street (what is today the 
West Village, not Hells Kitchen) and baptized Joseph at Our Lady of Pompeii at 25 Carmine Street in 
“Little Italy” on September 22. In 2007 Our Lady of Pompeii still gives one mass in Italian every Sunday. 
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Adelaide’s own mother, Clara Barton, is reputed to have been from a wealthy home. She 
ran away with an Irish traveling salesman and died in childbirth. Adelaide was raised by 
two aunts. Poor Adelaide—the stuff of novels! 

 
17How did this Irish-
English rose get involved 
with Jeremiah John 
Joseph Casagrande whose 
father had emigrated to 
the United States from 
Naples18, Italy? In  Hell’s 
Kitchen this wasn’t as 
strange as it appears. 
Richard O’Connor,, in his 
1958 book Hell’s 
Kitchen19, says that there 
was a lot of intermarriage 
between the various 
ethnic groups. Perhaps 
they were united in the 
way they were required to 
endure the poverty and 

brutality of the worst slum in the city. From as early as the 1870’s the coldwater flats in 
the row house tenements in this section of New York City had been host to crime, 
ignorance, despair. During the roaring twenties, when my father should have been in high 
school, there were more speakeasies than children on the street. Alcohol had always been 
the only refuge in Hell’s Kitchen. After laboring up to 16 hours a day, the men folk 
would pass through the doors of the pub into Elysium. Mario Puzo, author of The 
Godfather, was also born in Hell’s Kitchen—but 10 years after my father. Mario wrote20 
“living in the heart of New York’s Neapolitan ghetto, I never heard an Italian singing. 
None of the grown-ups I knew were charming or loving or understanding. Rather they 
seemed coarse, vulgar, and insulting.” Father talked very little about his childhood: I 
remember only his mentioning having seen a horse-drawn fire engine when he was a little 
boy. 
 
For whatever reason Adelaide ended up with the senior Jeremiah, a waiter, she apparently 
found his alcoholism unacceptable. After her second child, Adelaide (later called Joan), 
was born, she kicked him out and earned her living as a seamstress. After about 10 years, 

                                                 
17 A Tenement yard, 1910. From the Library of Congress American Memory collection. 
18 In 1979 Ed and I took a vacation to Europe and drove through Naples where I was thrilled to see several 
page of Casagrandes in the phone book. I think I later discovered that “Casagrande” came from the name of 
an orphanage. 
19 O’Connor, Richard. Hell’s Kitchen, the Roaring Days of New York’s Wild West Side, J. B. Lippincott 
Co., N.Y., 1958. 
20 Puzo, Mario. “Choosing a Dream: Italians in Hell’s Kitchen” in Visions of America, Personal Narratives 
from the promised Land, edited by Wesley Brown and Amy Ling, Persea Books, New York, 1993. 
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the local priest talked her into doing her “duty,” and Jeremiah came home to sire two 
more children, Albert and Laura. 
 
Altogether, it must have been difficult for little Jeremiah. Family legend has it that he 
was a genius. (When I was 13 and asked for something to read, he handed me a copy of 
the classic satire Penguin Island, saying “I read this when I was your age.” There 
certainly couldn’t have been many louts in the neighborhood with whom he could discuss 
Candide.  
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The Making of a Batterer 
 
 
According to the Center for Domestic Violence Studies poor Father was predisposed for 
spousal abuse.  
 

… Gelles (1979, p. 141) suggested that: "families living in large urban areas, 
minority racial groups, individuals with no religious affiliation, people with some 
high school education, families with low incomes, blue-collar workers, people 
under 30, and families where the husband was unemployed had the highest rate of 
marital violence."  

 
However, study after study shows that the highest correlation of any factor 
associated with domestic violence is the absence of the biological father 
during the child's formative years. In examining the influences of race, 
ethnicity, gender, and place, Lauritsen and White (2001, p. 53) state that: "...the 
proportion of households with children that are female-headed was the strongest 
and most consistent community predictor of risk for all forms of violence."  

 
Donald G. Dutton’s research provides a more definitive explanation for what was to 
come. After 25-years of research, he has concluded that the formation of (the intermittent 
class21 of) batters ALWAYS includes these THREE characteristics (bear in mind that all 
three must be present):22 
 

• A rejecting mother/insecure attachment 
• Abuse at the hands of the father 
• A shaming father 

 
At first it doesn’t seem possible that this can apply to our father. But then again Father 
never had anything to say about his childhood—which in itself is a characteristic of 
batterers23.However, given the times and the circumstances, it is not difficult to imagine 
the environment and the way the mother and father interact within it. A mother coping 
with an alcoholic abusive husband cannot be as attuned to the needs of her babies as is 
necessary for their healthy development. “Rejection” to a baby is subtle, as simple as a 
rebuff. It becomes a problem for his normal development when it is chronic. And if the 
mother herself has psychological conflicts, it can be worse because it is inconsistent. 
Dutton writes: 
 

                                                 
21 There are three classes of batterers, but Father was clearly of the intermittent class. See The Batterer, a 
Psychological Profile, p. 22 “Are All Batterers Alike?” 
22 Donald G. Dutton, The Abusive Personality, Violence and Control in Intimate Relationships, The 
Guilford Press, New York, 2007P. vii 
23 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 89. 
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Mothers of insecurely attached infants are inaccessible for these modulation-
maintaining interactions, and they react inappropriately to their infants’ 
expressions of emotions or stress.24 

 
We do know Father had a strange relationship with his mother. This is consistent with the 
attachment-separation problems about which Dutton writes. 
 

Without a constant, nourishing object the child develops an insecure, inconsistent, 
and negative sense of self. He cannot soothe himself or handle stress well. And at 
times this inability to self-soothe allows tension to build, with the sense of a 
volcanic eruption from within, of a self about to fly apart. 
 
These reactions persist into adulthood, but lie dormant until another relationship 
carries similar emotional threats and promises. Intimate romantic relationships 
are the closest a man comes to re-creating his early union with his mother. The 
extreme, out-of-control nature of an infant’s rage mirrors battered women’s 
descriptions of their husband’s tantrums. In fact, this excessive violence in adults 
is often referred to as infantile rage.25 

 
We know that Jeremiah senior was absent from the home until Father was in his teens, 
but he returned just in time to provide the last ingredients for the creation of a future 
batterer. Although my mother had a soft spot for old Jeremiah and wrote in the family 
album under his picture that he died from complications of a lung disease believed to 
have been contracted as result of his heroic actions at saving some people from a fire, we 
know there is a correlation between violence and alcohol, so it would not have been 
surprising that old Jeremiah, an acknowledged alcoholic, would also have been violent. 
Nevertheless, given that Dutton says a cyclical batterer will certainly have had an abusive 
and shaming father, we cannot but assume that Jeremiah was one. Perhaps he acted out a 
suspicion that Father was not his son? We will never know.  
 
Ultimately, during adolescence Father would have internalized behaviors and world 
views that ameliorated his feelings. Anger became an acceptable alternative to feeling 
fear, shame, or guilt. Violence became an acceptable26 alternative to communicating 
needs. Misogyny became an acceptable alternative to acknowledging anxiety and 
dependency.27 
 
What resulted was a severely damaged individual. 
 

…a person who rejects any criticism, angers easily, and blames others for the 
frequent anger he feels. He cannot and does not understand his rage and frequent 
depression as aspects of his own personality...28 

                                                 
24Ibid. The Abusive Personality. P. 186. 
25 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 102. 
26 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 127. 
27 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 139 
28 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 130. 
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…He needs his wife to define himself, finds himself irrevocably bound to her, and 
considers the prospect of being alone terrifying...29 
 
…The abusive man is addicted to brutality to keep his shaky self concept intact. 
The only time he feels powerful and whole is when he is engaged in violence...30 
 
…This man senses something isn’t right; he feels the diffuse tension, but he can’t 
name it. Anguish is a recurring demon, depression and anxiety frequent 
experiences. Usually these are blotted out by alcohol or drugs, which override the 
more painful feelings…31 

 
Dutton believes that the personality that has emerged is a borderline32.because of the high 
correlations found on tests administered to known abusers. Borderline personality is a 
clinical category defined as: 
 

• A proclivity for intense, unstable interpersonal relationships characterized by 
intermittent undermining of the significant other, manipulation, and masked 
dependency 

• An unstable sense of self with intolerance of being alone and abandonment 
anxiety 

• And intense anger, demandingness, and impulsivity, usually tied to substance 
abuse or promiscuity. 

 
Adding yet another twist to the noose, it appears that the latest research considers 
borderline personality “…Biological, Neurological and Genetic. It is caused by a 
dysfunction of the Limbic area of the Brain, which controls emotion.”33  
 
Ultimately, though, whether it is caused by a traumatic childhood, a vulnerable 
temperament, and a triggering event or events, “each borderline patient has a unique 
pathway to the development of BPD that is a painful variation on an unfortunate but 
familiar theme.”34 
 
Without a doubt, Father also experienced the death of his own blythe spirit. 

                                                 
29 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 45 
30 Ibid., The Batterer, p. xi 
31 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 103 
32 Although BPD is actually a continuum—a personality can be a BP Organization rather than a full-
fledged “disorder”--a wonderful summary of Borderline Personality Disorder can be found at Martinson, D. 
91998), Borderline Personality Disorder, http://www.palace.net/~llama/psych/bpd.html, Word Wide Web. 
33 Tim Pheil, LPN, “The Cause of Borderline Personality Disorder,” the BPD Sanctuary 
http://www.mhsanctuary.com/borderline/artindex.htm, World Wide Web. 
34 Pathways to the development of borderline personality disorder, J Personal Disord 1997 Spring; 
11(1):93-104, Zanarini MC, Frankenburg FR Laboratory for the Study of Adult Development, McLean 
Hospital, Belmont, Massachusetts 02178, USA, as noted on the BPD Sanctuary, Borderline Personality 
Disorder Research, http://www.mhsanctuary.com/borderline/research.htm, World Wide Web. 
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How Do I Love Thee? 
 
 
I have often thought that girls ought to be locked up from age 15 to 25—they do the 
stupidest things then, all for love. Twenty years later, in hindsight, Mother wrote this 
amazing self-appraisal: 
 

I fell in love, and oh yes, I was in love desperately, desperately, that's the key 
note. I fell in love because I told myself I wanted to make HIM happy, I babied 
and pampered and lived for him alone, why?  Because he loved me?  Oh no, 
because I wanted to have one person love me and me alone, to be mine. How 
possessive can you get?  Anyway, with that technique I could have fastened on 
any man and won him, but I had to pick on someone like Jere. Because he needed 
me, or so I thought. Like marrying a drunkard and expecting him to be reformed 
by love alone, I thought I could soften his tempers and his moods. Hah!  Why oh 
why does wisdom only come with age, experience and living!  I wanted him and I 
got him, and why not?  At the psychological moment I came along, made no 
demands, was fun to be with, listened with rapt attention for all those pearls of 
wisdom to fall from his lips, gave my attention, my love, helped with the upkeep, 
kept the home, sure, it was a snap for any man, and any man would have snapped 
it up… 

 
It’ hard to fight Nature though, and survival of the species dictates that girls will latch on 
to boys and make babies. From the time Mother set her cap for my father, her diary 
talked of nothing but ‘love.’ Below are excerpts from January and February, 1939.  
 
 

Day by Day I watch my love grow stronger: 1934 
 

January 16 
I care for him, I really do. I want to do things for him, make him content. Oh, above 
everything, I want to mother him, he is so close to my heart, so deep in my conscience if 
he were a child of my own conceiving I could not care more. He means everything just 
everything to me. 
 
 
January 21 
Now that dream has come true! He has at least noticed me. He kissed me “good night”! 
Is it just the beginning or only a gesture? I have lived for this moment, and I treasure it. 
 
 
January 23 
That was sweet, sweet and peaceful holding him like that. To stroke him and feel that he’s 
quite, quite at ease and knowing he likes it. .. 
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Memoranda: 
There was a time I faltered down dark ways 
And felt I could no longer bear to live 
When one had gone, who filled my days 
With benediction love alone can give 
I am familiar, too, with goading pain 
That breaks the will, and fear to me is known 
And bleak despair that finds no shred of gain 
For futile empty years the mind must own! 
 
 
February 3 
I just can’t get away from him. I can’t. I care so very very much. Every time I step out of 
the house I instinctively walk there. I can’t wait for one day to the next and feel lost if I 
can’t go. 
 
 
February 5 
I see it’s a habit with me now, and God knows I don’t want to break it. It’s all I have. And 
I live for the moment. It’s so beautiful as it is, I wish it would go on all eternity. 
 
 
February 6 
God how I care! What price my thoughts 
If I can capture just a little of his [shine]. 
God! But I care so much it almost hurts 
To know I lost myself in him. 
I gave my soul to be a part of his 
That I may understand and soothe his anxiety 
If he is happy, it is all I ask 
To be his Marthe and [Marier]! My litany 
 
 
February 7 
… If I can only make him happy. My daily refrain! But I love to cuddle him like that, 
knowing it means something to him [now give radio?] 
 
He needs me so much right now, more than ever, to help his ambitions and curb his 
moroseness. He is so moody it taxes all my patience. 
 
 
February 8 
“Every time I see you I love you more…” 
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Oh my dear, if only time weren’t so short, if I only could be near you always. I do hate to 
part from you even for a night and a day. I love you so. 
February 9 
Oh Lord Buddha, forsake me not! 
 
I was so disappointed! And yet I could only forgive and forget…It was quite beyond (my 
power). I couldn’t reach him and how that hurt. 
 
Lord knows I don’t have to live with him to know him, there’s no phase of his character 
left hidden anymore. It rather simplifies matters and he seemed to reach that conclusion 
too! 
 
I won’t take his proposal quite serious yet, although we both seem to take the fact more 
or less for granted. But it’s all so very hopeless as yet. 
 
But there’s always a tomorrow, a lighter tomorrow, as the Gods will it. 
 
 
February 10 
Oh but I missed him today ever so much. Here I was alternately in seventh heaven of 
contemplation and in the deepest dumps of loneliness. 
 
 
February 11 
“And I do love you!” 
Oh wasn’t this just heavenly, divine! If I could only hold him like this forever. I am asking 
so very little, as he said it takes only a little to make me happy, and for the first time we 
had been really alone and comfortable. We had such a deep comprehensive conversation. 
Music and books. I enjoyed that more than anything else. Give and take! Such a 
comradeship is so satisfying and oh so essential. Whenever minds run so pretty much in 
the same channel is it any wonder we care such a great deal for each other. Is not Man 
the crown of Creation, and woman the Jewel; and either incomplete without the other! 
 
 
February 12 
…I want him so much it’ll be an effort even to wait one single year. I wonder if he is 
thinking as I am, he must, he’s only human, You can’t love somebody and be satisfied 
with kisses. We’re not children any more and it has to be taken into consideration. [Quis 
que tandem?] 
 
 
February 13 
My Valentine 
“If I could make your heart the happiest anywhere 
Then I’d be happy too, because 
That’s just how much I care 
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Semper fidelis! 
 
 
February 14 
“You must never fail me… never!” 
 
But I do love him so, love him for himself alone, he is mine now, and I will do anything in 
my power to make life as he wishes it. That is my mission and I shall not, can not fail. 
 
My shoulders are so strong I must carry both our loads, I must be the one stable thing he 
can cling to and come to for peace and rest.35 Oh, it will be hard sometimes, I’m no 
plaster saint myself, but for his sake and mine I must succeed in attaining that state of 
mind. 
 
 
February 19 
Lover, hold me tender, I surrender! 
It’s so perfect to be with him, alone, so very nice. I don’t ever, ever want to part from 
him. I’ve never loved anyone so completely so absolutely as I do him, our companionship 
is so ardent, in any mood we understand with perfect ease. Oh, I love him so, sometimes 
I’m afraid, so very much afraid to lose him. 

                                                 
35 Here Mother reveals for the first time her perceptions of the role of a wife. 
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Barriers 
 
Nineteen thirty-four was not a good time to be in love. Although all the Casagrandes and 
the Millers always managed to find some means to earn a livelihood, the Great 
Depression was very hard on a lot of people. No doubt concerned parents would feel it 
was more important for a young man to secure a job than a wife. In her diary Mother 
alluded to the external forces affecting her romance. I think Adelaide had ‘plans’ for her 
son, plans that this romance endangered. Then, of course, unlike today there was always 
the problem of finding a place to be alone! These excerpts from 1934 diary entries reveal 
the environmental intrusions. 
 
 

January 23 
…If only she hadn’t come, it was not the same after, oh I could feel it, she upset 
everything, all my carefully laid plans went tumbling. I have to try all over again 
winning him now. 
 
 
January 30 
I am thoroughly ashamed of myself! Where’s my self-respect. But he aggravated 
me so. Is it all over now, I wonder, all back where we originally started from. Oh 
I was so angry I could have cried. 
 
Well now I did it, now they’re sure to be displeased with him. It’s only a 
supposition, but if it were true, if it were true! The what? Oh I don’t want him to 
be [word scratched out very hard] 
 
 
January 31 
It can’t go on much longer like this, I have to do something. Even if I [emitrall] 
myself somewhere else. 
 
 
February 7 
I was shocked after what she told me! Oh how could he do it, how could he, and 
here I thought…oh it’s so disappointing! I could hardly wait to see him and find 
there was nothing I could do about it after all, so what else could I do but drop it?  
 

 
February 9 
…I won’t take his proposal quite serious yet, although we both seem to take the 
fact more or less for granted. But it’s all so very hopeless as yet. 
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February 12 
“And he served for seven years…!” 
Six years—God I can’t wait that long. I just can’t, there must be a way out. … 
 
We would be so happy if we were together. I know I make him so, and can keep [him] 
happy always. And he really must get out of his environments if he were to get more 
contented. The relief I bring him is only temporary, and I’m afraid the following out  
 
 
February 15 
Come to think of it, our courtship is somewhat unusual. Luckily his mother is so 
broadminded. But I do love those [intimate] moments with him and it seems to be an 
established fact in his family now, that we are keeping company. How nice that sounds 
“keeping company” and so very appropriate. 
 
 
February 16 
God what am I to do? It gets more complicated every time we talk about it. I hate to have 
him so hopeless and discouraged. I’m so afraid of saying or doing the wrong things but 
he’s such an [intricate] person if you let him drift too deep into a thought it’s so hard to 
extricate him. Is it just his present mood that made him look at it so pessimistic or will it 
be always like that. He takes everything so seriously and is so impatient when his ideas 
are not accomplished in a reasonably short length of time. Rome was not built in a day 
and one does not attach oneself for life inside so short a time as a few months. And who 
knows where a year will find us. A year is the time limit I set myself. Then we [trust] for 
[sure] and are most likely in a position to judge definitely whether to say “I do” and 
mean it to be forever. 
 
 
February 18  
I’ve been so disappointed! And I’d looked forward to this meeting. But who knows, 
perhaps it’s just as well. If I only knew of a way to let him know. 
 
 
February 20 
I know as he does, it is wrong to tempt like this, but it is so sweet, we, he as well as I, just 
can’t resist. I love him so and it is the most comforting sensation to know we’re both in 
love with one another. Some one to live for, who cares what a [spoor]. I want him to try 
ever so hard to attain his goal and I’m somewhat dubious whether I’m doing just the 
right thing. Do I adore him too much, will I kill his love with too much kindness? He 
doesn’t like me to, I know, but I can’t help it, yet I mustn’t show it too often… A good stiff 
argument once in a while a [looking] up of my own will is absolutely called for and 
essential. Always remember it takes a good storm every once so often to clear the air. 
That’s why I simply must study what he studies, I must be capable to follow him—all the 
way through. We’re partners, and always will be. Not just sweethearts but companions. 
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Keeping Company 
 
By the end of February, 1939, Mom and Dad were an established “couple.” The 
attraction was seductive, and within four months Father was planning their future 
together. He was living at home in Mount Vernon, NY, and Mother with her Aunt Rose 
in Long Island, NY. 

 
February 25, 1934 
 
Dearest little “villain”, 
 
Your “refined form of punishment” found me in bed at eleven o’clock this morning 
(yesterday), and after great effort I managed to translate a duckling’s tale of pampered 
existence. I missed you, too, especially at night. But I kept so busy that little time 
remained for pleasurable self-torture; what with Latin, book reports, preparation for a 
history test, a few compositions, mathematics, and physics every moment was occupied. 
But when light was extinguished and books put away the mind and spirit was free to 
work its will. When irritations piled up to the breaking point I missed your soothing 
spirit so. To be free from all this, with our own home and our own life, to go on to new 
things, free of all retroactive restraints, that is the goal. 
 
Your interpretation of “Brutus” seems a clever one. Reincarnation is such a pleasant 
philosophy. Barrie may have had some such idea in mind, although I felt he meant to say 
that it was futile to excuse our errors and shortcomings by holding fate responsible, 
because our innate constructions governed our choice of the paths. Who was Lot? I felt 
he was the spirit of the woods, the Greek and Roman conception of nature. 
 
Sunlight is beautiful and protective. How delightful it would be could we two lie so in 
the quiet of a sunlit morning. Then could we face life with zest [and] pleasure, and solve 
our problems together as they arose. 
 
You guessed it, Wednesday we played cards. I did want you so, but it would have been 
anti-climactical after Tuesday’s leave taking. 
 
Frieda dear, your idea of cooperation is a splendid one; you could be of immense help, as 
an editor, a critic, a proof reader of notes. It would be a tough job, probably boring, but 
it might have its interesting aspects, too. Competition, exchange of ideas, comparative 
interpretation, all contribute to a heightening of interest and of the bonds of 
association., 
 
Little villain, I ought not to confess this, but at times the physical longing for you 
becomes almost overpowering, a positive ache. Do you feel the same sort of thing? It’s 
dangerous. Do let me know how you feel about it and whether you feel the same sort of 
emotion. 
 
All afternoon I was making notes on the 135 pages of history text, while the 
Metropolitan was giving Taunhauser. It formed a beautiful background. 
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Last night the Portland Symphony Orchestral Concert was broadcast. They played Beethoven’s 
Eighth Symphony  and Swetova’s Tone-poem “Moldaw.36” The 8th Symphony seems to be the 
thoughts of a man first railing against man’s futility, then taking refuge and pleasure in some 
simple things, finally the expression of the ideas of progress by progressive small steps over long 
periods of time. Probably Beethoven had no clear idea of this, but certainly he had some sort of 
musical picture analogous to it. 
 
Friday night I went to the Chess Club and met a fellow who plays on the Mt. Vernon N.S. team; 
because I beat him a few times, he wants me to join the team. 
 
How do you like the stationary? It came by way of mother from Albert, and so on ad infinitum. 
[the stationary is that of a French business, THE H.B. CLAFLIN COMPANY with offices in New 
York, Nottingham, and Paris; this paper says 46 Rue des Petites-Ecuries, Paris. Albert, Dad’s 
younger brother, should have been a teenager at this time. Maybe he worked there?] 
 
Keep your chin up and your nose clean. Life in a small town has it all over the “Big City.” 
 
Well, cheerio! 
 
With love, Nemesis 
Hope springs eternal in the human breast, so “carry on”. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
February 26 
He wrote: At times the physical longing for you becomes almost overpowering, a positive 
ache. When [irritations] piled up to the breaking point I missed your soothing spirit so. 
 
February 27 
And I answered: I miss you so much, miss the touch of your hands, the feel of your eyes 
under mine. I miss you—it’s like a powerful rhythm that creeps from my heart to my 
[voice]. I ought not to confess it but I love you so very much, I long for your nearness, to 
feel the dearness of you, to taste the dynamic sweetness of your embrace. I want you so. 
It’s only natural that after baring my soul to you [giving you every thought] the moment 
it is [thought], after taking you in my heart that I should make the supreme and final 
sacrifice. 
 
March 1 
I just had to go and see him. I had to. Longing and loneliness got the best of me. And it 
was heavenly. Oh my darling. 
 
 

*********************************** 
 
 
 

                                                 
36 Although I have a feeling he meant Sventina, I can find no reference on any composer lists on the 
internet of either Sventina (and even I have heard of Sventina!) or a tone-poem called Moldaw. 
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March 5, 1934 
Dear little girl, 
 
 If I gave you cause for anger, I’m sorry; it was unintentional. You were here Thursday, 
and I expected to go down there Sunday, so I didn’t write. It seemed so much better to say it. 
 
 Everyone is angry at everyone else. Such a state of affairs! And of course you’re the goal. 
Sis says you intend to stay down there; it seems to be a good idea. A permanent change of 
environment with some one to give you a little affection is just what you need. It is a darned 
shame that you should be the object of everyone’s ill humor. 
 
 Sis is up in arms against [you]; she’ll probably tell you all about it herself. All in all, it’s 
a mess; you’re the only bright spot in the whole mess. And for the love of heaven, if you get a job 
stay. We’ll be able to meet somehow, and you’ll be happy. At home there’ll only be hell and more 
of it, because your mother will be bound to find out sooner or later, with what consequences you 
can imagine. So far as I can see, no one thinks of ought else but himself. You’d be an ass to walk 
right back into it. 
 
 Wasn’t it great today/ A tough of spring, giving promise of better days to come. Perhaps 
better days all round. I’ll bet its beautiful down there, where you can see trees and fields and get 
away from the noise and bustle of city life. The sun does make the world bright, for it brings 
warmth and cheer, the promise of future good. 
 
 This is a deuced of a letter, but I feel stupid and helpless. Now it’s your turn to struggle 
with cryptograms. 
 
 Let me know the final outcome of the tangle. It is so very evidently the result of 
selfishness all around that you should not consider anyone except yourself and your own 
interests. 
 
 If I were to say I felt sorry for you, you’d be angry, so I’ll say you deserve better—in fact, 
the best. It is things like these that drive me to distraction—not for an instant would I tolerate 
any of it, but unfortunately I have nothing to do or say in the matter. This much, however, is 
appropriate; such things shall never form any part of our lives—they are destructive in 
themselves and lead only to baseness. How people can live with so little regard for the affairs 
and feelings of others is beyond my understanding. 
 
 So we drift along on life’s slow tide, going we know not whither, and unable to change 
either direction or speed. But when the day comes wherein is given us control over our own 
destinies, then shall we be the more able to intelligently direct our ship, in that we saw so many 
wrecks and were for so long free to think instead of merely acting. 
 
 Don’t do as I do, do as I say; keep the chin up, the eyes dry, (also the nose) and courage 
to all. So ‘till next time. 
 
 With love 
 Jere 
 
P.S. 
Don’t be angry with me, you know I wouldn’t add to your troubles. Soon the tide will turn, and 
then alone we can face it all and know we are free and dependent upon one. 
Little “villain” 
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*********************************** 
 
March 7 
I went home again today. Why did we agree anyway? Why was he so angry? 
Because his own thoughts were so unsettled or what? I don’t know. I didn’t mean 
to get so angry but his aggravations got the best of me. I couldn’t see him peeved 
though, and made up. That was dynamite!! Absolutely a danger signal. We must 
be more careful. We can’t go on forever like that. I can’t understand myself. But 
he means so much to me, I get a kick out of his caresses. I do care, really more 
than I ever did for anybody. I love him. 
 
And after every meeting I realize our relationship more, we become more intimate 
all the time, we know we’re part of each other and need each other. There’s 
always a new phase [coming up another individual] trend of thought. After every 
meeting we know each other better. 

 
************************** 

 
The next few entries in Mother’s diary make it clear that even during their courtship 
Father was, if not downright abusive, at least terribly selfish, rude, unkind, and spoiled. 
As a matter of fact, Mother had told us that he beat up his own mother!! And that she had 
told Kate. (Poor Kate! What mother wouldn’t have an absolute FIT if her daughter was 
desperately in love with someone who battered his own mother?) Mother, of course, was 
making the time-honored mistake women have been making forever: it would be 
different with her, she would change him with her love. And if I had been Kate, I 
wouldn’t have been content to send her to Long Island. Probably Timbuktu would have 
been too close. After all, wise Kate, cognizant of Father’s maternal abuse, would no 
doubt have accurately concluded that spousal abuse would be just around the corner. In 
the next entry Mother shows a remarkable perception of her lover’s character and also 
reveals her own blythe spirit. 
 

**************************** 
 

March 10, rough draft of a letter. 
I suppose you’ll be very much surprised to get this letter from me, but it so 
happens I can express my thoughts better on paper, and what I have to say is as 
well to be down in black and white. It has as you may imagine to do with our 
conversation last night. 
 
You’ve lost patience and interest in me because I don’t as yet measure up to the 
ideal you’ve set up in your mind. What happened to your affection for me is the 
same as with any other interest in your life. You throw yourself with all the 
abandonment of which you’re capable [as a hobby] and burn the fires of your 
enthusiasm too high, the natural conclusion it burns out in a short time and leaves 
you nothing. Look back and try to prove me wrong, everything you ever tackled  
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you were fire and [flame] for and then lost interest because it became stale to your 
[intimate] taste. You strive for an ideal and try to mold things to your utopian state of 
perfection. But you forget that I as other, am a mere mortal with ideas and ideals of my 
own, and with all the shortcomings and fumbling efforts of a mortal. You want me to put 
Beauty into everyday life. [Siamted] so do I. I want to be a lady by action manor and 
speech, but poise and culture must be acquired and I am still [untamed]. All my life I 
[tasted] freedom and the restraints of civilization are still a burden to me. You can’t take 
a colt off the meadow and expect it, by putting a saddle on it to trot as majestically as a 
parade horse. I have tried and always will try [that promise] was made to me long ago, 
and you lack the patience and I of love to see that. You won’t credit me for what I did do 
only [disgusting] with what I should have done. You’ve gathered your moldy philosophy 
from books, but I want to take my lesson from life. [St. Thomas] may be all right, but 
since the last book was written, time has marched on. We live to better our condition, we 
live that the next generation may be a step upward. If that is so, why should I be 
compelled to adjust myself to the standard set my men of a decade or so ago. Time 
doesn’t wait for the laggard or the bookworm or the dreamer. Life is but for a moment. 
 
 
March 12 
What right has he got to expect me to live up to his ideals, to remodel my whole self, to 
deny myself that I may be as he sees fit? What did he ever put into our relationship to 
justify his expectations. It was always I who coaxed and pleaded and petted, I who 
pampered and spoiled and indulged. It was even my intention that he should fall in love 
with me. I have done everything within my power to get him out of his [depression] and 
what effort did he put into it? He made not even the slightest move to shake off his moods. 
He let himself [fall] deeper and deeper into his despondency, he gloried in his tantrums, 
and enjoyed his misery. He has given me nothing, nothing except the satisfaction of 
helping him. I knew his limitations and faults and was willing to take them for better for 
worse. I knew his shortcomings and was quite willing to cope with them the rest of my life 
if necessary. Why can’t he do the same for me, why can’t he take me as I am and love me 
as I am? Why does he strive for perfection, for an ideal. There can’t be that many virtues 
combined in any one person. If I go, he’ll never find anyone to give what I gave, to put up 
with as I have. All his life he’ll be a solitary lonesome soul. He’ll never know the joys of a 
home, the thrill of a family, the knowledge there lies in love, real love,--in the fact that 
someone is waiting when he comes home from his work. Someone to soothe him, someone 
to confide in. He’ll never know the perfect companionship that goes with a successful 
marriage. 
 
To say I was cut to the core, though what he said was putting it mildly. But I’ll give him 
time and myself time to think it over. I’ll settle it once and for all. He’ll have the choice of 
his ideals or myself—as is. I’m willing to listen to entreaties if it’s justified, but he has no 
right to hurt my feelings as he did. My appearance, indeed! 
 

*********************************** 
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Before I learned about battered women, I assumed there was some deficiency in Mother, 
some psychological wound, some neurosis that caused her to exhibit such apparent lack 
of self-respect. I would read her professions of love and get incredibly angry. What’s 
WRONG with this woman, how could she have been so STUPID to have put herself into 
that position? 
 
My daughter Gina taught me that whether or not there was something wrong with my 
mother; there was definitely something wrong with me. After reading one particularly 
galling paragraph wherein Mother more or less begged God to let her serve Father, I—
incensed!—looked to my daughter to provide some reassurance that the next generation 
(post-women’s lib) wasn’t so gullible and stupid. Deliberately not sharing my feelings 
about the paragraph, I asked Gina to read it and tell me what she thought of it. So what 
did my daughter think of my Mother’s mush? Regina—this innocent 13 year old flower 
of femininity, this A student, this class president, this credit card holding pride of the 
libbers—said she thought it was “very sweet, very loving; they’re obviously very much in 
love.” 
 
The literature on adult children of alcoholics (ACA) constantly notes that growing up in 
such a dysfunctional home a child learns to “don’t talk, don’t feel, don’t trust.” I suddenly 
knew why I could never remember the third symptom of ACAs. Clearly, to totally give 
one’s self to another requires a willingness to make one’s self vulnerable, to TRUST that 
the lover will not take advantage. Clearly, I was unable to trust, I was so jaded that I saw 
my Mother’s love as stupid and masochistic. 
 
On the other hand, surely it wasn’t healthy of my mother to be attracted to someone who 
wanted to make her over into his image of perfection? As a matter of fact, as I ponder 
these letters and diaries that I have so often read, I am struck with the fact that she never 
says anything about what Father loved about her. I recall in the 50s he touted her cooking, 
but otherwise all he ever did, and all she ever noted, was his criticisms. My gut feeling is 
that there was something neurotic in her attachment, something neurotic in her slavish 
devotion. As you read this, decide if you agree with me: Mother’s father ignored her, 
didn’t take care of her, didn’t treasure her; and I think her grown-up “script” required the 
same from her lover, possibly so she could, with superhuman effort, change the ending. 
 

*********************************** 
 

March 15 
Don’t you see how it is? I couldn’t let him down now. Anyone else would have 
said to hell with it, but I’m not that kind. I can’t let a fellowman go down without 
at least trying to help. It is a hopeless case, but I will be determined. At the very 
least I shall try. When I stand before my judge and jury, they can’t say I failed in 
my chosen duty. To all appearances it may look a failure, but as long as I can say 
I have done my very best that is what counts in the long run. I’m not looking for 
anything for myself. I want no award, no appreciation. I see only too clearly the 
folly of such expectations but I shall and will always be there to help, to soothe, to 
love and [caress]. 
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March 17 
I wonder if I’m not heading for a big fall! And a tremendous hurt. I’m not sure of him and 
seems like I never can be. When I’m with him it doesn’t matter—I give and give, my 
attention, my time, my love, but away from him doubts assail me. Am I doing the right 
thing, or am I letting myself down. There’s always a disappointment and so very few red 
letter days. I hate like the very devil to go so full of high hopes and spirits, looking and 
feeling my best, and he’s not there. I admit there’s something in the argument, but…the 
hurt remains. I feel slighted, unwanted, and merely tolerated, when it’s all for him. 
 
 
March 18 
See, again all my doubts are dispelled after seeing him again. And that was a most 
enjoyable evening. I hope we’ll be able to go to that show tomorrow. [I sort] of dreaded 
broaching the subject, but after all it [oughtn’t] to make any difference between us. 
 
 
March 19 
Well we did go, even if I had some time coaxing him. And I still think it was worth it. I 
intend to repeat it at the earliest opportunity. He still is my darling! And my pride. 
 
I can’t account for that thrill of pride. My intuition tells me that I shall be proud of him 
some day. That will be my reward and the justification of my faith in him. 
 
 
March 20 
Am I happy! Oh, am I happy! He was so sweet, and he does care, he does. My heavenly 
days, it’s getting deeper all the time. But so sweet, so very sweet. I wouldn’t miss it for 
worlds. If only he were like that more often, in fact always! I love him like that. I want 
him to want me and say so, too. 
 
 
March 22 
Darling, darling! It was divine, just heavenly, I love being loved by him. I love his 
caresses, his kisses, his tenderness. 
 
But I simply must keep my head. I mustn’t forget we’re skating on very thin ice. But I’m 
so much in love. I take his attentions more or less as part of it. I oughtn’t to permit it, but 
I ache for his caresses. I love him, love him. For the first time I really love. 
 
Are we closer to each other than we were a month ago? I daresay we couldn’t be much 
closer, I don’t doubt his love anymore, I know he’s mine, body and soul. And I also know 
that I’m his, alas!, for the asking! 
 
 



45 

March 23 
Well!!! That’s that, and now what! What’s she going to do about it? I’m rather curious 
and in one way glad it came about although I had hoped not so soon! As I said before—
now what. I shant worry, or even dwell on the subject. There’s nothing I can do in 
thinking. And I really don’t know what I’m going to do. Am I strange or is she!! This 
ought to prove my mettle. 
 
 
March 25 
Well now, in a way I’m glad she [brought] things to a point. Now I know, I’m sure! My 
choice is made regardless of consequences. What ever happens I’m his. And he is too 
deeply entrenched in my heart now to try to tear him from my life. It would be impossible. 
 
 
March 29 
Went over to say good-bye. I probably shant see him for a long time. My sweetheart. He 
is a dear. 
 
 
March 31 
Why couldn’t I have been more careful. After all the precautions I took. But who would 
have thought she’d go through my suitcase. And I did want that picture so, but I’ll get it 
yet, you mark my words I’ll get it! 
 
I was furious and there was a battle royal. It all came out after all. So now she knows, 
now what? 
 

Alas for those who having tasted once37 
Of that forbidden vintage of the lips 
That, pressed and pressing, from each other draw 
The draught that so intoxicates them both 
That, while upon the [swings] of Day and Night 
Time wrestles on, and Moons do wax and wane 
As from the well of life they drink 
And drinking fancy they shall never drain 
 
But rolling heaven from his ambush [whispers], 
So in my license is it not set down 
An, for the sweet societies I make 
At morning and before the nightfall break 
Ah, for the bliss that coming night fills up, 
And moon looks in to find an empty cup! 

 
 

                                                 
37 I believe this is a poem from “Salaman and Absal” by Haft Aurang translated by Edward FitzGerald in 
the 19th century. 
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April 6 
Oh my darling, I miss you so very much. All the longing that I can’t communicate to you 
is bottled up in my heart. I miss you so. Oh why did I ever consent to such an 
[presumptuous] promise. How much longer. Oh how much longer. My dear, I’d give 
everything, anything in the world to be with you again, to be in your arms, be able to 
touch your dear face. Those exquisite moments that we enjoyed by ourselves, will they 
ever be repeated! 
 
 
April l7 
I, too, have known love, its bitterness as well as its sweetness, its heartaches and bliss. 
Now I can combat Life’s monotony with my memories. 
 
One week passed, what a relief. Wished the other three passed as quickly. 
 
 
April 8 
I’m beginning to believe in mental telepathy between us! Just when my longing reached 
its peak he phoned and insisted on seeing me. 
 
It was sweet, we had coffee in the kitchen by ourselves and I could almost imagine our 
own home. Oh when is that to be, I wonder. 
 

“When my lover calls, I go 
Dame Disdain was never wedded…” 
Shame it were to treat him coldly!38 

 
 
April 9 
Now here we are, right back against the same stone wall. But I shant give up, no not I. 
I’ll hold on until heaven and earth rise up and meet! He does love me and that is all that 
counts. That knowledge is mine now, and it will help when everything else fails. I must 
get him out of his indifference even if I have to excite him to the limit. That’s my only 
chance and my only weapon. Oh God, give me strength and endurance. 
 
 
April 10 
Well now that he warned me personally I really ought to take heed if I don’t want to come 
to grief. I had no idea what a storm of emotion I stirred up when I did my level best to stir 
him up. He was honest anyway, and I give him credit, he’s right, too right. So that’s out. 
The situation really is a little beyond me now, and while my head may remain cool, I 
really can’t guarantee it to be so when he makes up his mind to be his charming, [loving] 
best. So I stand him on his ear, do I!! That’s just fine, that shows he’s still alive and 

                                                 
38 Some lines from Kipling’s “A Ripple Song” in The Second Jungle Book. Mother loved the Jungle 
Books. See the full text of the poem at http://www.poetryloverspage.com/poets/kipling/ripple_song.html. 
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where there’s life there’s hope. He’ll rally round yet. I won’t let his moods worry me so 
much any more now. 
 
 
April 15 
Oh dear God! The sweetness and the anguish of him. Must I fight for him every step of 
the way? Isn’t there ever any change, ever! It’s always like that—and eruption that 
wrings my heart and then the complete surrender that taxes my strength above 
everything. And yet, it makes me feel glad, so very glad. I can still stir him up 
emotionally. I can still offer him something novel and new. If there were only a way out. 
You, that inexorable fate, the power that is! Find me a chance, a little light. Oh, show me 
the way. 
 
 
April 18 

The day is done and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night 
As a feather is wafted downward 
From an Eagle in his flight. 
 
I see the lights of the village 
Steam through the rain and the mist 
And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me, 
That my soul cannot resist, 
 
A feeling of sadness and longing 
That is not akin to pain, 
And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles the rain 
 
Come, read to me some poem 
Some simple and heartfelt lay 
That shall soothe this restless feeling 
And banish the thoughts of day. 
 
Not from the grand old masters 
Not from the bards sublime 
Whole distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of time 
 
For like strains of martial music 
This might [thighs] suggest 
Life’s endless toil and endeavors 
And tonight I long for rest. 
 
Read form some humbler poet 
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Whose songs gushed from his heart 
As showers from the [buds] of summer 
Or tears from the eyelids start; 
 
Who through long days of labor 
And nights devoid of ease 
Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 
 
Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care 
And come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 
 
Then read from the treasured volume 
The poem of thy choice 
And lend the rhyme of the poet 
The beauty of thy voice. 
 
And the night shall be filled with music 
And the cares that infest  the day 
Shall fold their tents like the Arabs 
And as silently steal away 
 
Longfellow 

 
 
April 19 
NO, no, not that. It can't go on like that. I know I can't- He torments me, tortures me to 
the breaking point, and I cannot give in, I wont! Not like that. His passion amazes :me, 
and his arguments have the flavor of the "male [command]" . I imagine they all reason 
like that. 
 
I'm not sorry though, and not ashamed. I'm frank enough to admit that I'm thrilled to the 
core at his touch, but  too much is too much. 
 
I'm pretty cynical now, but I was quite unstrung then, talk about standing him on his ear--
he stood me on my head. And yet; I could had I wanted to, let the whole stream of passion 
and emotions race over me, without so much as rippling my composure. But I hesitated, 
and lost. 
 
 
April22 
I fe1t exhilarated last night, just bubbling over with a strange mischievousness. I swear I 
don't know what got into me but it was the most [amiable} time I've had in a long while, a 
gem. in a string of common days. These few hours are treasures, dear to my heart, and so 
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rare they fill me with joy and wonder when they do happen again. I knew I was 
irresistible to him, enchanting and bewitching, but for the life of me I cant tell just what 
imp possessed me. 
 
 
Apri123 
He must miss me, I dare say, calling home! And today here. Ah, but you know "where my 
lover calls I go....." that is a remarkably good idea, if only it worked and brought him 
something, preferably a job. 
 
I say I'd adore going into the wilds with him. . That dream hasn't left me all. day! that 
would be just the thing. 
 
I'd be contrary though ! 
 
 
Apri128 
oh God , so this is what I gambled for, heartbreak ! I knew it from the beginning that was 
in the bargain, but I kept a brave front. Now I find the burden almost too much for me. 
Always the[test]! always with never a change only an occasional respite. And on top of 
all that, he doesn't see my beauty doesn't appreciate my physical attraction at all. That to 
me a daughter of [Eve], is almost the last straw. No matter what I wear [or do], it's the 
same--no recognition. A compliment as rare as silver dollars in Alaska and-- oh what's 
the use; I'm weary tonight, weary onto death. 
[page ripped out!!] 
 
 
May 1 
[two lines with writing inked over so you can't read it] 
 
That was close, damn close, but I can't feel different about it, I just can't. It goes against 
my grain, against my intuition. I must blame myself though. I shouldn't have lead him on, 
that I know, is wrong, and in that and that alone I'm guilty. I could think of no greater joy 
than to belong to him. I know my heart and my soul go out to him, every fiber in my aches 
for him, and I'm so troubled about it. There is so much to learn, so much to know. 
 
 
May 5 
Oaf, did we get it. And believe me she was right, he had no cause whatever to make a 
scene about it. And he was positively rude all evening. I agreed with her and still do, I 
can't have (originality] and free [inhibitions] about a vital thing like that. 
 
 
May 7 
It was dear of him to come. I'm glad he did. Now I can be at ease again. He got 
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something to work on and I've got something to dream about. Oh, how I wish it were so, 
even a tiny home. Oh well, it will all work out all right, in the end. It always has for me. 
 
 
May 9 
A red letter day again! That always more than compensates for the mental struggle I 
have with him in between. There's always the promise of another or more such times. 
It is worth fighting for. My heart is so full, so full of love and something else that I can't 
possibly name, a feeling that I never can put into words, it reaches up and [chokes] me, 
such an immense sense of happiness. I can only put my hand [around] his face and look 
and look, while my heart whispers, "Dear to me, so dear to me. If 
 
 
May 11 . 
Did we have fun though? That was a lark. I'm so glad I thought of it, otherwise the 
evening would have been spoiled as so often before. 
 
That's a tip now, the next time I'll know what to do, here's hoping I'II have the mean[s] 
all the time. 
 
He was dear, just dear; and I'm SO contented.. He is all I want, no more, no less, I want 
to be his happiness and his ideal, his alpha and omega. I want him to always be so 
passionately in love with me, to stir him emotionally! be able to keep the fires high and 
bright. Anything' else is immaterial! Only the love between us counts, if I [can keep] that, 
keep his love and mine intact, why, I'll ask no more of life. I can bear anything then. 
Anything! 
 
 
May 14 
We had the [longest] walk and a really practical talk. I love to talk about our future home 
and get him to give me an idea. So it's a house, is it! Oh well, if that will :make him 
happy, I guess I can get used to the thought. 
 
 
May 25 
My goa1 has been attained, the supreme moment has been reached--this has meant more 
than if I had given :myself to him. It was me and only love of me that was in his heart and 
mind. The magic of it eclipsed all else, all misery and hope and worldliness, only I 
remained, I ruled Supreme for that moment. Now come what may, I am strong in that 
memory. I held him to my breast and felt, oh a [emt] of motherhood, a tender deep 
comprehension. I feel it, feel it but cannot express it. What I have vaguely felt all along 
has come into his consciousness too . We belong to one another, we are as one, not he 
and I, but we! We are mates. Ah, but that this love should come to us. I feel rewarded in 
spite of me. All my labor has not been in vain. And that it should be on his birthday is a 
1ucky portend :for our future together. 
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May 28 
That's just about the worst scrape he could possibly have gotten himself into. It 
looks about as promising as…oh well. He did it, there's no taking it back and it 
must have been some mix-up--I don't have to strain my fertile imagination to 
gather details. What makes it: SO bad is Mrs. C's attitude towards me. And yet--
yet who am I to blame her? There is no doubt in the world as to my standing in 
the matter and she knows it. I thought there was something wrong when he called 
Sunday night, he actually sounded afraid and desperate. And while my plan may 
not be so acceptable, it filled the [lurch] at the moment, gave him a support . 

 
************************************* 

 
Ah, the best laid plans! It’s easy to say you’ll wait a year—until the blood runs hot! If I 
had been Adelaide, I wouldn’t have been content when Freide Raab went to Long Island; 
I would have hocked everything I owned and bought her a one-way ticket to Timbuktu! 
Imagine! Even today it practically takes a public fundraiser to ensure that a brilliant but 
poor young man can get a college education; in 1934 a ghetto family probably had to 
make a lot of sacrifices to get the best and brightest to the physics lab. 
 

************************************* 
 

May 29 
Essentially it is [smcl, he should get out 
but...the burden might be too heavy for me. Oh 
there's a lot of argument pro and con. 
 
And on top of all that his father in the hospital 
with the prospect of losing his job . 
 
Poor, poor dear Mrs. C it's a wonder she has 
kept going as she did. Now it seems she has 
reached the limit of endurance and patience, if I 
could only help.  
 
Oh merciful heaven, what a muddle, the more I 
think about it, the more my much made of 
optimism falters. 
 
Your troubles are my troubles, your enemies my 
enemies, your God my God, till death us do part. 
 
 
May 31 [in German] 
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June 2 
Oh heavens, now that, can't it ever be nice for a week without something nasty coming 
between. Why did mother have to pick this particular Saturday to come here and why did 
he have to be so early! I was afraid there'd be combustion! 
 
 
June 6 
will my crucifixion never end...with all the world against me and my heart's desire. Oh 
God, I'm so weary, so weary my courage leaves me drop by drop. My hope withers and 
my love, why God, my love droops. No, no, not that, oh not that. Mustn't even think it, my 
faith must always shine brightly. 
I love him so, oh he is so very dear to me if I could only help, but everything I try is not 
exactly right for long. 
 
 
June 13 
Oh dear God I don't know what to say. 
ashamed, glad. I don't know. 
Shall I be [envy], 
We had such a glorious filled day, a kaleidoscope of good times, must it needs culminate 
in that. No, on second thought I thought nothing unusual of it, it's only natural and I 
know it. I would not avoid it if I could, but I will not overstep my limit. I will and cannot 
cross that line. Under certain circumstances I would, of that I am sure, but not like that 
no, not like that. 
 
And I do have limits, that love is greater than if it's beyond me. I can no more control my 
love for him than I can the tides. 
 
 
June 15 
I was frightened to death. Why I never dreamed it was like that. A wild [possibly 
immeasurable] fear just rose up in me and I fought like--oh. 
 
 
June 18 
God, now I am scared. The next time I'm afraid it won't stop there any more, it will have 
to go all the way. I can’t help it though; it gives me a feeling of utter contentment. 
 
 
June 21 
Well, now that’s that! And what makes me think I can kiss the sky without paying the 
price? But I don’t care, not anymore. I can and will face anything now. And besides, it 
needn’t come to that. I have confidence in him. 

 
************************************* 
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[letter from J to F inserted in diary] 
Tuesday. June 26. 1934. 4:45 P.M. 
 
Dear litt1e “Fuzzy Muzzy”, I 1ove you---. My own  darling “villain”, these feelings simply well 
up. until I feel I must speak to you or  burst. Nothing to say except that you're the world and all 
that's in it, the raison d'etre. When we're apart I feel so incomplete, as if the best part of me were 
gone. The whole of life sums up in the dearest word, Elfrieda. Swirling eddies and undercurrents 
of emotional stimuli sweep about and thru my mind constantly, little understood but oh, so 
intense, sweeping all before them, leaving but the single comprehension the overwhelming desire 
for you, darling monkey.  

 
************************************* 

 
June 29 
Oh, my dearest, dearest, you may be gone but your presence still lingers. I close my eyes 
and I’m once again in your arms, and my heart thrills to every phase of your love. Heart 
of my heart I count the minutes, won’t it be heavenly to be your wife. Oh I love you, love 
you so completely and absolutely the rhythm of it keeps pounding through me and shining 
out of my eyes. I’m so immeasurably happy. 

 
************************************* 

 
[letter from J to F inserted in diary] 
 
Saturday, June 1, 5:45 P .1. 
Light of love, the thrill your presence, your nearness of which you wrote---it's always there, 
often as now I feel as if you were next to me, and I turn, you're not, but I close my eyes and see 
you smiling at me with that roguish face. I love you--words aren't adequate to express such 
thoughts, to convey the violence and depth of feeling that simply wells up and flows out to you . 
I love, dearest, the world is yours, say but the word and you can whatever your heart desires. It 
may take some time, but my life is for your service. 
 
9:00--Gosh, how I long just to see you, another necessity. 
 
11 PM. How are you love? Darling, you’ve inspired as nothing ever began to. You’re a dream 
come true, a living ideal. Take all thoughts recorded in the music of Wagner, Beethoven, 
Schubert, and Tchaikovsky, and all the popular songs, then you may have some idea of all that 
I'm trying to convey. 

 
************************************* 

 
[letter from F to J inserted in diary] 
5:15 
 
Dearest! 
 
I went to bed but do you think I can close my eyes! I’m all aquiver with happiness and 
contentment, you may be gone but the thrill of your presence is stil1 with me. I love, you, 
love you, I can see the day coming up from my window and in the tree outside that birds 
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are still chirping a mile a minute. I stretch out my arms, dearest, and I still feel your 
nearness. What price 1ove!!!! I'm. so immeasurably happy, so gloriously alive, thanks to 
you, for it is true what you said, you  opened the door to my heart, and now with the 
barrier down the wealth of my love and tenderness is just rushing forth. All for you, heart 
of my heart, my thoughts are with you and for you forever and ever. 
 
Darling, I’m counting the minutes, I wish I could call out to you “Come to me, I’m 
waiting.” 
 
Do I love you too much? 

 
************************************* 

 
[series of notes from J to F stuck in diary] 
6:45 
Dear “old” fuzzy-wuzzy, the radio is squawking out popular tunes, and I’m actually listening—
something about an angel, and love, etc. 
 
As they play “The [rumping thumping] beat of my heart,” mine crashes out its message of love 
with such intensity that it becomes almost anguish. But such a delicious ache! 
 
Thoughts ramble thru my mind—the house, figurines, furniture, problems, life—in fact, 
everything that remotely concerns us both. 
 
You’re a strange creature, a human kaleidoscope. 
 
10:55 Chant of the jungle—out in the wilds, alone with nature, having ourselves alone to deal 
with, nothing to part us. 
 
10:40 P.M. 
Light of love, my thoughts are yours and of you always; my life and all my work is yours. 
 
For the past few hours I’ve been singing the popular songs, to you, my love, my life. 
 
Dear little “fuzzy-wuzzy” it’s hot as the devil and everyone looks uncomfortable. 
 
Any kind of work would be easy when it was done for you. One may feel tired, hot, sleepy, dead; 
suddenly your picture enters, and lo, all is bright and fresh. 
 
7:30 
Light of love, tomorrow comes, and for us “der tog.” Foolish? Of course we are, but nothing 
ventured, nothing gained. Obstacles shall be but rungs in our ladder of progress.  
 
9:45 Sick or well, hot or cold, heartbreaking or easy, I’ll get you what you should, old “Fuzzy-
Wuzzy.” 

 
Lil’ Hottentot, I’ve just been thinking how pleasant it is to plan your life for you. They say man 
proposes and woman disposes but such idle whims form no part of your nature (if so, you keep 
them well hidden). 



55 

 

What Price Love? 
 
 
Unfortunately, however, in the pursuit of their romance Mother and Father made at least 
one false step that we will never have a full explanation of and only recently even became 
aware of. 
 
As part of our family history, we had all carried with us all our lives the fact that Father, 
because of his “genius,” had miraculously escaped Hell’s Kitchen and gone on to 
graduate from Columbia University39. His resume noted B.S.E.E. Columbia University. 
However, a few months before he died, Mother inexplicably announced to Deedee and 
me during a visit that she no longer needed to carry “this family secret.” Then she told us 
that Father had not graduated from Columbia or any other university, that he had not even 
graduated from high school, that, in fact, he was self-educated. 
 
In our April 18, 1993 “remembering” session, we middle-aged “kids” had a really hard 
time dealing with this: 

 
******************************** 

 
 

Camille: Like with this latest stuff with father, the latest revelations, you know, with 
him not being a college graduate, not even being a high school graduate, 
and then not even being a reader, well “your father was never much of a 
reader” and it just works on us and works on us and I was telling Deedee 
on the way up here what is really hard to look back… 

Bob: Well you have to be careful about what you guys are doing here cause 
what you’re doing is taking a very narrow input from mother who is 
feeling repatriated or something and accepting that as absolute truth, you 
know, that all these things are absolutely true and its got nothing to do 
with her jaded, perhaps, outlook on what the situation was. What does Dad 
say about these things, or do we not talk to him anymore? 

Camille: Oh, I asked him. I said “What year did you graduate from college?” and he 
said quote I’ll have to research that unquote. 

Bob: Hahahaha sounds like a political answer to me. 

Camille: Yeah, there’s no doubt in my mind that what she says is true. What is, 
well, upon reflection, I thought about it a lot because it really bothered me 
and I had to worry about why did it bother me so much and it made 

                                                 
39 I am proud to say that my daughter, Regina, graduated from Barnard College in Columbia University in 
2004. The family “image” has been restored! 
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everything make so much more sense; it explained SO much of his 
behavior It made me feel even sorrier for him, it really did, because he’s 
a… how naïve of us to think that someone who came of age in the height 
of the Great Depression with no father in his home, who’s the oldest son, 
how naïve of us to think that he was not going to be like everybody else? 
And have to go out and earn a living for his family? That he was going to 
be able to go to college? Mother said he didn’t even graduate from high 
school, and that’s consistent with every normal person that I’m that I 
spoke with of that age. That’s what they had to do. 

Bob: OK 

Deedee: What do you mean OK? 

Bob: I believe it may be true. 

Camille: But it doesn’t mean anything to you? 

Bob: What’s it supposed to mean? That Dad was insecure about it? I’m sure he 
is. I’m surprised? Yes I am. 

Deedee: Did Camille tell you everything that mom said or just that? 

Bob: Well what’s everything? 

Deedee: Well she, well mother said that he was working for a company… 

Camille: architect. 

Deedee: no, no, no, for the company, after they were married, and she said she was 
really surprised. There were several young couples that entered at the same 
time, about 4-5 couples, and she watched the other couples move up. You 
know, the husbands got advancements, they got improvements in their 
salary… they started moving up and she and father were just standing in 
this one spot. She said, why aren’t you being promoted, why aren’t you 
getting a raise? And it turns out that he, they had to do a security check on 
him before he could get this job, and that they found out that he had lied 
on his resume, so they had him where they wanted him. They could just 
use him. Cause it was like ‘you make a fuss with us and we just can you. 
You lied on your resume.’ 

Bob: Well what did he say on his resume? 

Deedee: That he was a graduate of Columbia. 

Camille: She said more than that; it was more than that; we didn’t get the details. It 
was like places he’d worked or jobs he’d done. I don’t know. 

Deedee: She said he was advised by the architect he’d worked for to just 
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Bob: Quit 

Deedee: no, no 

Camille: no, no 

Deedee: No to just do that, to say whatever you want to say on your resume. 

Bob: So he did and then they caught him and then they used… 

Deedee: Because I guess he was doing government work and they had to do a 
security check, and I guess they sort of made a deal, you know, we won’t 
squeal on you if you give us what we want 

Bob: So what was it they wanted? 

Deedee: They wanted his service, his BRAIN, and she says that he came up with all 
kinds of wonderful ideas but he never got credit for any of them. 

  

Bob: Well that sounds a little bit strange to me. 

Deedee: Why?  It makes sense to me though, if they actually said that and they 
said, and they could use him, they had his thumbs screwed. 

Bob: I could understand one individual doing that but not a company. I mean 
that doesn't make sense to me. 

Deedee: Well maybe that individual was the person in charge, his superior. 

Bob: OK. So for some period of time he'd be in that situation and always 
vulnerable to being dumped. 

Deedee: That's right. 

Bob: Which? 

Deedee: That's right and always sensitive to that, and always defensive about that, 
and any time a fuss was made what did he do, he quit. 

Bob: Well he changed companies though. 

Deedee: Yeah. 
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Bob: What are you saying, that he changed companies because they caught up 
with him? 

Camille: No, I think he changed companies because life taught him that you could 
never stand and fight because he was afraid. That's what I think. 

Bob: Well we can sit here and, and… 

Camille: Speculate. 

Bob: Speculate all we want about it. The fact is he changed jobs a lot. 

Camille: Yeah. 

Bob: And at that time it was fairly easy for him to find another job when he quit 
a job so, and I've known people in that very same scenario who have 
graduated from college, you know, who do the very same thing. So, you 
know, I don't know what the significance of it is. I think that's more… 

Deedee: A personality quirk? 

Bob: Well, and also of the time!  If it's, if it's an employee market then when 
you don't like something where you work then you quit and go somewhere 
else, what most people do for more salary. Dad never seemed to do that. 

Camille: Yeah, that's true. I think that what we're doing, we were trying to 
understand how it could have come about so we could ...FORGIVE him, is 
what it boiled down to!  Because… 

Bob: Well it does explain a lot. If he didn't graduate from college, and he did 
say that he did on his resume, and he did get caught in that at least once...I 
would think that if they caught you, they'd just fire you, just… 

Deedee: But you see… 

Camille: But it was WAR TIME! 

Deedee: …he had KNOWLEDGE, though, and experience, and he was smart. 

Bob: But it wouldn't be we know and we're going to pretend we don't know; it 
would  be we know and we don't care. 
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Deedee: We don't care?  But you're not moving up. 

Bob: Well, 

Camille: Well I don't think it was a conspiracy. I would guess that really what 
happened was that some person came, some lowly person who was 
investigating came and said 'yeah we found this out so you shut up and 
cooperate' and that's all they would have needed to say. They wouldn't 
have needed to follow up!  They probably, nobody probably said anything 
to him for the next 50 years! 

Bob: You can also look at, I look at MY career!  I didn't exactly go up the 
corporate ladder either and it wasn't because I didn't have talent and it 
wasn't because I didn't graduate from the schools I said I graduated from. 
It's because it's a very narrow… 

Camille: It takes a lot of luck. 

Bob: …AND you got to have a certain kind of personality. You've got to be 
basically a , an asshole! or insipid! or, you  can't have strong opinions 
about things and go up a corporate ladder, at least that's… 

Deedee: But think of the times you know. That was very, very different. 

Bob: Well I don't know, I didn't live in those times, it'd be speculation, what are 
you saying, was it easy for people to go up… 

Camille: No, no, the changes that were being made in the industry, and especially 
after World War II. 

Deedee: Well, look, the only reason that we care is because he lied, isn't that right?  
Isn't that the only reason we care?  If he'd a told us the truth we could have 
all… 

Camille: That's what Deedee and I say. Look, we got gypped. We would have been 
able to be PROUD of our accomplishments instead of never having to feel 
like we were never good enough. 

 
************************************* 

 
I had difficulty accumulating any “hard” evidence regarding the degree mystery. Mostly I 
found negative evidence. I had a lovely conversation with Mr. John Castobianco, 
registrar at Columbia, who was unable to find any record whatsoever that Father ever 
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even attended that university let alone graduated. However, way back in 1934, while still 
living at home in Mount Vernon, he was apparently working and attending school 
somewhere. 
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Wedded Bliss? 
 
 
Mother and Father got married less than six months after the first goodnight kiss. It’s 
probably not unusual, but it does strike me as a bit desperate…Mother made no secret of 
the fact that she set out to capture his heart.  
 
But Father was very ready to get married. In a letter written in the 1950s Mother implies 
that Father left home at 17, at least his mother was no longer caring for him. If so, he had 
by 1934 been on his own for seven years. As a borderline he would have been desperate 
to find a woman who would reflect back an admirable image of the self he longed to be, a 
woman against whom he could project his bad feelings, his floundering ego.40 
 
 

 
July 3 
My wedding day! The culmination of 
my dearest dreams. I have at last 
attained my heart’s desire. There’s 
only one earnest prayer, one humble 
supplication at the bottom of my very 
soul—may we always be so completely 
one, always and forever so happy. 

 
 

************************** 
 

Dearest! 
 
I hope you don’t mind my usurping your private property [written on a page from 
an old 1928 diary], but I feel the urge to write you a note so I dropped in [my 
castle] and here I am, installed with the radio going (but I do wish you’d install 
this desk lamp, I can barely see!) Went over to see Dad and he was more hurt and 
indignant than angry. You see, some people from the [hall] had seen us leave the 
City Hall and told him. He of course said they were crazy until they called him up 
today and referred him to the newspaper.41  I imagine he felt like a silly ass, 
denying the fact and then have it in black and white. I listened to the lecture as 
patiently as I could without actually exploding. Ah well, you know the song and 
dance—I finally gathered that writing the news to mother would result in her 
doing something foolish---so what would you think if I went up there next 
Wednesday. Mind you, whatever you say goes, I write the letter and am leaving it 
here to meet your approval. Anything you’d like to change or add go right to it.  

                                                 
40 Donald G. Dutton, The Batterer, p. 136-139. 
41 Remember, they eloped. 
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It’s only a [limited] draft of a letter. Can’t stay tonight, best beloved, but don’t forget to 
come tomorrow to get that certificate straightened out. 

 
Oh yes, Jere, could you stop on your way to get me a 5 cent and 3 cent stamp. Please 
don’t forget, I must have them. 
 
Well, good night my darling. See you in dreamland—say, what did you mean by that 
note--! Can’t I have a wee little say about it at all, you must let me be a little eccentric! 
 
With all my love, 
G 
 
Please don’t forget to change your underwear and bring the soiled ones over. 

 
 

************************** 
 
 

Hello, darling, or is it “good morning glory” by the time you read this? Well, lover, so 
much for that—everything is packed except your razor and comb; be sure you look neat 
when you get over here! Oh yes, I looked at that room to be sure it’s nice and big and 
airy, but Jerry darling, you wouldn’t be happy in a big room like that. Especially when 
you are alone. That’s what I liked about Elm Ave. It’s airy and compact and it makes you 
feel at home easily. A couple of months you’ll be able to stand and I think the atmosphere 
will do you good, too! It’s good for you to be up on your toes, when I can’t be after you 
all the time. The house is definitely refined and genteel and believe me it will get so you 
will actually like that, type of [community], heaven help me! 
 
I’m a bit warn out and hot and in a [tizzy] so the style of this m.s. is not so very, well, you 
know, I’m actually too weary to know a meeting thought let alone write legible. I didn’t 
close the one suit case on purpose. You might want to use the robe (he said to put it back 
nice if you do) and stick comb and brush in if you can. You’ll be able to shut it I’m sure. 
Leave everything as is. I’ll be over tomorrow (or is it tonight?)  night and unpack it 
again. You might ask Mrs. Lawrence if there isn’t a place to keep the suit cases. I left the 
keys on the dresser. Gosh, it’s eleven o’clock already. By the way, “clock” say, if you 
know somebody you dislike very, very much, make them a present of that [dratted] alarm 
of your aunt’s. I took your laundry and the white pants. Give me a ring tomorrow 
afternoon. I might have time for you then! I guess that’s all. Good night lover. See you 
Wednesday and hope to hear you tomorrow. 
Love as always 
G 

 
************************** 
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[letter from F to J inserted in diary] 
July 4, 1934 
 
Best Beloved! 
 
How does it feel to walk around and tell yourself you’re a married man! Oh darling, 
darling, I’m still all agog, I live and relive that memorable twenty-four hours. I’ve rushed 
oh I don’t know how many times upstairs this morning to look at that certificate and my 
ring. I’m as pleased as punch and as happy as a child on Christmas morning. Think of 
me, heart of my heart, think of me real hard, in this mutual communication I find my only 
solace, it is so  very hard to be apart from you. But I’m not complaining, we have so 
much more to look forward to at each consecutive meeting. 
 
Oh, love me always, husband of mine. Everything seems so hazy and unreal, as if I’d 
dreamed. I can’t wait to put my hands around your face again and read your devotions in 
your eyes, then I can believe, I want so very much to caress you, to know it’s real. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[undated, handwritten pages on lined 8-1/2x11 notebook paper] 
 
Marriage under favorable circumstances is more or less a venture and gamble. Under 
presiding conditions (mine is a hazard. If that certain day in July, which started out so 
lovely, was any omen as to the future, I may as well prepare myself for the storm center 
of a hurricane and either cultivate a broad smile for protection or place a standing order 
for overshoes and umbrellas. 
 
But we were happy that first month, even under those difficulties we managed to have a 
glorious honeymoon. And it was hard to move back to his mother. I only dimly realized 
just how hard it was going to be. But fortunately I am sensible and what's more 
understanding. That lover of mine gave fair promise to be a young husband of 
dependability and quality, the kind, you know, that you can trust to feed the baby at 
regular [times] and empty the icebox pan, and this going back to an indulgent family 
either ruined those potentialities entirely or set it back considerably. I haven't the nerve 
to analyze it. I've had my choice--kindly but firmly insist on his shouldering his 
responsibility and stand on his own feet and I do loathe a nagger, even in kindness, or be 
yet another one to aid and abet in spoiling and indulging [hooked] from a different angle 
it meant all the difference of having my lover and husband wholly or not having him, of 
having a husband who thinks he needs me to having an indifferent even resentful one. 
However, I must admit to--now if I had fallen into the common [trap] which most young 
wives fall, by being blind and conceited enough to think I was absolutely essential to my 
husband's health and welfare, I would have made an unforgivable blunder that meant 
doom for our marriage from the start. Fortunately I felt instinctively that Jere could have 
struggled along quite blissfully and content without me. Mind you I didn't say without my 
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tender ministrations, for it is just that, the [aim] to make life smooth and easy for the 
object of your love that cements and holds together the tie that binds two lives together. 
  
The first discord in our harmonious association came because I hadn't learned not to 
take your in-laws seriously. You can take 'em any way you like, as long as you don't take 
them as a major factor. If you do, there's bound to be grief, unless one has a sensible 
partner. 
 
Now in spite of my previous and extensive knowledge of the family, I was foolish enough 
to be sensitive and go into a huff, just because I was snubbed like any other member of 
the family, that one would have a mad on. There's nothing SO unreasonable as the 'mad' 
of one member of a family for another, and I should have known and treated the situation 
as such instead of sulking. 
 
Of course it was indirectly his fault, for the very reason that I kept in mind all this while. 
Returning to his family he expected the same service and Obeyed orders as before. 
services that they now expected me to perform (which I do whenever possible) and orders 
which they resented . 
 
Naturally that created a great deal of friction, and first thing; I know I was the storm 
center. I don't like being a storm center so I rebelled. I must say, I went at it in a curious 
way. I couldn't have chosen a worse one if I'd spent a sleepless night selecting. 
Incidentally I made myself the miser ablest time, I wouldn't care to repeat ever. 
 
I promised my loved one peace and gave him the kind that sells at twelve to a dime 
instead of the same satisfying genuine article. Well, one learns, that's why it's good to 
look back occasionally and think a little~. 
 
The second lesson was even more important, in spite of what [smiley sine] wives tell you, 
whether they're married ten days or ten years, don't let anyone tell you that it pays to 
deceive your husband. And if t hid to save trouble I did it [unconsciously] and couldn't 
take it back, the trouble it got me into loomed far bigger than the original. In other undo 
it didn't work at all. And I have never been SO damned in my twenty-two years of life as 
at that breathtaking minute when Jerry so calmly informed me of my misdemeanors. Not 
only because I thought that fact buried and forgotten but because of his very calmness, he 
didn't approach me, nor question, and it cut me to the core. Never have I felt so ashamed 
or regretted anything as much as I did that half thoughtless lie. 
 
The third and by far the most serious quarrel between us could easily have been avoided 
if I had penned this [article) before and kept some of its points in mind. 
 
Now I suppose it was a well [precedented] law of nature that woman should love wholly, 
completely and absolutely, and I don't know should I [curse] or rejoice over the 
realization of that fact. I don't know, I only know that life without Jerry would be a totally 
empty meaningless void. I won't go into it, it sounds a little stilted, but nevertheless the 
very thought panics me. Yet knowing all that I jeopardized my own happiness by 
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stubbornly and stupidly opposing him. I knew what the outcome would be, I knew 
dammed well, I'd give in, then why in the name of all that's merciful did I whip my nerves 
into this frenzy. I can only explain it as [indinpisement]. I always do things then that in 
saner moments I wouldn't. 
 
One can be a bad cook and still a perfect mate or be in ignorance of the correct way to 
iron a dress shirt, what are laundries for anyway, but try and neglect a man’s soul and he 
is on his way for a mistress or a divorce. 
 
I gave my body into my husband’s keeping to humor, to clothe and feed and protect, he 
gave me his soul. To ease and comfort. Therein lies my path to happiness and perfect 
understanding and an immortal marriage. 
 
The first hot flush of passion wears off and it is what follows that counts for all the years 
together. And though I regretted at first the seeming neglect I knew it for what it 
pretended and revealed in the past whenever I felt in doubt and knew the real work to 
build a perfect understanding and [immortal] marriage had begun. And whenever doubts 
assailed me or courage failed, I reveled in the past; luckily we stored up so much 
glorious happiness so many [smaired] [delirious] hours to borrow from. 
 
And if I have made several bad breaks, it only goes to prove that a perfect mate is both 
born and made and one without the other is just half a measure and because I was given 
that wisdom and that doesn’t mean I got perfection [overnight]. I’ll have to struggle and 
how I know that, and fight hardest of all myself. 
 
 
July 15 
I should really keep this [chronicle] of “a romance” up. We are not out of troubled 
waters by a long chance. And things are always happening. While I confide most of my 
thoughts to my darling husband, somehow it relieves me to write it out. Life is so 
confusing and has upset all my finer calculations. I’m such an entirely different person 
now. I have to adjust my perspective on things in general all over again. Without 
realizing I’ve acquired a new dignity and a better understanding of life. It is odd that in 
something you gain a [vriting] that leaves you positively breathless. I know I have never 
known such utter contentment. There is happiness and peace only in the presence of my 
beloved counterpart. He is so very much a part of me that even if we are temporarily 
separated, he seems to be right next to my heart. What matter the disagreeable things 
that somehow sulk at the bottom of our [ourp]. What do the environments matter or even 
the common pesky little annoyances. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

We each took up a stone and threw them together 
To build this Wall of Anger ever higher 
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(The fault was as much yours as mine, Dear, 
And I would not be the one to judge which is the greater, 
 
Your fault or mine) 
But I do know this 
Someday that wall will shut out my face forever 
Nor will the ice around my heart melt under your smile 
Reflect. 
Is all this worth the price we both pay in sorrow and 
Regret. 
This building up and tearing down… and the days fly by. 
 
Why don’t you come over and cultivate my garden 
And let me plant my roses in yours 
Instead of ruthlessly digging up the tender shoots 
I lovingly tended that some day 
They might grace our common Life. 
 
Where and when did this diabolical change take place 
That made our Love grow claws to tear each other to pieces 
That makes us meet each other like two alley cats 
Ready to fight at the drop of a hat 
 
The Shining Hour grows ever dimmer and harder to remember— 
When I said “I do” and vowed to make you happy. 
Did you not also promise to take this woman for better or worse… 
Or did you vow to make me over in your own image for better or worse? 
 
Know then, Oh MY SPOUSE, I am thine one true love and thou shalt have no other love 
beside me. 
 
Thou shalt keep my person and my personal belongings inviolate. 
 
Thou shalt not fail to remove thine shaving paraphernalia and other masculine articles 
from mine kitchen which is mine own sanctum sanctotum. 
 
Thou shalt not fail to put away thine nightclothes and other soiled or discarded articles 
of clothing. 
 
Thou shalt respect the dogs which are mine friends and remember—they are members of 
the family 
 
Thou shalt NEVER criticize mine person nor yet the food I have prepared, in front of 
others. 
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The Honeymoon 
 
 
Mom and Dad were married in the middle of the Great Depression. They were lucky and 
did not become personally acquainted with bread lines because they always managed to 
scrounge a job somewhere. 
 
During many of those early years my mother was a maid—complete with black dress and 
starched white apron!! As a matter of fact, she was a “live in” maid on the day she was 
married. Mother recalls the Samualsons fondly; she says everything she knows about 
keeping a house she learned there. Considering mother’s (deserved) reputation as a 
sloppy housekeeper, the cooking lessons must have been the most memorable. The cook, 
for example, taught here to braise her stew meat to “sear in the juices” prior to cooking. 
Mother was always an exceptionally fine “home cookin’” type cook with a wide 
repertoire which went from yeast rolls to sauerbraten (German pot-roast). She wasn’t one 
for sauces, and cakes never got icing in our house, but even during the leanest time the 
family was always well fed. And because she was a conscientious wife and mother, she 
even studied nutrition so that her meals would be well-balanced.42 
 
In 1934, however, when Mrs. Samualson found out mother had gotten married, she 
wouldn’t let her “live in” anymore—a wife’s place is with her husband. Mother 
commuted for awhile.  

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Thou shalt not idolize thine work to the exclusion of mine person. 
Thou shalt put mine welfare above all else at all times, even as I do thine. 
Thus shall I love thee and honor and worship thee forevermore. 
SEHLAH43 

 
 

                                                 
42 Mother also worked as a maid (or babysitter) for the Cribari family, and in 1939 was 
apparently again living separately from dad. The Cribaris had a child named Camille, 
“Mia” to Mother, after whom I was named. 
 
43 I think SEHLAH must have had a private meaning because I couldn’t really find a 
satisfactory definition. I did find a reference in 
www.antiquos.com/arqueotour/atlantis/georgeos-diaz-montexano-atlantis-plato-
articles.html wherein the author seems to have been translating old Babylonian and Greek 
documents. It’s a bit garbled, but based on what he writes, I think Mom and Dad used the 
word to me something like “the great one in his wisdom has spoken.” 



68 

************************************* 
 
 

It appears that the “essay” below is Father’s response to Mother’s “demands.”Notice how 
demanding he is—“trifles,” “dripping water,” “open doors.” He is clearly in the midst of 
the tension-building phase of the batterer.. The cyclical batterer does NOT react to 
external cues; he reacts to increasing internal pressures. So no matter how hard everyone 
trys to prevent an outburst, there’s no way to prevent it. During the first, or tension-
building, phase of the battering cycle, the batterer will be increasingly moody and mean 
to his spouse. He demeans her, heaps abuse upon her, blames her. The abuser begins to 
ruminate, obsessing on the “thought pattern of blame, bad feelings and fantasized 
recrimination.”44 The victim’s initial (normal) response is “reason.” 45 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Know then, OH MY SPOUSE! I am thine one true love and thou shalt have no 
other love beside me. 
 
Thou shalt respect mine work which is important to OUR welfare. 
 
Thou shalt not intrude nor allow intrusion upon mine mental concentrations 
without just cause. 
 
Verily it has been wisely said ‘tis the needle pricks that drive men mad, 
THEREFORE shalt thou refrain from irritating me with trifles. 
 
Thou shalt remember that dripping water and open doors are sources of 
annoyance to me. 
 
Thou shat not call me from mine labor in vain. 
 
Thou shalt not fail to remove all foreign matter from mine workshop at thine 
earliest convenience. 
 
Thou shalt not offend mine ears with illiterate or loud speech. 
 
Thou shalt put mine welfare above all else at all times, even as I do thine. 
 
Thus shall I love thee and honor and worship thee forevermore. 
 
SELAH 

 

                                                 
44 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 44. 
45 Ibid., The Abusive Personality, p. 78 



69 

************************************* 
A dry, brown leaf caught in my hair 
and with it’s pungent autumn scent released 
all cares and worries from my troubled mind 
So here I stand and breathlessly behold 
This beauty spread before my eager gaze, 
This age old magic turning leaves to gold 
And crimson in a glorious blaze 
 
I versus Myself 
 
The Truth, the whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth 
 
“For it isn’t enough to know 
what I do, I must know 
why, only by knowing the 
motive can I correct my 
faults.” 
 
 

**************************** 
 
Thoughts on Philosophy 
 
After dipping lightly into what is generally known as the Best in Philosophy, I emerged 
somewhat dazed and whole-heartedly agreeing with Socrates that—“One thing only I 
know, that is that I know nothing.” 
 
But my curious mind, having once tasted of knowledge and accepting even so small a 
fragment of truth, was not content to relapse into its accustomed state of negligence. 
There must be more to philosophy than just the realization of Man’s immense ignorance. 
It is Truth we are after and it is truth we want. And only through closer acquaintance 
with those who think and clothe their thoughts in words can we in a small measure, 
gather wisdom and apply it to our daily lives as we see fit. To live is to learn, and we 
learn that we may be capable to live better, therefore Knowledge is Life. And endless 
circle, it is true, but an ever widening one. Consider the Truths these Philosophers have 
so laboriously sought out, and take only those from each as are needed to pattern our 
own conception of happiness. There is a world of consolation in philosophy, even if only 
for the pleasure of thinking logically. Logic—that is the keyword. To find a reason, to ask 
the why and the wherefore. To question and determine the cause of an action. WHY do I 
do what I do? To it? I ask with Socrates. What is it, why is it? To know what causes an 
action is to adjust it and understand it. (I may even add that I asked myself WHY I cling 
to your friendship with such tenacious intensity. But who wants to apply cold logic to 
terms of affection?!!) 
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The Lady Desires… 

 
1 silk nightgown 3.00 
2 silk slips 4.00 
4 pr stockings 2.50 
Good girdle 1.00 
 10.00 

 
1 black skirt 4.00 
Long sleeved sweater 2.00 
Black sleeveless sweater 1.00 
Black suede shoes 3.00 
Dress either plaid or grey 5.00 
  

25.00 
 

Brown gloves 1.00 
New brown bag 1.00 
Vanishing cream .75 
Tissues .25 
Set of puffs .25 
Nail polish rose .10 
Sleeve protectors ? 
  

So philosophy is, after all, not infallible, but to attain perfectness in any form would mean 
to lose something infinitely more precious to us, the pleasure of anticipation. 
 
To strive for perfection, for the best, yes, that should be the aim of all of us, but 
Perfection in its start reality would appall us. We couldn’t understand it, nor, I wager, 
recognize it. Philosophy points the way, let him who may follow in the path to 
Knowledge, it can do no more for us. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

July 16, 1934 
 
Dearest Mary! 
 
Thanks for that lovely letter, my dear, you’ve been sweet. Please be nice and forgive the 
added delay, but then you know how it is, or don’t you! I tell you one thing, however, if I 
had a dollar for every one of those numerous “How’s married life” queries, I’d be able 
to retire. But you, of all people are entitled to the truth, the whole truth, and nothing else 
but. Therefore, let me assure you from the bottom of 
my heart that there’s no bliss on earth greater than 
the joy of being married to a fellow like—Jerry. Oh 
gosh, Mary, it’s Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, with me every 
conscious minute of my life. I don’t know how the 
eyes of the world look at him but he’s just aces high 
with me. He’s my life, my faith, and the justification 
of my very existence. But don’t stop me, let me rave 
on and on, or perhaps the subject is boring to you, 
since you must, by necessity, remain quite mute! Oh 
Mary, I’m so happy and even more so, and to think 
this wicked world (my world) tried to deprive me of 
this supreme contentment. Oh well, let me come 
down out of the clouds and go on with the tale. Life, 
Mary, plays you the most astonishing tricks. So far, 
as far as we two are concerned, everything has 
turned out just fine, but not as we expected or 
planned it. I’ve finally gotten to the stage where I’d 
just as soon sit back and let Madam Fate do her 
damdest, since she seems to put her oar in anyway 
and what’s more, to the best. In the first place Mrs. 
Samuels found out about this, through a “dear” 
friend and neighbor who has nothing better to do than to read the Argus inside out, 
especially death, marriage, and birth notices, etc. which seems to have turned out in my 
favor since Mrs. S. allowed me to have my husband visit me two afternoons a week, such 
as Tuesday and Sunday, and extended the privilege and courtesy to let me stay out all 
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night three times a week. So much for that. As for the house, Oh Mary, much as I love to 
have it, I felt it would be too much of a burden and it wouldn’t make me happy unless I 
could stay in it. You know what I mean! Right now it is absolutely necessary for me to go 
on working. I want to see a bank account. And furniture costs money too, and ______. So 
Jerry took a room, the cutest dearest little room and bath for $5.00 right down a couple 
of blocks from my house, and it worked wonderful these two weeks, I was free to come 
and go there, had my own key, and in general, felt pretty much at home. It was my home. 
And now the sad part comes in, Jerry’s mother had a reverse in her finances, which 
necessitated her moving into cheaper quarters—and can you beat it—she picks on our 
house. Our house!!! Do you realize the tragedy of that! And Jerry’s going to have a room 
there. Oh Mary, I never let on, but I was heartbroken. To go in that dear little kitchen and 
knowing it’s not mine, just to have a room in the house I’d planned on, that I’d furnished 
so cozily in my imagination. It was almost too much. It wasn’t Jerry’s fault or his 
mother’s, but oh I don’t know—I hope, sincerely hope, it works out that way, and nobody 
knows but I and now you, how I feel about it, Jerry merely guesses it but I won’t admit 
it’s so so what can he do anyway. I’ll do my best and expect him to do it too. It won’t be 
for long until I quit my job, maybe it’ll be best after all. Maybe I’m just greedy, but I want 
him all to myself. I want to feel he has me and me only. As far as he’s concerned, Mary, 
I’m as hard as nails and immovable as a mountain, he’s mine. Why I even wash and iron 
his shirts and underwear and socks. That’s why these two weeks were so nice, it was just 
us two. I’d boss him a little as far as domesticity goes, and he bosses me a little as far as 
authority goes, and we love each other so very much it’s a pleasure to submit to the 
other. I woke up, Mary, and found myself all woman. When I look at it, it seems as if I 
stepped through a door, an actual door, oh well, words ail you, and you must experience 
it to understand and at that this understanding is very rare. I consider myself fortunate 
indeed to look at it with new eyes. And I thank Jerry for that, I show my appreciation of 
that by living only for him, and he in his turn is grateful for my companionship and 
tenderness and retaliates in kind, so you see the circle goes on and on. It gets deeper and 
deeper. 
 
Oh I don’t know why I tell you this, Mary, you couldn’t… 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

August 16 
What is the matter with me, what happened to us! Oh my God, I’m all at lose ends, I—I 
who put his happiness above mine, I who consider his peace of mind at any price, I go 
ahead and indulge in a spree of self-pity and egotism, I sweep myself into a state that in 
my saner moments never thought myself capable of. What in the name of heaven made me 
do such a stupid fool thing. It is like nursing a frail flower into bloom only until one 
careless gesture to nip it in the bud. Whatever the mental punishment that was meted out 
to me, it was just. It seemed unkind and harsh and loveless, but whatever he said or did 
he was justified. 
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August 17 
I realize it now more than ever before, he has 
complete control over me—body and soul. I 
thank providence that he is as he is, I love him 
for his honesty and aloofness, I admire his 
irresistibility to bribery. But I swear here and 
now to myself by the love I bear him I shall 
never again belittle him. If it is an ordinary 
romance I want with its ordinary proceedings, I 
should have chosen an ordinary mate. That I 
did not gives me credit (and shows me hope!). I 
chose my lover for the fineness and character 
that I dimly perceived, dimly but dully accepted 
and [asked] for. My job is not finished, but I set 
myself back 
 
 
August 18 
Now, I lost time. 
Dare I tell him that in my heart of hearts I failed him even for one split second? His faith 
in my womanly understanding is shaken enough, perhaps later when I have fully regained 
his precious love and respect I shall confess that I accused him, if in my [extremely] 
nervous condition, during a half hour of heartbreaking agony of disloyalty, negligence, 
selfishness, in short, all the disagreeable things generally only found in the villain of an 
old fashioned stage play. 
 
 
August 26 
Oh Lord I don’t know what to do. 
 

 
************************************* 

 
 

[letter from F to J inserted in diary] 
 
Monday, 9.17.34 
 
Was ever a woman so sorely taxed!  
 
Dearest One, you must have realized, even as you drove me to the point of final and 
definite decision that the answer could never, under any circumstances be other than—
yes. 
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That was settled, as you yourself said, a long time ago. If there is ever, or could ever be, 
a question of choice, it is you, and always you, first last and always. If you understood me 
quite as well as you expect me to fathom your whims you would have known that I 
agitated myself last night so only because I was trying to pit my will against yours. Quite 
futile, I admit, because I realized quickly the earnestness of the situation. But you stung 
me to the quick by saying I was soft and sentimental. Giving in so quickly to your [world] 
only [leave] strengthened that opinion. I admit Mother is a complication46 and the only 
cause of this estrangement between us. It need never have happened, dearest, but that’s 
neither here nor there. But I refuse to be dominated, even by you, and I love you. I should 
say, you least of all. 
 
You shouldn’t have let it go as it did. I faithfully reported each letter and each morsel of 
conversation to you (don’t ever call me sneaky and underhanded again!) But since you 
made no move, either way I naturally presumed, you tolerated it as long as there were no 
further maternal interferences. My error, I should have known you better. However, let’s 
throw all our grievances and differences together into the past and forget it, shall we, 
darling! The villain is learning, my dear. I shall not so soon forget it either, not to mix my 
[ones] the next time. Be good again to your repentant sinner, and love me dearest, not 
just with your passion but your heart and mind as well. I want to feel I’m close to you 
again, not so much for the thrill of contact but the delicious joy in life a complete 
understanding brings, of contentment and peace. 
 
As ever, 
Semper Fidelis 

 
************************************* 

 
 

Friday October 26, 1934 
I listened to the Philadelphia Symphony Orchestra 
yesterday… I don’t know, but there is something about 
music such as that that just strikes me dumb. I couldn’t 
utter a word about it, except perhaps a formal, 
hackneyed phrase, to save my life. What could the 
world ‘beautiful’ or even ‘exquisite’ convey of the 
emotions that play with you and through you, that 
intoxicate with the richness and fullness of tone, the 
splendor of harmony. 
 
I can’t speak but my soul lifts its wings and dances with every lilt of the violin, while my 
poor clumsy carcass clings like a leaden weight to the soil. Every lilt is a painful break 
that keeps me breathless with suspension, every glorious outburst sweeps me along, up 
and up, and then leaves me limp and spent. I know of but one other emotion that is 
capable of carrying me to such dizzying height. 

                                                 
46 Grandma Miller didn’t approve of the marriage, and as I recall Mother saying, she was estranged for a 
full year afterwards. 
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I know too little about composition, however, to venture any remarks, I do regret hearing 
good music so seldom. Why, I hardly even recognize them, either by name or tune, can’t 
even reproduce more than a few bars in my mind, but I do know, I thrill to them every 
time. I feel them, deeply, they’re joy and peace, but I can’t give them words. 
 
Jere can and does articulate. I remember he wrote to me once after listening to 
Beethoven’s Seventh Symphony. He spoke of it as ‘a man’s railing against futility.’ At 
that time I was unfamiliar with that symphony, but I’ve heard it since then “mit 
Verstand” and I know railing was never Beethoven’s way. He scorned fate. He may have 
complained bitterly about his unfortunate failings but such bitterness never penetrated 
the music he wrote. His music was greater than the man, it had to be. Beethoven exulted 
in strength and power and that strength and power leaps a hundredfold from his music. I 
am only one on the fringe of his listeners and profess to know nothing about it, but that 
exultance and perfect ego did reach out and grip me. 
 
But that only goes to show that everyone reads his own soul into music, everyone listens 
for what they wish to hear. 
 
But to get back to yesterday—it was restful to be all alone in that big house [seated] by 
the window and watching the wind tossed trees and drifting leaves. Strange that that 
leaden sky didn’t distress me, rather it filled me with a strange wild joy. A joy that 
rippled through my blood and made me want to throw out my arms and inhale deeply of 
that buoyant life out there. 
 
It was only with great reluctance that I drew myself away to attend my duties, but that joy 
of living stayed with me, and made even the irksome joy of preparing supper merely a 
stepping stone. Oh Lord I’m glad to be young and alive, glad to feel and enjoy, glad to be 
sufficient onto myself. 
 
 
Sunday October 28, 1934 
Well, the children had their party last night and it sure did turn out successful. It is so 
easy to keep those kids amused, if [we] only give them half a chance. But, oh my, Laura! 
That girl is fast growing up. I don’t know, but I don’t like it, don’t like it one bit that she’s 
got such a taste for petting. But what else can we grown-ups do but stand by and watch 
with apprehension [such] young passion. 
 
Lord knows life is long and mature years full of cares and [sumus], it seems such a 
shame to see them try so hard to get away from their childhood. Why, oh why must young 
hearts wake up so soon! Their kissing is innocent pleasure now, but how much longer 
before they search for new excitement, how much longer before they discover the real 
temptation of sex. 
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Oh, it’s mean of me to be so pessimistic, there’s really no call to conjure up the 
devil, the idea was to give those children a pleasant evening, and I think we 
succeeded. 
 
 
November 1 
Jere Love—I suppose I’m just a damned fool—but I am so anxious about you I 
just know you’ll get up and act as ugly and vicious as a wild boar…criticizing the 
turkey and the stuffing, yelling at the kids, grumbling about the house, etc. and all 
the while I know it probably is all my own fault. Darling I do hate to come over 
and hear all those complaints about your temper. I do wish you could see the 
humor in life in general and around you in particular. 
 
Dear Jere, I’m really dreadfully sorry I provoked you, but in all fairness to me, 
can anybody be expected to be exhibiting the patience and sweet disposition of a 
saint, being woke out of a sound slumber and forced to undergo a severe cross-
examination [floured] with a goodly amount of distrust!!! Before I can say the 
sensible thing I find myself dripping sarcasm and resentment. When I should have 
been exercising my capacity for soothing full well knowing how tired and 
disgusted you were. You had me so upset even your subsequent lovemaking (I 
couldn’t help but thrill to you!) couldn’t make me forget the [nasty] things that 
were said. Of course, I’m troubled when I’d give anything just anything to make 
you happy and contented—and I always find myself up against the same blank 
wall, always the same problem. You! Oh my darling, why don’t you help me why 
don’t you make it a little easier for me. 

 
 

************************************ 
 
 

Jealousy and distrust are also hallmarks of the three-cycle batterer. Father is clearly and 
once again in the throes of a tension-building phase. Note that Mother accepts the blame 
for the disturbances. And note that he wakes her from a sound sleep to berate her; this, 
too, is a common phase I occurrence. 
 
Mother is now exhibiting more of the victim responses documented by Dutton. She 
“Attempts to calm partner; Stays away from family, friends, support system.” 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

November 10, 1934 
Ah Kristian, are we then so very unlike? Kristion Lawransdatter—brainchild of a 
woman who has drunk deeply of Life to paint such a shining wild picture. So 
might she have painted myself and many others. Did I not come to know the 
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power man can get over women’s soul, did I not taste the sweetness of surrender. 
Those words of hate and tenderness, are they so strange to me? God knows it 
seemed as if I’d opened the pages of my soul and read them. 
 
You poor fair child of the [ ] you carried heavy on your fate. You forget too soon, 
let the cares of everyday drown out the headstrong passion in your blood. But 
what other advice had you—poor poor victim of an [ancient] times. 
 
I might grow heavy of mind were I to wear out my body and soul in childbearing. 
That God that is spared me. 
 
Is it a wonder though, that the dearest of lovers grow estranged as it a [  ] Erlend 
said to Kristian life with her was one succession of fast days. And what is more 
[worrying] to a man than to look at his wife and always find her heavy with child. 
And pity a good [institution] for love and neither realizes that love has grown, oh 
so cold, until they’re both so far apart they can never find the way each to the 
other’s heart. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Mother had an abortion during this time—a scary back-street abortion—and I wonder if 
the above entry is referring to the reason for it. Batterers are intensely threatened by their 
wive’s pregnancies. Dutton writes, “The husband fears the baby will replace him in his 
wife’s affections.”47 Pregnancy is, in fact, one of the most dangerous times for the victim.  

 
************************************* 

 
 

Sunday, December 2, 1934 
God, I could just cry if that weren’t so silly. But how else can I find relief from 
this high tension! What a dreadful mess things are in. I swear I pay a heavy price 
for the privilege of living.  
 
Complications just pile up and up with never a clear path ahead. But I must 
straighten myself out, I simply must get things [down] orderly. 
 
There’s another. How can I describe in words just how that idea tears my heart. 
He will never, never understand it. Never see the debt of honor, of life itself, that I 
owe mother. Never see that I love her as my mother, no matter what she has done. 
He cannot understand the compassion in a woman’s heart. And because I am a 
woman I understand mother can’t help still loving her. True, we have nothing in 
common, she aggravates and bores me. I’m not choosing her for a friend, I don’t 
seek her society for the pleasure of her society, but because of that duty, which he  

                                                 
47 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 46 
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is too blinded by anger and resentment to realize. He taxes me so sorely—that scene last 
night. Oh why did I permit it. Do I ever know them so little! 
 
It isn’t that I don’t want to choose—oh no, if I could see the need of it I could sacrifice 
more, that’s just it—I don’t see the need of it. But he’s so stubborn so locked with that 
obsession there is no use trying to convince him. I have only to look back and 
remember— 
 
Why does he say those things to me! I could never, that I know, never bear that from 
anybody else. And barely can I from him. There’s no use telling myself that it isn’t true, 
that I do have a sense of the [correct] in dress, that I’m not tactless or thoughtless. Now 
sewing is added to the list. Lord sometimes I feel I shall explode. Words fail me in white 
hot anger. What use is there in knowing that other people don’t think so, as long as he 
has the most convictions that what he says is so. That’s the hell of it. He is sincere, he 
thinks so and nothing I do or say will ever convince him otherwise.48 
 
Now sewing—that’s a slap in the face and shows how much he knows. Just “because I 
buy my clothes!”49 Oh you incredible males. It is almost funny. And I guess so it is with 
everything. But I can’t laugh dammit, I can’t laugh that off. My sense of humor deserts 
me when it comes to his opinion of me. 
 
Every once so often, when I’m least prepared for it, he get’s that awful mood. There’s no 
reasoning with him. No use coaxing he only gets more aggravated, if I keep silent he is 
provoked, if I speak I lose my temper. God, answer me that riddle, what am I to do. But I 
swear I’ll learn to manage him, if it takes all my strength, my love, and my life to do it. 
 
 
December 30 
The time will come when it is for me to forgive—then I shall remember. I shall remember 
how I pleaded and he was mute—how every tear that I honestly tried to suppress was like 
a drop of red hot lead. I’ll remember that, in spite of all my entreaties, he allowed me to 
go to work without a word of hope or kindness. I shall remember this day—long as a 
lifetime and as full of pain and fear—a day when I needed all my faculties for my work 
and could not help but keep three quarters of my mind on him. 
 
Yes, I shall remember—and forgive! For such is my love. If I were to match hardness 
with hardness and indifference with indifference we would never have celebrated our first 
Christmas together. He will never weaken, never, never, and I cannot, dare not, do ought 
else but I must surrender to him and that Gethsemane is punishment in itself.50 

 
                                                 
48 Re-typing this in 2001 I can’t help but be struck at the similarity between the way that father talked to 
mother and the way Ed  Flores talked to me. 
49 Grandmother Casagrande was apparently an excellent seamstress. I think she earned her living as a 
seamstress and surely made everyone’s clothes, not buying them off the rack. 
50 Mother told us that, some time during their first year, they had a fight. Every time he threw something, 
she threw something back. Pretty soon they were surrounded by broken stuff. He went off to work, and she 
cleaned up the mess, deciding then and there that there was nothing to be gained by fighting back. 



78 

If I seem careless and lighthearted or even lazily indifferent, be pleased to 
remember it is because I can’t permit myself to be serious. If I let myself think 
seriously I could never bear this nor him. I couldn’t love him as I do. If I 
laughingly pass our differences off it is because I know that is our only safeguard. 
I have taken a lot and will continue to do so, not for lack of spirit, far from it, but 
because I have sense and vision. I have taken a lot from his mother, more than I 
thought possible of taking from any living soul. I’ve been hurt and insulted, angry 
and resentful but I forgave, for love of him. I have always put his happiness 
before mine and will always do so. I’m not complaining, it isn’t my nature to beat 
my forehead against a wailing wall. I can’t see the sense of wasting time and 
energy in useless regretting and penance. He can’t see that, he insists on crushing 
my spirit, and it takes so much courage to bear it. Oh, Jere Love, I adore you so. 

 
 

**************************** 
 
 

“He insists on crushing my spirit,” she wrote. How apt. That is exactly what the batterer 
must do—because “These men have a need to shame and humiliate another human being, 
to finally obliterate their own shame and humiliation.”51 
 
 

**************************** 
 
 

(handwritten love letter from F to Mr. . Jere Casagrande, Jr. , 133 North 8th Ave. 
City--no stamp, letter wasn't mailed, but it was sealed and open)  
 
March 13, 1935 
 
Dearest One ! ! 
 
I know I haven't written you a love letter for ages and ages---but with my mind 
and soul so full of you today, I just have to pour it out to you! I can't keep this 
ecstasy to myself any longer (and you considered last night's experience more or 
less a failure!!!) I'm simply walking around with my head in the clouds-living 
again and again those precious moments. You're in my arms and in my heart. 
Darling, my body just aches from you, but every ache is an ecstatic pleasure--a 
token of your reciprocation. The flame of desire that burned so hot and bright and 
high last night consumed itself into a cozy and comfortable warmth, the sort of 
feeling you'd get coming away from a cold, hard winter night into a soft bed and 
snuggling up against a beloved body . Ob my own darling was mortal woman 
ever so blessed, to lose one's self in another is to attain such unbelievable heights. 
The wealth and power the mind unlocks with such a simple key. ----- 

 
                                                 
51 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 35. 
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You have crowned my womanhood with such glory as could not possibly be conceived of 
this sordid planet. 
 
You have given me so much--so very much and the wells of your understanding and love 
seem never to run dry, no matter how large my demand. You've become so much a part of 
me--a wish, a thought half [formed] in my subconscious and it's already dedicated to you 
and accepted by you. 
 
Dearest there is but one earnest and constant prayer in my heart, not to keep our 
happiness intact, but to be capable of lifting you also out of the baseness, the meanness 
and narrow-mindedness of this life. If I can infuse but a part of my feeling into our 
relationship, but a part of the power that has me in its grip.-then it is complete, then, why, 
dearest, our love is immortal. Best beloved, all these my spoken words, all that agony of 
longing can only be quenched in the consummation of love, in you. I miss you so, oh how 
I miss you, 
 
Yours ever and ever 
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1935 Journal 
 
...urge to bluff things out, is just no go. I hate a bluffer, and though, like most people 
don’t care to pursue and nail it down, I’m not impressed by it, so I can’t expect to do it to 
others. For my own sake and the sake of the regard of the only person on earth I care 
about, I simply must smother this crazy impulse. 
 
This has been most pronounced and apparent in my contact with K. She has a knack of 
rousing my antagonism and contrariness. I feel I ought not to permit her and the fact that 
she often does get under my skin drives me mad. She spoiled it from the very beginning; I 
simply will not permit anyone to patronize and [boss] me. I’ll rebel every time and then a 
mule is a docile lamb in comparison with me. I’m not by nature belligerent and hate 
scenes, so it has come to comparatively few breaks, although we always seem to tremble 
on the brink of a quarrel. I can’t be in her company five minutes without feeling on the 
defensive. 
 
All night they say:  “Der Klngere gibt nach,” to sit back on my haunches and act like a 
mule brings me no glory. Besides it’s her life job and I truly don’t care more than my 
bread and butter about it. So if she wants to run the place I shall try for the sake of my 
own nerve to cooperate. If such cooperation entails aloofness and [unsociability] and 
[taciturnity[ for me, that’s not my fault. It should be easy enough to keep strictly to myself 
as much as possible. 
 
Of course I can’t accept so much as a bread crumb under the circumstances because 
whatever else I am, I’m not insincere or hypocritical. And I loathe being under obligation 
to someone I consider my inferior and whom I can’t even despise because of his 
insignificance. 
 
 
       Saturday, September 7, 1935 
I sometimes think it very fortunate indeed for the tranquility of our wedded life, that I do 
most of my serious fretting over an ironing board or into a dish pan. By the time I come 
into the presence of my celestial Lord and Master, I’ve invariably reached the happy 
conclusion that all the concentrated worrying in the world won’t pay even one of those 
perniciously recurring evils “your bill is long overdue, etc.”--I don’t , as a rule, let it 
bother me, but it seems that occasionally the urge (confound my literary taste!) to see the 
case in black or white, if only for reference, gets just too much for me. My mind 
frantically darts around searching for a solution. 
 
I really tried my best to make our marriage a success, indeed I hardly think I could do 
any more. And I do think now it isn’t up to me any more to make further suggestions or 
efforts. We must simply drift with the tide of events. If worst comes to worst we start from 
scratch. 
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Newlyweds, 1936 
 
 
In 1936 both Mom and Dad were working in a factory (CC of A), he in the laboratory 
and she on various parts of the line. The 1936 diaries show clearly what married life was 
like before the children came. The cycle of abuse, if quite subtle, had already begun. 
 
There are three parts to the cycle52. The length of each is not fixed and can vary from 
minutes to years, but battering relationships apparently always include these three distinct 
phases. In the first phase the batterer begins assaulting his partner with verbal and/or 
physical criticism and/or abuse. Tension mounts and abuse escalates, but in phase one the 
batterer is, by definition, in control of himself. 
 
In phase two, the tension is discharged; the batterer loses control, and abuse is generally 
severe. This is generally when the battered partner has negative feelings—seeks help, 
goes to a shelter, initiates a divorce, is angry and determined. 
 
In phase three the trap is sprung. The batterer is contrite, loving, charming. There are 
flowers and other presents, great love-making, protestations of undying love and "It will 
never happen again." The battered partner remembers how much she loves her spouse, 
leaves the hospital, cancels the divorce, and the cycle begins again. 
 
In 1936, however, Father was still in the “tension building phase.” Both Mother and 
Father were still adjusting to marriage. Mother, having “adjusted,” wrote the following 
just after their second anniversary: 
 

(handwritten on piece of paper stuck in diary ) 
August 19 
If he hadn't had a toothache, he wouldn't have been cranky 
If he hadn't been cranky he wouldn't have made me irritable 
If he hadn't made me irritable he wouldn't have broken the chair 
If he hadn't broken the chair I wouldn't have knocked the radio over 
If I hadn't broken the radio he wouldn't have wrecked the place and struck me. 
If he hadn't struck me he wouldn't have broken my glasses 
If he hadn't broken my glasses I wouldn't have a headache all week 
And I'm still miserable with that headache 
 
 
(Journal Entry) 
Friday, August 28, 1936 

                                                 
52 Lenore Walker’s 1979 book, The Battered Woman, provides a seminal description of the characteristics 
of such women. She later coined the phrase “Battered Woman Syndrome” which has been used as a 
criminal defense. 
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I’ve come to another very important crossroad in my life where I must decide, 
once and for all, on one thing or another. 
 
It is inevitable that other interests crowd me out of his consciousness for the time, 
and I must make up my mind to accept second place even though it makes me 
most unhappy. 
 
Unfortunately, I put my all into my love and nothing else exists or is of any 
importance than my passion. But it will never do to make him a slave to my 
whims. And though it breaks my heart I must learn to accept and bear with his 
absorptions. I simply must learn to amuse myself by myself, to live by myself 
again. 

 
Mother’s didn’t begin writing again until the fall, and those diary entries are light hearted 
and prosaic. She proudly inscribed her diary with  
 

Mrs. Jere Casagrande, Jr.  
133 North Fulton Ave.  
Mount Vernon, N. Y . 

 
********************** 

 
October 25 
Sunday 
Slept very late. Took Winkie for a 
walk to get the Times while Jere 
made breakfast. Betty came up 
while I was cleaning. Washed my 
hair and she set it for me very 
nicely too. 
 
Loafed all the rest of the day. After 
supper visited with Mrs. Smyth 
awhile. Stayed to keep her 
company while she ironed. Am 
very much afraid my full heart 
spilled over. Too much so. 
 
 
October 26 
Of course it had to rain today before I got halfway to work. After all of Betty's 
effort I looked like a drowned kitten. Jere had to work late. Felt (piIIik) all day, 
work was slow and my back ached unbearably. There was such a fierce storm on 
the way home, I could hardly make headway and here I was without hat, coat, 
gloves or stockings. Was almost frozen and almost wept with helpless rage. Just 
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about got thawed out then started back for Jere. Brought two wool caps to keep 
our ears warm. 

 
 
October 27 
Felt sick as a dog and decided to stay home for the day. 
Did go out for a few errands. Went to the 1ibrary and found I’d forgotten the card. Came 
back for it. By two oclock finally settled in bed with a contented sigh. Stayed there til Jere 
came home. Mrs. Hubbard came up to see about Mr. Calleren well that's a load off my 
mind. I'm glad it's settled. 
 
 
October 29 
Mr. Calleren was here at last and seems to have made a good job of it too. Thank God. 
Went out later for a walk and bought two whole pounds of Fanny Farmer candy and 
some cigarettes. We enjoyed it enormously. Winkie just loves her walks. We ought to take 
her more often poor doggie. 
 
 
October 30  
Friday 
Had an altercation with Jere again because of the dog. My poor baby had a toothache, 
that's what made him so cranky. At lunchtime I find he'd not come to work so I got on the 
bike and hurried home as fast as I could in that wind. It was awfully hard going. Took all 
my willpower to keep going. Find he had the tooth pulled and, my, he looked a sight! He 
stayed home of course. I was late for work but who cares. ! 
 
 
November 8 
I'm disgusted. Here I wrangled a weekend out of Harold and did you ever see such 
disgusting weather! ! 
 
Adelaide dropped in on us last Monday, right in the middle of a beautiful squabble. The 
dog as usual. Jere was all for packing her off again but I persuaded him to let her stay. I 
took her down to the plant and asked Harold to get her a job. He did; she's working in 
the mica department. It seems to work all right; she helps a little with the housework and 
goes out every night. 
 

********************* 
 
Sunday, November 15, 1936—Journal Entry 
Now that I’ve [downed] and partly digested [Sealmy’s ] “What makes us seem Queer” I 
wonder whether I’m better equipped to cope with both Jere’s and my own mental quirks. 
Judging from the past volcanic eruptions I should say I need guidance badly. The 
fundamentals of marriage are beginning to tremble. I cannot hope to educate him to 
cooperate with my own mental queernesses, the poor dear is so preoccupied with his own 



84 

work, the only other course open is for me to try to reshape my mental attitude to make 
room for him. Surely my love is big enough to lift me out of myself and  give me a 
broader scope of understanding and tolerance. Surely it is strange that I should lay my 
hands on the very books I wanted to help me solve my difficulty. 
 
Well, if the mountain won’t come to Mohammed (funny a little chit like you being called a 
mountain), I, Mohammed, the [exalted] will have to come to you once more. 
 
 

*********************** 
 
November 22 
I'm so frightfully disappointed. Another idol has shown his clay feet. I thought Harold 
was so very nice and a real square fellow and he's just a four-flusher after all. Deceiving, 
like most of the males. How could he deceive [Lucy] like that. Why? He knew he couldn't 
get away with it. Too many people knew about his wife and three children. He even tried 
to kid me for the longest while. Oh, it's all so sordid. 
 
Oh my sweet husband. I'm so glad you’re different. I know I hold you high and love and 
need [wtl share it with anyone. You are mine and mine alone. Do you wonder that I 
cherish you so and adore you. 
 
 
November 27 
It was too bad Jere couldn't get the Thanksgiving weekend off. But work is work, and we 
did have a wonderful time. We made [in with] Harold and were supposed to go back with 
him. But when I called him up he said he was leaving at (four) and that was much too 
early. We were having such a grand time. Tante Rose and Lawrence, Lotte, Erick 53and 
Eddie were there. We were singing and playing games etc. 
 
 
November 28 
Adelaide Casagrande: (left) 

 
**************************** 

 
[handwritten paper inserted] 
  
draft of a letter that was never sent. 
November 30 
It is really too bad that you bad to run out on us like this. You didn't even have the 
decency to let us know, not that it would have mattered anyhow, you were free to come 
and go as you chose. I can see now that you knew last Thursday already that you weren’t 
coming back. I suppose there's no need to become melodramatic, you know very well 

                                                 
53 Friends of my grandmother. There are a zillion pictures of the group in the 1950s. Aunt Rose later 
became my godmother. 
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what I mean when I say I'm through with you. Even if you didn't lose your job at the plant 
I wouldn’t shelter you again even if you had no place to lay your head, not for one night. 
I’ll not live with anyone I can't trust and you have proven time and again that you cannot 
ever be open and aboveboard. The responsibility of having such an unbalanced person in 
the house is more than I care to bear. Therefore, I don't want you ever to set foot into my 
house again. I shall go to no further trouble on your account. You may come and get your 
things and your check then I'll have nothing more to do with you.. You are Jere's sister as 
far as I'm concerned, that's all. 

 
 

**************************** 
 
 

December 6 
The stork arrived at last and I’m about worn out. It's almost as if I had the puppies. 
Benita started right after breakfast and was restless all afternoon. I [curled] next to her 
box and even fell asleep with my hand on her. Around five the first one came. Light fawn 
just like [Benny] and sometime after the other one chocolate brown and so tiny. I thought 
it would never come, but between us we managed to get it out. Both are males and so 
sweet. They're all doing fine now. 
 
 
December 17 
Harold had to go into Yonkers for his wife so Jere and I went along to take the puppies to 
Mt. Vernon. Christmas I’ll have my hands too full to take them [two]. Harold, Rose and 
Margie had supper at our house. It was just scrambled eggs and toasted bread for the 
whole bunch. I hardly got anything myself. Got to Mt. Vernon at 9 o'clock. Went to Jere's 
mother's house but no one was home. Might have known it. 
 
 
December 18, 
Friday, 1936 
Minded Harold's children again while he and the others went out. It is the most dreary 
place imaginable. I could never call this home. I'm always anxious to get home to our 
own cozy little place. 
 
I can't understand Harold. He bas the [nicest] children and he goes around playing 
Romeo to every skirt that will listen. The more I see of him the less I like him. I think he's 
[certainly] crude and commonplace and ordinary. And so is his wife. I do not like her at 
all. 
 
 
December 22 
That was some circus this morning. Jere got up with a grouch and he provoked and 
irritated me so much that when he accidentally spilt the coffee on my clean cloth I was 
furious and yanked the (skirt) off with all the dishes on it. Everything went spinning. He 
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lost his temper and slapped me; and I [raved]. We patched it up somehow but I wasn't fit 
for any thing after that day. I'm afraid my nerves are shot plumb to hell. I must get some 
rest. 
 
 
December 29 
Tuesday 
 Went home for Christmas and stayed til Sunday. Oh what a time we had. We made the 
rounds, visiting everybody. [Harry and the kids] also his mother. She seems content with 
her new job. I only hope she keeps it. She's working for two [priests] and staying there. 
That gives her a rest from her family. We got to know Harry’s sister and her husband 
quite well. They're really very nice people. I like them both. We had a jolly nice time up 
there. 
 
Adelaide was miffed because we paid no attention to her. So what. Winkie was glad to see 
us [back. If only] I could take her with us . 

 
 

**************************** 
 
 

[undated notes on same kind of slips of paper]  
 
My darling, my joy, how sweet to hold you when I weary of this foolish world. What an 
endless barren monotony Life would be if I didn’t have you to laugh with. 
 
 
I just bubble over with pure joy whenever I become conscious of the fact that [annition] 
that we two are truly self-sufficient. We can [mork] and [books]; our walks and 
[ljflskjdls] others have loved as we, as faithfully and passionately as dearly and tenderly. 
 
 
Frieda – your husband phoned that you should not meet him to-nite. Time—12:45 
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The Honeymoon’s Over 
 
 

In 1937 all three phases of the battering cycle are evident. Mother once told us that early 
in her marriage she contemplated leaving but “going home to mother” would have been a 
humiliation. She said she had “made her bed” and now must needs lie in it. In the late 
fifties she would write this amazing self-analysis: 
 

I may as well face it, that starry-eyed dream of twenty years ago always was just 
an illusion I've built up to bolster my own insecure ego. I've built my life around 
this obsession (and I can now call it that callously) this obsession of wanting 
people to like me and all this self-less 'goodness' on my part was all directed to 
this aim. I have had always to prove myself. For goodness sakes WHY?  Pat me 
on the head and I was your friend for life, but any unconscious or conscious 
criticism, fancied or real, threw me into a blue tizzy. One part of me is so very 
independent it's almost a fault, and another part of me clings to approval at 
whatever cost.  
 

1937 Diary Excerpts 54 
 
Love smiled on me and all the world is joyous 
and Rapture stabs me with a thousand thrills 
 
 
Frances Casagrande 1937 
 
January 1 
Went to Mt. Vernon. Had a perfectly grand time at Harry's upstairs. They're really very 
nice people when you get to know them. I'd rather be together with intelligent people like 
that then at a rip roaring party with a crowd I have nothing in common with except a 
drink. 
 
 
January 7 
Well that was a fine way to start the new year, wasn't it. Had a nice new year's eve and 
then lay down with a touch of flu. Fever, sore throat, cough, was languid and wanted 
nothing but sleep for three days! Poor Jere spent a very miserable time. They dosed me 
with all kinds of things [like] raspberries to make me sweat, butter medicine, ugh, and by 
Sunday I was able to sit up and take notice again. Dot and Jules came to see me but I 
wasn't overjoyed. I wanted to lie quiet and rest. 
 

                                                 
54 See 1930Diaries.pdf for missing entries. 
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Jere went home on Sunday night. But I got so lonely for him that by Tuesday I couldn't 
stand it any more. I wanted to go home. Mickie was still with me, I put her in a box and 
weak as I was I started for home. Jim drove me down to Liberty Street. He's a nice fellow. 
Went to his place first and I had a drink to brace me up. As it was I was just able to make 
it. Got home and had just strength enough to crawl in bed. Stayed in it all week. 
 
 
January 9 
This morning cleaned the house and was just about through, as a matter of fact I was 
putting the [finishing touches] on the [stove], when Dot and her mother came. That was a 
surprise, but I was awfully glad to see them, even though I looked like something left out 
in the rain all night. They got a [family] room and Dot will make [at] the plant; won't we 
have fun though!!! Had [drinks] in the kitchen but such fun!! 
 
Jere went home on Sunday night. But I got so lonely for him that by Tuesday I couldn't 
stand it any more. I wanted to go home. Mickie was still with me, I put her in a box and 
weak as I was I started for home. Jim drove me down to Liberty Street. He's a nice fellow. 
Went to his place first and I had a drink to brace me up. As it was I was just able to make 
it. Got home and had just strength enough to crawl in bed. Stayed in it all week. 
 
 
January 10, Sunday 
Got up quite late around 12. Just straightened up a little and loafed all day. Read a little, 
typed a little, and was bored to tears. Jules popped in later and we went down to talk to 
the St. Armond's in the car. It's been pouring all day. My [precious] love promised Jules 
we'd be over to see their new place. I didn't really want to but it's been so dreary all day! 
And I felt miserable. 
 
They've got a nice room. Went out for a soda later, though we'd much rather have had a 
drink. Had a grand time. Played "Ghost" and we managed to make Jere "it" in spite of 
himself. 
 
 
January 11 
Dot and Jules came for breakfast. It's lots of fun having them. I do hope Dotty gets a job 
at the plant. It didn't work so well this morning. But look at all the trouble I had getting 
re-instated. To the devil with CD. I lost all interest in my job. We came home and Dotty 
had made supper. Nice, isn't it? 
 
Later we went out to hunt up a tavern. Went all over town and finally ended up in Tony's. 
 
Had about three dollars worth of [fun]. Got home around twelve and dog tired. 
 
 
January 12 
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Dot and Jules for breakfast. Saw "The Plainsmen" and [Pennies from Heaven] at the 
Strand, almost got into a fight on the way. It was really very good. I enjoyed the show. 
 
Dot got the job as Social Security worker. She doesn't particularly like the job, and I 
can't blame her. With her law experience to get a rookie job like that. 
 
 
January 13 
Well I must say I'm disgusted. For two cents I'd heave those condensers at somebody. For 
26 cts an hour I must be a technical engineer, no thanks, I'm a tester and nothing else. 
And Jere tops it all off nicely by saying I should have known better. I just blew up. I'm 
afraid I made a scene but I couldn't help it. My nerves are all shot to pieces. I could have 
torn my hair and chewed nails. Jere took me to a show to cool off. We saw Shirley 
Temple in "Stowaway.” Nothing extra but a good sedative. Got home awfully late and I 
was so weary. 
 
 
January 14 
Thursday morning 
I feel just like a limp dish rag today. Have an [atrocious[ headache and am tired as a 
dog. 
 
I'll certainly go to bed early tonight. 
 
 
Friday, March 15 
Today I spent in bed. Feel a little better. Still have a headache though and every once in 
a while I get these [nervous] spasms. I shake all over as if I had [cramps] but no pain. 
Just shaking as if I had malaria. Cold sweats and everything. 
 
 
January 15 
There you see! And again like a light!!! Around two o'clock yesterday I couldn't stand it 
any longer, went to Harold and asked leave to go home. Got as far as the ladies room in 
the office and had an honest to goodness collapse. Dottie came, that good angel, and 
bundled me off to the first aid where they plied me with aspirin [ & felt water bottle]. 
Jere came with [Gwig] and took me home in his car. Got as far as the door and throw up 
until my insides ached to come out. Home and to bed. Jere was so sweet. Dot and Jules 
came at night. Dottie made some kind of a supper. Me they gave toast and tea. [Bol!] 
 
 
January 16 
Rain, rain, went to the show in spite of Jere's protest. Saw "Winterset" with Margo and 
Burgess Meredith. Very, very good. I'm glad I went. Problem play, Jere called it. I think 
it was excellent. 
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Early supper and reading in bed till late in spite of any good intentions to go to sleep 
early. 
 
 
January 17 
Had Dotty and Jules for dinner. Played the usual game of [Rumba] after Jere and Jules 
consented to call it a day in the workshop. 
 
 
January 19   
[Winnie] that's the first real snow she's seen 
 
 
Jan18 
Dog tired. Why? And still it rains. Went to the library after Jere had washed the dishes. 
He's such a sweet lover. 
 
 

January 23 
Saturday 
The price of this morning’s entertainment—a bump on the forehead, one (1) 
bloody nose and swollen! One cut and swollen under lip. Was it worth it!!!! 
 
What if one does forgive a moment later—the damage is irreparable. Mrs. Smyth 
came up after he left to see how I was—and here I was sitting in a bloody mess. I 
was never so ashamed and mortified in my life. 
 
Went out for drink at night with Dot and Jules—straggled all over town and 
finally landed in Tony’s again for spaghetti and a good time. 

 
 

****************** 
 
 

It appears that Father lasted 2-1/2 years in Phase I, but finally he exploded. Dutton writes 
that “…the rage is out of proportion to what triggered the action…it feels as though one’s 
identity is undermined.”55 Unfortunately, he adds, it becomes addictive. 

                                                 
55 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 46 
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February 5, 1994 
 

 
Camille: I think it’s kind of sick to be thinking in terms of… romantic things between 

men and women have to be violent? Yes. Yet it doesn’t surprise me. 

Deedee: Yes. 

Bob: Some guy’s going to murder you and claim you wanted him to do it! 

Deedee: I remember, I don’t remember why I was sleeping with mother, I couldn’t tell 
you why I was in the bed, but I know I was in the bed and I was sleeping in the 
bed, when mother and father’s bed was in the same room, the twin beds? His 
was over on this wall and hers was on that wall? And I remember she got up 
and, and she still thought I was asleep and there must have been a big fight, 
knock down drag out the day before, because I remember she dropped her 
nightgown and he was hugging her naked and I thought to myself, how could 
she do that? 

Bob: Hahaha 

Deedee: He, he hit her and yelled at her and, and threw her around and now she’s 
letting him touch her?! I was just incredulous, I couldn’t believe it. 

Camille: I had a Libra friend who hated her husband and loved the sex. Mother was 
probably the same way. 

Bob: I, I’m surprised, I didn’t think they ever had sex.56 

Camille: Oh yeah. 

Bob: I was amazed hahaha 

Deedee: Well, didn’t you walk in on them one time? 

Camille: No, I did. 

Deedee: Yes, you did because I remember you told me. 

Camille: I did? 

Deedee: No he did, he told me. They were on the living room sofa… 

Camille: living room? 

                                                 
56 On the contrary, shortly before her death Mother told me that the two always had a great time “between thesheets” and were lovers 

even before they got married. 
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Deedee: Living room sofa, and you walked in and said “Oh” and then you left, you told 
me. You don’t even remember what you tell me. 

Camille: Bob--your brain cells! Jesus. 

Bob: If it happened yesterday it’s history. 

Camille: Well, mother told me they were even doing it in their 70’s. Oh, she didn’t want 
to, she didn’t want him to help her in the bathtub because it inflamed him and 
he wanted 

Deedee: That’s what she told me, remember, she had her surgery, and she had her arm 
in the cast and everything, and she couldn’t NOT take care of herself, and she 
called me up and said would you please come and take me to your house and 
give me a shower, and I said can’t dad help you do that, and she said I don’t 
want him to because he gets turned on and he won’t leave me alone, and I said, 
hahaha, okay, I’ll be right over. 
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1937 Diary Excerpts Continued 
 
 
January 24, 1937 
Stayed in bed and read till most one o’clock. Dot and Jules came and invited us out. 
Made lunch and just sat around. Felt very cranky and irritable. Couldn’t help it--guess 
we both acted a little mean. 
 
 
February 4 
Was just so peeved all day yesterday and Jere was no help at all. Very unresponsive. 
came back from lunch so angry I banged my bag on the table and "crack" went my 
glasses. Sweetie pie came afterwards to bring me a peace offering and I told him. He was 
awfully good about it though. 
 
 
February 6 
Saturday 
Went to Mt. Vernon to go to [Scadrm's] for my glasses. Poor mother was so very glad to 
see me it was pathetic. I should go home oftener. Went shopping together and I ironed for 
her. Tomorrow we'll go to Long Island. 
 
 
February 7 
If I'm not the perfect [ninny!]  I managed to get away from Long Island where I had a 
perfectly beastly time anyway, [came home] early, and caught the six o’clock express to 
Plainfield and what must I do but miss the station. Was scared silly when the train finally 
slowed down in Trenton. Oh my gosh. But the conductor was really nice about it. Got the 
next train back, and I'm [around] fifteen minutes late and arrived home safe and sound at 
eleven. Poor Jere had gone for every train and was most anxious. 
 
 
February 12 
Had to skip an [hour] this morning to finally get my glasses from the post office. I wanted 
them so badly to go to the show tonight. Ray was a little peeved. 
 
 
February 14 
Jere made breakfast this morning. Had a valentine all tucked up for me. The darling. The 
rest of the Sunday as usual. 
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February 20 
Saturday 
It felt nice, didn't it, to be in sole charge of the "Returned Material Dept."  I always 
wished for a position of responsibility--but I fear I shall pay the price of many blunders 
and some heartache. 
 
Got a new permanent this afternoon--and feel like a different woman, a [mischievous 
youngster] to be exact. It does look nice and well worth the seven dollars. 
 
 
February 21 
What a lazy, lazy day this has been. Rain outside and ceaseless monotony in the house. 
But it was not as crushing as it might have been--my darling can be such a sweet, sweet 
lover when he takes the trouble. 
 
 
February 26 
My gosh can't we ever sit down to dinner in peace. Such a to-do about a couple of 
[drops]. Later went out to Tony's for Ravioli and drinks. 
 
 
February 27 
It seemed the longest week and the shortest weekend. I hated to work all day today. Was 
very irritable when we got home. When I finally got out to go to the cleaners, they were 
closed already, drat 'em. Staggered home loaded with bundles. 
 
See--I hate to have anyone ask me about [them], it makes me feel so guilty and I'm not 
really. It was just a case of the best one [missing] [out] all. 
 
 
February 28 
Got up very early, felt uneasy about that dirty house and started to clean bright and early 
at half past eight. Had a pleasant lunch. Dotty and Jules came after a while just as I got 
Jere pitched to go out to the show. I so wanted to see "The Thin Man.” 
 
 
March 1 
Went to the movies, and I really think it was most amusing and entertaining. 
 
 
March 2 
Went to the library while Jere washed the dishes. Met Dotty and Julius just as I was 
coming out. Gee but I'm tired today. Went to bed and read awhile. 
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March 3 
Felt terribly cranky today. I [suppose] I treated my poor darling shamefully. Just wanted 
to be left alone. 
 
 
March 4 
Well and that accounts for it. We, that is I, had a quarrel this morning about a couple of 
dirty dishes. I was so mad I wouldn't speak to him all day. Felt simply miserable and 
neglected and stupid. The day was too damn long. I like my work though it never really 
loves me and Ray seems to be satisfied with me. I'm glad. I like to be appreciated. 
 
 
March 5 
Well we made up gloriously last night. Felt grand all day. 
 
Got a letter from mother. Only she might as well not write if that's all she has to say. Just 
scold, scold all the time. About this that and the other. As soon as I can I'll see to it that I 
owe her nothing any more ever. 
 
 
March 6 
Why oh why do people make it so hard for me to be good. I know that all during our 
quarrel he held himself the injured party. He, being my husband and very much 
concerned about my health, feels I ought, nay must go and gargle my throat. He asks me 
nicely. No sale! He takes my book (I begin to feel imposed upon!) he yanks the cover off 
me, he [fools ] with the lights, he shoves me, in fact, he tries all the petty annoyances at 
his command to make me move. By that time I'm about speechless with rage and all 
choked up, but he doesn't see the danger signals. He becomes very much annoyed, then 
angry. He hits me and in sheer anger throws the book at me. I [decknate] him at this 
point by saying he can do his damdest, gargle I will not. So he gets up and leaves me. I 
awaken much later and find him still gone. I think it's a shame to let these things happen 
and he ought to be in bed where it's warm. The outcome of that is many bitter words. (I 
should have known better than to awaken him. The more he raves the more he feels his 
sleep has been unjustly taken and it [turns[ him in a [frenzy[. A slap is the ultimatum 
because I can't be quiet. And so back to bed, [alone] 
 
 
March 8 
I think that was a silly thing to do, quarrel over a gargle! Gargle of all things, but damn 
it, I can't anymore help being stubborn about it than he can slapping my face. It's going 
to break my heart, but we shall see who'll be the first to make up now. I've swallowed my 
pride and tried to coax him to be good again...but if he will act like that than he shall 
suffer for it too. He knows he has only to lay a hand on me and look at me to have me 
melt like wax. Yet he can repulse me and [shut] me out of all [normal] reactions. I'll not 
be bullied and [frud[. I've tried to understand [him] and [cvan] his words accordingly  
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but he's too much of a "man of brains" to do the same for me. I must bend to him 
at his convenience, oh but never, never. 
 
 
March 9 
I will not be [cowed]. Never. I grant it was a deal too much my fault. It was such 
a small act to go and gargle, but what drove me out of my senses was his 
ceaseless annoying and teasing and exposing me to the cold. That was the last 
straw. I clouded my reasoning so that I lost sight of the issue. I would rather have 
died and my love die with me than give in.  
 
It was sweet to feel his tenderness when he first woke up and the aftermath was all 
the more shocking because I was really concerned about him and anxious to 
smooth things over. But no he must try to make me do the very thing I [tried so 
hard to avoid], make my efforts seem futile and my misery a mockery. 
 

 
********************* 

 
 

Because of his insecure attachment (infant-mother), control is vital to the abuser,57 and in 
the above, it is clear that Father has already begun exercising control. Dutton writes: 
 
 

Borderlines blame their partner when things go wrong in intimate relationships. 
And things are always going wrong, because they set impossible standards and 
double-binds for others. As the tension mounts, the need for perfect control in an 
imperfect world generates inevitable failure. 
 
 

********************* 
 
March 10, 1937 
Well we [splurged] some today. First lunch at the cafeteria. At night I felt too sick 
and weary to face supper so Jere took me to Tony's to dine. It was nice. On the 
way home we stopped in some little out-of-the-way grocery store for coffee and 
went off with the most [unique] table lamp. I like it. A globe for base and a lovely 
shade with the map of the world on it. It's very attractive. I sat on the couch and 
just absorbed our little [house]. I think it the [precious] and nicest little house 
and I have everything. 
 
My but we're getting busy back here. Up to my neck in paper. I was just told I had 
to work tomorrow--all day and I really don't want to. Had a bite to eat with all the 
fellows in the lab. They're going to some radio station to see the wheels go round. 
I shall go to a show. 

                                                 
57 Ibid., The Abusive Personality, p. 207 
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Went to the Strand. Saw "On the Avenue" and Kay Francis in “Stolen Holiday.” The 
picture of a softhearted young woman trying to be ambitious. etc. etc. I somehow don't 
enjoy movies [alone] anymore. I miss my beloved. Stayed up till near twelve waiting for 
him. He came at one. And I was too sleepy to talk. 
 
 
March 13 
Saturday 
[Sat] again--and it's snowing in March. Such a hell of a weather. Now I don't mind in the 
least going to work. I'd do nothing home anyway. 
 
Came home at one o’clock cleaned house and went to the movies. Came back about five 
and find Dot and Jules already here. Had supper and a most hilarious card game. It must 
have been that muscatel we drank. It loosened us up swell. Went out for a hamburger 
around midnight. Oh but did it feel good to get to bed. 
 
 
March 14 
Sunday 
Slept rather late! Breakfast and [irafed] and later Dot and Jules cam e over again. We 
had a swell time playing Rumba. It was really exciting this time and we played till after 
twelve again. 
 
 
March 15 
Monday 
Wasn't a bit tired today except when I got home felt too lazy to budge. 
 
Oh my sweet, sweet darling! 
 
 
March 16 
One thing I'm very grateful for--the time just flies these days. Before I get started the day 
is done. I really do like my work. That's something just cut out for me. Never any friction 
[and] I've got sense enough to know what has to be done and brains enough to do what I 
must without too many mistakes. And Ray likes the way we work together and is satisfied. 
So am I and so what more can I ask. 
 
 
March 19 
Went and bought a hat for Jere. Had dinner at Topper's, you know, flowers, dim light 
atmosphere. Saw “The Plough and the Stars” with Barbara Stanwyck and “The Girl 
from Paris” with Lily Pons. 
 
‘Twas a lovely evening. 
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March 20 
I was furious about them taking a dollar out for the union. So working this morning to 
make up for it. Wasn't so bad. Had lunch with Jere in the cafeteria when I could have 
gone home with Guy. Oh well. 
 
 
March 21 
Had a marvelous ride on our bikes. 
 
 
April 5 
Same old grind only more of it. Made up my mind to go on a liquid diet. Took no lunch 
and Jerry forgot his. He as mad as a wet hen about it and said it was my fault. Went out 
to lunch and managed to spend 35 cts. All our worldly possessions and now we're 
destitute, oh boy! 
 
 
April 10 
Saturday 
Shucks, I had to work today! Went home at half past eleven, just made the bus. Had to go 
to First St. first to pay some debts. I'm sure glad that's over now. Went to Mt. Vernon on 
the 1:18, it got awfully cold. Got there about 3:30. Mother and Dad were awfully glad to 
see me. 
 
Went to the show at night with Dot and Jules. Saw “Sea Devils” and another picture with 
Ruby Keeler. It was nice but not too good. Went to Kelley's after for drinks. Home at 2 
o’clock. 
 
 
April 13 
That was the narrowest squeak I ever had. And here I was going so blithely along 
enjoying riding the bike and bingo a car smacks into me. I turned a somersault and 
landed on the sidewalk. Picked myself up a little shakily and tried to assure everyone I 
was all right. My bike wasn't!! Walled home a little unsteady and anointed the cuts and 
bruises, cut in the foot, scrapped shin and hand a bruise on each knee. The knee seemed 
ackey--elbows hurts, shoulder hurts, as a matter of fact I hurt all over. 
 
 
April 14 
I'll never forgive Jere for his behavior last night, never. And more than anything else will 
I change the humiliation of being struck in front of my friends to his account. That I shall 
never forget. If that is all he thinks of me--to treat me so brutally at a time when all my 
nerves are [upset] by what might have been a serious accident, when I ache all over--no 
that is unforgivable. I don't know what will happen but I do know this can never be 
erased, it will ever smother away selfish feeling in me for I am not a saint though I do 
love him desperately 



99 

April 24 
Met Jerry for lunch again with Winkie. We had [some] outing Winkie and I. All over 
God's country but God's country is a little barren right now. Was looking for [inlets] but 
there aren’t any yet. 
 
 
April 28 
I'm deeply disappointed in Jerry--don't know just why, but it affects me so much. Why 
didn't he tell me about it. There is no need to be ashamed with me. I hate to have other 
people tell me these tales. 
 
 
Friday, June 23, [19kk] 
I don’t know just what to say about Walter, I really don’t. I guess though, I’d better use 
[much more] discretion than the situation might warrant. There’s no denying the fact he 
rather likes me, and what’s the use to play with Jere. Not for myself, good heavens. I’m 
[someone] to him, but it’s true I do like him; he is German and so much like Joe58. To me 
it’s a pleasure to have him around but not at the expense of his and Jere’s friendship. His 
and Jere’s friendship—[how] are they friends? Certainly they were, and if they aren’t I 
must honestly say it isn’t all Jere’s fault. He knows how he is, he’s been with us long 
enough, so it’s either [that he is really] too [long or he’s gonny weed] of him. Which I 
hope not. My darling is such a sensitive nature, it would hurt him very much. But I 
[know] just as soon as I know how it is one way or another, I shall see to it there’s a 
clean and complete break. 
 
 
(That damned fool, does he think I’m so hard up for entertainment that I could ever 
remotely think of going out with him!! He must think me a complete ass. The poor stupid 
fool.) 
 
 
[typed entry glued into July 13] 
July 1937 
Well, you must admit my intentions were strictly honorable; was it my fault that fate 
conspired to make it sort of difficult to settle down to a lengthy report of my doings? 
 
To begin at the beginning, I've had a most marvelous time up at Lake Hopatcong59. You 
know we had the innocent intention of cycling up there---but, though my spirit was 
willing, the flesh remembered the head and the hills, oh those hills[drawing of large M] 
and balked. I'm ashamed of my flesh letting me down that-a-way; just think what it would 
have meant if I could boastfully say "We cycled all day, and what a day it was.” But that 
privilege is now denied me, and a still small voice says "Thank the Lord.” 
 

                                                 
58 Mom’s brother 
59 See the web site of this New Jersey lake at http://www.lakehopatcong.com/home.html. 
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Anyway, we packed our suitcases and our poochie plus blankets and ourselves in Lester's 
rumble seat and went up there Monday night. We lost a whole day that way, but what the 
heck--I spent the day lying on the couch storing up energy. The drive up was beautiful, 
truly beautiful. Cuddled up with Jere and Winkie hanging out s far as she could, we 
watched the marvelous scenery unfold itself. The very minute we got up there I jumped 
into my brand new bathing suit and--no, I did not jump into the water, I guess I'm just a 
coward at heart--I let myself gently in and had my swim. And I really had my swim, 
you've just jolly got to in that lake. The water's quite deep right at the dock, no bouncing 
up and down in the wavelets, swimming is serious business at Lake Hopatcong. But the 
water is warm and utterly delightful. 
 
There was only one fault to find, I might go so far as to say there was a mosquito in the 
ointment. How those pesky mosquitoes always manage to find me is quite beyond me. If 
there are five people within reach of their bloodthirsty beaks, whom do they settle on? 
You've guessed it, ME. In short, they made a night of me. 
 
Tuesday morning we got up late, had breakfast and proceeded to enjoy the sun, the 
water, the air, and had a most enjoyably lazy day. 
 
Wednesday Jere went to Philadelphia to see Philco, but there's nothing definite. As luck 
would have it, it rained all day long, a fine dreary drizzle. Simply maddening. I spent that 
day curled up on the swing reading everything readable, which included the three books 
I'd brought for just that purpose. I only uncurled myself long enough to go down to the 
"Main Drag" between raindrops for something to eat. The something being a hamburger 
and a cup of 'cawfee.' In the afternoon someone knocked on the door, I went to see who 
on earth it could possibly be. There stood a young man asking if this was where Lester 
Laban lived. All the time his face wore a look that should have gone down in history. I 
kept a poker face and replied in the affirmative, I told him that he would not be home till 
about eight, however. He said he'd wait. So he waited--and his face spoke volumes, as 
plain as if he'd spoken I could see he was thinking it was deuced odd, a girl, A GIRL in a 
bachelor dwelling, (and I did not look like a charwoman, either, in my playsuit). My! My! 
that Lester, I didn't know he had it in him. Tsk, tsk,--I kept him in suspense all afternoon 
until the fellows came home with Jere, and he kidded me fondly and introduced me 
proudly as his wife. I sometimes wonder if he was disappointed. Thursday was practically 
a repetition of Wednesday as far as the weather was concerned, with this difference--Jere 
was there and he was not there. That is to say, he was there in the flesh, present and 
accounted for, but playing, of all things, chess. Chess!!!! Pray do not lose sight of the fact 
that we came up here to be alone, at least during the day. But it seems things never turn 
out as you'd expect them. Here we had exactly one day together and then we found 
ourselves obliged to entertain a perfectly strange young man. The only thing in his favor 
was his car. That saved the day at any rate. When said Thursday looked so gloomy and 
we found ourselves at our wits end trying to find something to do to pass the time, we 
finally hit on the plan to drive to the nearest town and hunt up a motion picture place. We 
drove miles and miles around in the country till we got to Dover. They actually had two 
movie houses there, both no damn good. Only matinee and evening performances, and 
this was half way in the afternoon, or about the middle of the picture. So we were faced 
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with the difficult decision of either seeing only one picture in its entirely or waiting for 
the evening performance, or go home again and sulk. So we stayed and saw "The last 
Train from Madrid.” It seemed as if the whole population of Dover and vicinity had come 
to see the last train leave Madrid among the hoots and cheers of the very young. It was 
fierce. After the show we hunted up a place to eat, and incidentally had a pretty good 
inspection tour of Dover's Main Street. Had an atrocious dinner and then went home 
again. Bought some detective thrillers on the way and when we got back settled down to 
an evening with Nick Carter. 
 
Friday and Saturday was lovely again. We went out with the canoe, and explored all over 
the lake. Jere and I went way out into the big lake and I thought surely we'd have to swim 
for it. Whenever the motorboats went by they left such huge breakers that if they had 
caught us sideways they would surely have swamped us. I confess I was a little afraid. 
Jere was undaunted, he loved it. Thank the Lord he managed to get the canoe around 
each time so we rode with the waves. We went quite far out and up the lake once, where 
all the large places are, people have such gorgeous houses and boathouses in the lake. It 
was fun. 
 
Sunday the fellows were there and we couldn't use the canoe anymore after all, they have 
only one day and it is their boat. Went for a walk and climbed all over the mountain with 
Winkie. Came back and lured the others with me, where we took some pictures. Lester's 
brother had come too, and we went home with him because we did not want to go the 
next morning to the plant with all our belongings and the dog. Lester's brother didn't go 
all the way to Plainfield however, he dropped us near a bus station at Springfield. Here 
we were with two suitcases and a box for Winkie. Oh, Lawsie me! We got off at seventh & 
Division, thank God, and safely landed home.  
 
 
August 13 
Monday 
Rainy again, of course! And so cold and chilly. Went home with Guy. Al came up at night 
and he and Jere played chess. 
 
 
August 14 
Frank Kozan got acid in his eyes this morning. It was quite a commotion. Poor fellow, I 
feel terribly sorry for him. Tony took him home. Gee, but it drives me crazy to hear 
people talk and talk and talk about it. It's so, so ghoulish. By people I mean Tessie. 
 
 
August 17 
Frank is back today. I'm so very glad. 
 
 

******************************* 
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[glued in typed] 
August 20 Letter to Dotty 
 
Yours of the 16th inst. received and duly noted. In the name of the Casagrande Clan--I 
thank you. And now let's begin the business of the day. I give you all the hot news right 
off the griddle, and do the explaining afterwards. 
 
Well, it looks as if the marriage license bureau is getting a right busy time hereabouts. 
Last Saturday Gert and Kay took a deep breath and plunged (the Lord have mercy on 
their soul) And this week Helen Katula buttonholed me and told me all about her 
engagement and coming marriage with graphic illustrations in the shape of a nice little 
ring. All cattiness aside, it IS a darn pretty ring. By now she has told the big secret to 
everyone who will listen, even Jere had been told. Ah, Love's young Dream! And the stork 
has been busy, he brought John Munn twins. Isn't that something? Several other blessed 
events are reported by various members of great C.C. of A. Every place you go to, 
expectant fathers are wracking their brain thinking up names for their coming offspring. 
 
Ray had been away for a week, and left me to hold down the fort. Just between you and 
me and the lamp post, the wonder is I'm not a raving maniac now. All would have gone 
beautifully if things that had been on ice for months hadn't broken just then. First Beyer 
called up and wanted to know why in tarnation certain orders weren't put through. And I 
had to hustle and get all the information from scratch and muddle along as best I might. 
And muddle I did. (Aside:  those durned Emerson Electric, wished they were in hell)  And 
then the fun commenced. Every time I laid the receiver on its hook, the darn phone range 
again. I think the word went round that I was boss for a week and people just shoved a lot 
of extra work my way. I answered letters and out of town calls. I called up people and 
arranged dates for orders. (Delivery dates)  And if I hadn't been so busy I'm sure I'd have 
suffered from swelled head. I know there is one call that will linger in my memory 
forever, something to tell my grandchildren about. It seems Radio Station WOR sent in 
three large mica condensers to be inspected. They were found to be OK and I was told to 
get in touch with them and tell them to call for those condensers again. Well, I called the 
number given me and asked for a certain man, at a certain extension, and started to 
politely explain about the situation. Blank silence on the other end of the wire. Then "One 
moment, I will transfer this call for you", buzz, buzz, buzz. "Hello", "This is C.D. calling, 
blah, blah." only to be told that they were sorry but they knew nothing of the matter and 
would transfer the call. To make a long painful story short, they transferred me to about 
eight different extensions none of which was the right one. I got the Music room, the 
library, and God knows what else. But then I was hoarse and beginning to froth at the 
mouth. I gripped the telephone firmly to keep from shouting and going stark staring mad, 
and with my last gasp I got the Engineering Dept. and just as I was sinking fast, found 
someone who spoke my language. I can honestly say, by that time I was ready to be 
wrung out and hung up to dry! It was such an awful week, too, a storm a day on the 
average. One night coming home we were caught properly by the oncoming storm. It 
came down in buckets, and we were both soaked to the skin in no time at all. Branches 
and small twigs came crashing down, and the rain drove with such force I could scarcely 
see out of my glasses. It was simply awful. When we got home we undressed in the 
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kitchen, right down to the skin, every stitch was soaked, you could just wring it out, the 
kitchen was flooded by the time we got through. 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

August 28 
Went to Mt. Vernon. Wasn't Pop and Joe surprised when I walked in. And Mom. Good ol' 
Mom! Went shopping together and had a jolly reunion. 
 
 
September 2 
Why do I quarrel so much lately? I'm all nervous and irritable. Went to the BCC Thurs. 
morning and didn't get to work till half past nine. Ray made me very angry. What has he 
in mind when he says he wants a girl to take [Wilber's] place. There is no need for 
another girl. We need a fellow not a girl. If he thinks I'll break in a girl for him only to 
get tat grand bum's rush--he's sadly mistaken. He can do his own dirty work. 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

[typed letter glued in] 
439 West Sixth St. 
Plainfield, N.J. 
October 29, 1937 
 
Friends, Romans, Countrymen! 
 
The ax has fallen, the blow has been struck! The unbelievable and incredible has 
happened to me. I've been transferred. Last week they laid off quite a number of people, 
all over even in the stockroom, inspection and receiving dept., even Margy, the girl that 
got married recently, was one of the unlucky ones. My helper is no more either. And now 
Ray has met his Waterloo too, I don't mean he's fired, but the nearest thing to it. He is not 
in authority anymore, Weasel is. And may be you know what a hard one he is. Anyway 
they’ve remodeled or rather torn down all we've stood for, and gone back to the old style 
of handling returns. Orders and credits etc go through the production department now of 
which Ted Wessel is in charge, drat his ornery hide!)  Therefore and thusly it was 
decided there would be no need of a girl, would Ray need an assistant to help him open 
packages? And that is what the job amounts to, now. So when Ray came back and told me 
the bad news I was really prepared for most anything, mostly the gate. But it seems it 
pays to have a husband in the lab, because he spoke to Mr. Bailey and Mr. Reid so I got a 
summons to appear in the dry electrolytics Monday morning and take up where I left off a 
year ago, namely testing. Well, that's life, here I spent all my time trying to get out of the 
factory and find myself right back again, and frankly I don't like it one bit. But in 
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modified Kipling "A job's a job for all that--" I only wished to goodness Jere would make 
twenty-five a week and I'd gladly stay home and take care of Winkie. 
 
All kidding aside, the plant's in an awfully bad shape, as slow as could be, some days the 
paper and mica departments are as deserted as a playground at night. It may be only 
their usual slack month but just the same it looks bad. 
 
About Ray, you know, curiously enough I was the first one to know about it, quite by 
accident. I went to Miss Jaeger about some business and while I was waiting for her to 
make up her mind about it, I happened to glance down at the desk at a letter idly as you 
do sometimes, and saw that it was a letter from Mr. Beyer to the effect that the service 
dept. was now in the hands of Mr. Wessel and R. Steckel to refer in all matters to Mr. 
Wessel etc. etc. etc. I went back and asked Ray about it and he was quite thunderstruck 
and wanted to know in detail what the letter was about and whether it contained 
something about two weeks notice. But after the first shock it didn't seem to faze him a 
bit. I know it would just have broken my heart if it had happened to me, because it 
amounts to a demotion and can only mean that the work wasn't satisfactory to the 
"higher-ups." Practically everybody in the place knows it now, but Ray doesn't care and 
goes blithely on his way, frankly I couldn't do it, I'd get out before I'd get kicked out. But-
-that's his business, and I'm not connected with the service department anymore, so why 
should I worry. But I know he's going to miss his Girl-Friday, now that he has to do all 
his own dirty work. Any maybe I can regain all the pounds I lost in chasing from our 
place to the office and back. But I, I shall miss the free and easy time I had, I shall miss 
my daily trip to the cafeteria and the talk fests I held with all my friends, being a tester 
lets all that out, you test and don't do anything else but. They claim you make much more 
in bonuses and that, but I don't know, I have to be shown. And I'd much rather have an 
easy time of it and make only twelve-fifty a week. Oh well, those days have gone forever. 
Alas poor Yorick! 
 
Jere did me the honor to let me wait for two whole hours and thirty long minutes tonight, 
I had a magazine and read it through from cover to cover four times while he gallivanted 
off someplace with Greenberg. So I had to get even and made him take me to Tony's for 
spaghetti dinner. Not much else that's news. Went to the show last night and saw "100 
Men and a Girl"  Diana Whateverhernameis is cute and sings marvelously well for a kid 
her age. And the music they had in the picture was right up Jere's alley. Had Guy up for 
lunch last Saturday. It seems funny having somebody to eat with again, gee I'd gladly 
make a whole bushel full of French fries for you if I could have you two up for dinner 
again. Everybody I know lives so far away. In all the outlying districts like Islin and 
North Plainfield. Say did you read that girl got off scott-free? Gosh, it isn't safe to play 
with these Islin girls. They can shoot their lovers and get away with it. By the by, they 
haven't quite forgotten you, Dotty, every once in awhile somebody will ask about you. 
 
 

******************************* 
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November 15 
Got my permanent Saturday and what a dreary rainy day it was too. Went to the library 
yesterday and got one of those sick spells again. I wonder what the matter can be? Felt 
too sick to move but when [Harvey] and Ann came I raised myself and went out after all. 
It did me good. Heard a lecture on "Spiritualism," but it turned out to be just another 
[séance]. I would like to go Wednesday [though. Flat night to be aground]. 
 
 
November 21 
Monday 
Went to the concert with Jere and [Myron Baxter]. It was beautiful and that harpist could 
play. Was dreadfully timed though 
 
 
November 23 
Wednesday 
Inveigled Jere to take me to see "Lost Horizon.” I thought it was [expertly and superbly 
done]. But my darling did not think so. We almost quarreled over it on the way home. 
 
 
December 6 
Monday 
"Fools names and fools faces are always seen in public places." That's pretty good...I am 
about to see Ali Baba go to town and I think I'm pretty much of a fool myself. It's 
probably awful. The typical [Cantor] picture. But I don't care. I want to be amused. It's 
lonely home. The [raining] doesn't make it any better. It isn't any fun to putter around the 
house when it's so dreary. With Jere away the evening will be so long. Got a card from 
brother Joe. Wish he'd come this Sunday. I like to have him and he comes so seldom. 
 
 
December 13 
Monday 
Jere called up this afternoon to say he was bringing Myron up to dinner. Had to rush out 
and buy a nice juicy steak. Dinner was good. Went to hear [German's] play after and he 
was marvelous. Had a cup of hot chocolate down on Front Street after. My, but it was 
cold out. 
 
 
December 15 
Wednesday 
Jere dragged me off to the Greenberg's tonight. They're good-natured people and all that 
but I feel I haven't anything in common with them. Why do people [bore] me so much? 
Made a date with her to go skating and regretted it immediately after.  
 
Read that damn book Gone with the Wind until after one o’clock. Any then couldn't go to 
sleep for thinking about it. Women are such queer creatures! 
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December 24 
Went to Mt. Vernon on the 9 o’clock train this morning. Helped Mother wrap packages 
all afternoon, then we went shopping together. Jere was there when we went back, the 
poor darling was pie-eyed and oh so sick. Mother and I trimmed the tree, it looked just 
beautiful. 
 
 
December 25 
Had Tante Rose and Uncle Lawrence also Eddie for dinner. W[ere any gumm,] it was 
[lost] after dinner gave out the presents and wasn't Santa Claus good to me!! 3 pr 
stockings, silver for 6, slip, nightgown and skating set. Jere got shirts, pajamas, scarf, 
and sox. Played bingo and it was fun. Everyone went home early so we went to be and 
read. Had oodles to drink and a lovely time. 
 
 
December 26 
Ten for dinner again. Jere made me angry--dashing out like that, he always has to spoil 
things. He doesn't care about my feelings. 
 
Big Edmund and his son dropped in in the afternoon. I'm awfully sorry for the poor man, 
he lost his wife. We had a hilarious rip-roaring time. The wonder is I didn't get sick, 
drinking so much, but it made me feel good. I even danced the hula-hula. Everyone 
thought it was marvelous. Joe kind of spoilt things with his crude talking. 
 
 
December 27 
Cleaned up for Mom. See I got up a quarter after five this morning to get Jere and Joe up 
and make their breakfast. Talked a while, then mother came too. Went back to bed at half 
past seven and slept two hours. Soon, I was tired, had a headache and no wonder left at 
half past four to get the six o’clock train. If course I missed it. Got home almost eight 
o’clock and so to bed. Felt kind of irritable. The long trip and all these suitcases and 
packages. 
 
 
December 28 
Cleaned my own house today. Good. Waxed the floors and dusted up. 'S funny I didn't get 
any Christmas cards this year, what's the matter with everyone? 
 
 
December 31 
Had intended to go early as last week but Jere promised to come home at noon. So I 
cleaned the house and dressed leisurely. Noon passed and no Jere. I was all ready to 
start and not hide our nor hair of him. Called the plant and Ann said he was out to lunch. 
Oh I was furious! Had a bit of lunch myself and around two he turned up. Took the 3:18 
into New York with Wayne. Got to Mt. Vernon around half past five. Mother was angry 
but I placated her by going shopping with her. This business is getting me down. I almost 
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wish I had no family. They're such a drag on me. Smoothing things over--first with 
mother and then Jere and sitting as if on [dispauite] is wearing me thin. I can't stand it 
much longer. I love my mother, but I love my husband more. Either one or the other feels 
slighted all the time. And I cannot and will not jeopardize my marriage. Jere always 
comes first. If I could only get him to realize it. He always claims I say so but my actions 
don't show it. Heck, perhaps I do prevaricate a little, but I have to. How else can I keep 
them from flying at each other. 
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1938 Diary 

Saturday, January 1, 1938  
New Year's Day 
Well this New Year started with a bang!! Mother and Dad left for the movies, and Jere 
and I went at it hammer and tongs. I didn't mean to hurt his feelings. I just wanted to be 
left alone. And he made me simply miserably unhappy about the whole unfortunate 
experience. 
 
I have never know him to be like that so so [furiously] passionate. I suppose it was those 
cartoons, they did tricks to me, too, but it worked the other way, they disgusted me, [so 
that is love]. 
 
 
January 2 
Had a nice dinner. Afterwards everyone fell asleep and Jere and I retired to the 
backroom, the dog house I should say, and read awhile. Then went out for a soda and a 
walk. But we had fun! It was almost like old times [humming] every step of the way. I'm 
sorry he went home so early, I missed him so. I love my darling ever so much, still and 
forever. Though he seems to forget sometimes that I do. To be in love must we be "one 
soul and one thought"? Always? 
 
 
January 3 
Well, this is a happy new year. I certainly never expected such a joyous and hearty 
welcome. So what am I supposed to do--grovel at his feet and beg his pardon abjectly. 
I'm quite sure I don't understand him at all anymore and I really don't know what to do 
about it. 
 
I'm certain I never said I'd be home at six and if I had and did show up at 7:15 that's 
nothing to make such a row about. And I'm supposed to forget and forgive anything that's 
offered me. Like heck I will!!! 
 
 

January 4  
We had a good heart to heart talk and finally straightened things out. My little love is a 
queer duck and made up of some queer complexes. I suppose I have to watch out for it, to 
keep him happy. Though why he should be jealous60 I don't know, perhaps it pleases me 
just a little too. 
 
 

                                                 
60 Jealousy is of course another hallmark of the abuser. 
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I wonder if there will always be this tug o'war between mother and him. I can't seem to 
make him understand---he's simply stubborn about it. I do love him more than anyone, 
more than mother; he is first, last, and always. 
 
 
January 5 
Got up early and met Jere for lunch. Got into S.P. at half past eleven and stopped in the 
receiving dept to talk to Tessie and Ray. It was fun, wasting time talking and not having 
to bother about work. Jere was glad to see me, the honey. Went to the bank with him. 
 
Took the bus clear into Plainfield and shopped. Managed to get rid of most of my money. 
Went to the library and a pesky dog followed me and barked every step of the way and 
tried to [yank] on my [book] 
 
 
January 6 
Wayne and Guy came up for dinner tonight. It's fun having company, we had a good 
time. 
 
Had ham, but oh, the hole it made in my budget. I just love to entertain, but I have such 
little money these days. 
 
 

January 7   
Forgot to mention we resolved not to smoke anymore and so far we both succeeded. 
Jere's appetite improved and I believe he gained a few pounds. He does get terribly 
irritable at times but I think that will blow over. My own sweet darling. Time just flies 
and yet seems to stand still. I love him passionately still and somehow more than ever. 
Can't look at him without a catch at my heart. 
 
 
January 8 
Got up with Jere and walked him part of the way until somebody picked him up. 
Promised to meet him at noon and did. It got very cold though--the ground was mushy 
and a foolish dog followed me all the way to S.P. My darling was uncomfortable on he 
way back but it was fun. Afterwards took out the bike to get my bit of shopping and Peggy 
(Peggy!) followed me all the way to the store barking every step of the way. But I couldn't 
be mad at him, he looks so wistful, poor doggie. 
 
 
January 9 
Woke up at 9:30, nothing new. Had breakfast and lunch quit amiable. Got dressed and 
went to the library with the dogs. It was a lovely, lovely day. Listened to the radio curled 
up on a mattress in the workshop. Went out again for the paper. Oh dear, oh gosh, now I 
have just five pennies left until Wednesday. 
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January 10 
It really isn't fair to Jere to snap all the time. I see him only a few hours at a time. I 
should think I could humor him and spoil him a little. I love him, and I have the whole 
day to myself, so surely I can afford to be as lovable as I know how to him when he is 
with me. 
 
It's [snowing] this morning and darned cold. 
 
It's funny it's the tenth day without cigarettes and I don't miss them at all. I only hope 
Jere stays firm. 
 
 
January 11 
Nothing particular. Cleaned house and messed around with the stamps. We were 
absolutely dead broke. No coffee, no money, no sugar, no nothing. That must not happen 
again. It snowed beautifully all day. 
 
Jere went to Greenberg to play chess. I walked part of the way with him and went to the 
library. Winkie and I had fun in the snow. Found some good books on housekeeping. Am 
going to study them carefully. Sweetie pie came back early. I was glad. Made hot 
chocolate. 
 
 
January 12 
Walked Jere to Randolph this morning. In spite of my resolution we had to scrap first. Oh 
dear, I don’t think it’s me. Met him for lunch, too. We did have fun, at least I did. Went to 
Ben Franklin market and things are marvelously cheap there. The only trouble is one has 
to carry one’s purchases home, and oh what a time I had. Half way home the bag burst, 
and I had to leave one package on somebody’s doorstep while I lugged the other home 
and then hurried back for it. I should have taken the bus. We’re going to Harry’s tonight 
to see his trailer. 
 
 
January 13 
We had loads of fun last night at Harry’s. Their trailer is adorable. It was snowing 
beautifully and we had a lovely drive through the swirling snow flakes. It made the most 
exquisite scenes. After supper tonight I coaxed Jere to undress and sure as shooting Guy 
knocked at the door to ask J to go to a handball game. He went. Ten minutes later they 
came back for me. And I went. And I enjoyed it immensely. We were there over two hours 
and it seemed like no time at all. Had a snow ball fight too. 
 
 
January 15 
Morning as usual. Jere had a haircut and of course I trotted along like a good lil’ wifie. 
Did my shopping though first. Played together all afternoon a bit rough, but we can take 
it. It was fun, surely, and I love being married--to Jere. 
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January 17   
[heart--mother told me this meant they ‘made love’] 
Felt, oh so sleepy, after last night. Heard the laundryman knock but didn’t bother to 
answer. Felt too drowsy. 
 
 
January 18 
Got up with Jere and walked with him almost to the S.P. line. It was terribly cold, I felt it 
at first. But I think it’s always fun to walk with my darling even if I do freeze a little. 
There’s a lot of snow on the ground and very slippery. Winkie had a grand time though 
playing through the snow. Washing and hemmed curtains. Nice! Sat with Jere in the 
workshop and straightened out my scrap book. 
 
 
January 19 
Jere came home for lunch today. It was nice, sort of something to break the day, 
something to wait for. Got the laundry this morning and spent all day ironing. Just 
rushed out at 4 o’clock to buy a few things. Damn it, I spent all I had--and every bit of it 
was for a necessity. What am I going to do? Jere’s going out after, he would! I’d like him 
to say with me. Went out to the library, stopped in for J on the way back. 
 
 
January 20 
Got very, very angry at Jere for calling me such nasty names. Didn’t speak to him at all 
anymore. He really is a trial. I had made a bet this afternoon with him--and lost. Now I’m 
supposed to do everything he wants me to without so much as a flick of an eyelash. I did 
do the typing he asked me to. And now I’m mad at him. But I suppose I’ll have to be a 
good sport and still do if he asks me to. 
 
 

January 21   
Didn’t speak until he came sheepishly up to me to say goodbye. Kissed him, but didn’t 
say a word. He came home for lunch though, and we made up. 
 
 
January 22 
Listened to the opera and then went shopping. 
 
 

January 23   
Stayed in the workshop almost all day. Just as usual--went out for the paper and read. 
Had a swell battle with my dear one after we went to bed. He was too hot and said so. 
That wasn’t all, he yelled and kicked and I was mad as hornets. 
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January 24 
Always battling--! If it isn’t one thing then it’s another. But he came and was so tender 
and gentle I couldn’t resist making up. Jere cam home awfully late for lunch, thought for 
a minute he wouldn’t come at all. Fixed a cot in the workshop, now it’s a little more 
comfortable. 
 
 
January 26 
Jere got his little ol’ microscope out and is playing with it. I think it’s fun too if I could 
get near it! Golly, its got cold again. I started to sew up mother’s blouse. Uff!! It’s almost 
time. 
 
 
January 27 
Did not get dressed today. Aren’t I lazy! A salesman for milk stopped by this noon and 
didn’t we have a talk-fest about milk. Betty came up later and joined us, too. 
 
 

January 28   
Went out to get coffee before Jere came for lunch and then he was late after all. Poor 
lambie, the [felm] missed him and he had to walk all the way from the City Line. 
 
 
January 29 
Sweetie pie came home way past two o’clock. I’d just about given him up. Listened to the 
opera awhile and then went shopping. Betty came up and we had quite a lark. We’ve 
been having fun these past few days with the microscope. Jere woke up in the middle of 
the night and made quite a scene. I got awfully angry too and yanked off the curtain but 
he came and made up to me later. He was smart, mentioning that article “letter to my 
dead husband,” he knows anything like that melts me like wax. 
 
 
January 30 
we had a glorious time riding the bike today. It was so nice, almost like a spring day. 
Riding was exhilarating. We visited Gert and Kay and got home just in time before at 
dark. Boy were we tired. 
 
 

January 31   
Didn’t feel so good today, that awful headache all day. Went to the grocery store before 
noon, tried to be back by twelve and my precious babe had to be late. 
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February 1 
Washed clothes all morning didn’t feel very good after. Of course--there was a reason. 
Jere called up and said he wouldn’t be home for lunch. Felt terribly lonely. Went to the 
library and brought back a batch of nice books. Betty was home with a cold and she came 
up for awhile. 
 
 
February 2 
Had a fierce stomachache all day. went shopping this afternoon and took the dogs. 
Should have taken my bike, I hate to carry all those heavy packages. Wanted to have 
spaghetti as a surprise for Jere. But it seems the sauce wasn’t right. He was awfully 
sweet about it though. When I opened it to see what it was, I accidentally got that hot 
steaming sauce right in my eyes. Not hurt though. Later we went out to try to buy the 
right sauce and it was made with clams. Tasted simply awful. So we had a very meager 
supper of bread and butter. Too bad! 
 
 
February 3 
Woke up this morning out of a deep, deep dream [daunbed] sleep to hear Mr. S. calling 
me to the phone. Sweetie pie said he wouldn’t be home for lunch. It was raining too, a 
steady drizzly downpour. Went back to bed, had a headache. Didn’t get up til three. Betty 
came up. I wasn’t very pleased, but it was just as well. Oh yes. Tessie called me up today. 
That was a surprise. 
 
 
February 4 
What happened last night seems just like a bad dream. But you can’t explain the ache 
and pain away!! Why do we quarrel like this all the time. I don’t want to, I’m sure. 
 
 

February 5   
He was home this morning. Slept til almost eleven. Went for a ride and got his watch. 
Everything was fine til this afternoon. He got 6162a [call] again and this time I walked out 
from under. Went to the show. Saw “Mr. Deeds goes to Town” with Gary Cooper. I liked 
it so very much. Heard it on the radio once but the picture is excellent. Came home and 
things are neutral. Very well. I couldn’t help myself, I had to break the silence. Doggone 
it I do love him so much. 
 
 

************************ 
 
 
 

                                                 
61 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 49. 
62 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 55. 
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Making up is the third phase of the battering cycle. The batterer turns into Mr. Hyde, he 
is all sweetness and light, he “works on his wife’s guilt.” Mother begins to collude with 
her abuser “in denial.” 
 
 

********************* 
 
 

February 6 
Gee, didn’t we have fun today. Went out for a ride and it was grand. Came home 
and read all day. Mrs. Smythe sent up an apple pie, yum-yum it was good. She is 
really and truly nice. Yesterday I went on an errand for her and she sent up a 
grapefruit. I’d rather she didn’t but I do think it was nice of her. It solved my 
dessert question anyway. 
 
 

February 7   
Well, well, the larder is quite empty. This is terrible. There really isn’t anything in 
the house, not a thing. I bummed from Jere so we could eat. Why can’t I keep 
back some money but somehow I never have enough one way or the other. And 
things run out when I least expect them. I greatly fear five dollars is not enough 
anymore. I hope its the prices that have gone up and not my managing ability that 
has fallen down on the job. 
 
 

February 8   
I got mad at ole man Smyth I did. Jere and I were fooling and I fell out of the bed 
and he opened his door and started to scold as loud as he could. He makes me 
sick. I wish we had a house to ourselves. The old nuisance. 
 
 
February 9 
Went out on the bike--shopping. Got caught in the rain again coming home. Gee, 
I never can reconcile my needs to my income. The budget simply wont balance. I 
buy the groceries and pay my bills and am broke for the rest of the week. 
 
 
February 10 
Went out on the bike for Jere’s watch. Wasn’t ready yet. That wristwatch is 
beginning to give me a pain. Forgot mother’s package, so went out again with 
Betty. It got awfully cold and sharp, and Betty just didn’t want to go home. I was 
so cold I could hardly hold on. On the way back we found a lot of Collier’s 
Magazines lying around, took some home. 
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February 11 
Got up early and cut out a valentine from the Collier’s, made a real pretty homemade 
valentine heart for Jere, now I can take that money and buy a pair of suspenders. I did 
and who d’you think I met, Marge! of all people. Poor kid, it seems her marriage didn’t 
turn out so well. It’s a shame, she deserves a little happiness. She came home with me 
and we had some coffee and wept on each other’s shoulder, so to speak. I feel awfully 
grateful for my husband, he is so sweet even with all his faults. 
 
 

February 12   
Went to the show last night. Saw “The Life of Emile Zola” with Paul Muni. It was simply 
excellent. Went shopping with Jere this afternoon, that is we went as far as Park then he 
went home. I bought a pair of red slippers for my valentine. On the way back saw a table 
I wanted. When I got home found a red heart candy laying on my dresser, the sweetheart. 
We went out and after much dickering he consented to the table but we finally did buy a 
better one. Cost $8.00 Whoa, I have to make that up and don’t know how. But it’s a nice 
table and I like it. 
 
 

February 13   
Slept all morning in the work shop til Betty came up. Got dressed and got the paper. 
Went to library Read! 
 
 
February 14 
Felt awfully flue but had no money to go to a show. Was restless and my ear ached me, 
have a little [but] and it wouldn’t let me sleep. 
 
 
February 15 
I made a pie--such a pie. I wish I had a picture!! We laughed and laughed and I for one 
haven’t got over it yet. Jere felt blue and wanted to go somewhere so I went down and 
borrowed the missing quarter and went to the show. And of, was it swell. “The awful 
truth” with Gary Grant and Irene  Dunn. Oh dear I laughed so much, my sides ache. It 
was funny. 
 
 
February 16 
Laura sent us a letter and some pictures. She’s a sweet kid!! Went out shopping. Was I 
loaded, didn’t think I’d get home. Looked up Marge and got her to come over. Had quite 
a talk first. Went to the show again. Saw “Navy Blue and Gold” over twice. But it really 
was swell entertainment. I like it very much. So did Jere. 
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February 17 
Almost overslept this morning. Got up after eleven. Wrote to Laura and his mother. ‘S 
gotten dark. Wonder if it’ll rain or snow again. 
 
 
February 18 
Don’t know what’s gotten into Jere lately--can it be Spring fever? He wants to go to a 
movie almost every night. Went to the Oxford tonight. That was the only show left we 
hadn’t seen yet. There were three pictures, all mediocre. I didn’t like that movie house at 
all. It has the oddest smells. Went to the “Del Mont” for an ice cream. Had loads of fun. 
 
 

February 19   
Was a bit tired this morning. Didn’t 3wake up till eleven. Had to hurry to give the house 
at least a lick and a promise before Jere came in. Went shopping late in the afternoon. 
Took the bike but it got almost too dark by the time I came back. Has been raining all 
day. Listened to “Lohengrin” with one ear and read a most interesting book on medicine. 
Jere gets the oddest impulses at the oddest times doesn’t he? 
 
 
February 20 
We were very, very lazy. Didn’t have breakfast til half past eleven. Went back to bed and 
lolled until three. Got dressed and went out for the paper. Had a nice little supper and 
afterwards Jere dressed and took me to see ”Tovarich” with C. Colbert and Ch. Boyer. 
We hiked all over town for it. Thought it was at the Liberty but it played in the 
Paramount “80 cents” tsk tsk we are ]surely] extravagant. “We stand for a lot but when 
we once break there is no stopping.” 
 
 

February 21   
Jere called up to say he’d not be home for lunch. Went in on the bicycle. Had a cop of 
coffee with him on the way home looked up Ann Woodall. Gosh they’re very out in the 
woods now. Had an awful job finding them. But had a lovely visit. Went to the show 
again. Can you imagine!! Saw [“Twanch”]. We looked all over town for it. I’d forgotten 
at which theatre it played. It was the Paramount. How on earth are we to pay the rent? 
 
 
February 22 
slept til half past ten. Made breakfast and we were just having it in bed when Ann came! 
Promised to come over this afternoon. So hurried and washed the dishes and cleaned up, 
also starched shirts and hung the wash up. At two I went out. We had a nice ride, went all 
over, it was fun. Felt too lazy to cook, so bought some delicatessen stuff and we had that 
in bed too as it was gloriously lazy. Jere stayed in bed all day and read “Mutiny on the 
Bounty” 
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February 23 
Rainy today. Jere didn’t come home for lunch so couldn’t go shopping. [found] for 
awhile then tried to type a letter to mother. And the typewriter broke. So I took it down to 
First St. to have it fixed. The robbers want 25 cents. Met Margaret on the way. She’s 
keeping house for Harold Steufer. Walked part of the way home with her. In all this rain, 
but shucks, had nothing to lose. Got a letter from Laura too. 
 
 
February 24 
Went shopping this afternoon. Got my typewriter. Cost me 50 cents. I missed my bike to 
take all the bundles home. When I got back there was a note on the door from Ann. She’d 
been there and of course I was out. Three was some commotion downstairs at half past 
ten tsk, tsk. 
 
 
February 25 
Got up early and worked a bit. Wrote to Mother. Jere cam e awfully late for lunch. 
Thought he wasn’t coming and put the things away. Luckily the soup was still hot--Ann 
came again in the afternoon. We went for a walk looking for a “cheap” used bike. 
Nothing doing. Walked her almost all the way home. Got terribly cold! She invited us for 
dinner Sunday. 
 
 
February 26 
Met Jere on the bike at three. We went to Liberty St. to enquire about “Poodle jumpers.” 
Jere’s been daydreaming all week about ‘em, so we went to find out some particulars 
about ‘em. Discussed it over lunch and went all over town looking for some information. 
 
 
February 27 
Harry came over around twelve to say that Ann wasn’t feeling well, etc. I wasn’t sorry. 
Bed was a very nice place to be on a day like this. It was very dreary and drizzly. We both 
stayed in bed all day long. It was a nice rest. 
 
 
February 28 
Cleaned house thoroughly. It was fun to [dust] all [our] furniture and [lg] 
 
 
March 2 
Went shopping after lunch. Rode back with Jere on the bike with the dogs in the basket. 
Came home through the woods. We had fun. Had a letter from Dot “special delivery” to 
say they’ll be out Saturday. That’ll be nice, I thought they’d forgotten us. 
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March 3   
Oh gosh, but it was cold. I met Jere and after lunch rode back with him and I 
almost turned into an icicle. I’d just gotten warmed up when Betty asked me to go 
downtown with her. She wanted to change her tickets. So we did. And it was still 
cold. After supper Jere decided on a movie again. We saw “Lady believe” with 
Sally [Eillers] and another Charlie Chan, this time on Broadway. It was 
entertaining. 
 
 
March 4 
Didn’t expect my sweetie pie for lunch and was quite surprised when the gate 
slammed and the dogs ran to meet him. Was just cleaning up the workshop. Had 
to run out on the bike to get coffee and because I was in a hurry I had to wait for 
30 minutes. Gosh, I was flustered. 
 
 
March 5 
Woke up at seven this morning to let the dogs out and it was snowing. Later it 
rained and thawed and turned to slush. Isn’t that luck. I expect the Kodes at three, 
hope it’s nice then. They came around four o’clock and oh what a jolly time we 
had. Though I must say I made an ass of myself. I can’t understand how it 
happened, I only had a few glasses of wine and I went out like a light. Don’t 
remember a thing about last night. They told me they had an awful time putting 
me to bed. I’m ashamed of myself but I still can’t explain it. Woke up this morning 
and was deathly sick. I’ve never been so sick in my life. I only wished I could die. 
My stomach was terribly upset. Couldn’t keep anything down. Got dressed and we 
went for a walk at noon and it made me feel better. Read the paper and played 
“Rumba” all afternoon. It was fun, really. Had supper and listened to the radio. 
Took ‘em to the station at 9 o’clock. Had an [viewvan] and so to bed. 
 

 
*************************** 

 
 

I’ll bet this is the story Mother always told about having no tolerance for alcohol, how 
she had had one glass of wine and passed out under the table. 
 
 

*************************** 
 
 

March 7 
Got up early and gave the house a good and thorough cleaning. The floors were a 
sight. But it was fun having company. 
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March 8 
worked hard all day ironing. 
 
 
March 9 
West shopping in the afternoon with the dogs. Met Betty on the way home and went to the 
library with her. Also paid the rent and Mrs. H. made me so mad! Always this allusion to 
the “little dogs.” I’m sick of it. After supper Jere felt restless again. West to the Oxford. 
Saw three mediocre pictures. Came home at midnight. Sorry we went. 
 
 

March 10   
Was terribly tired this morning. It was cold and grey. Woke up again at eleven and it was 
snowing hard. Snow in March!!! Jere didn’t come home for lunch. Loafed around til 
three. Went out to the Park [Stomes]. [snow] was most gone til then. 
 
 
March 11 
Was nice today--snow’s almost all gone. Got up early, cleaned the house and went to 
meet Jere on the bike. Toke Winkie with me in the basket. Somehow or other she fell or 
jumped out and cracked her poor little head on the concrete road. I was so sorry. She 
doesn’t seem to be hurt though. Just finished washing my hair when Ann came. She didn’t 
stay long. Promised to come over Sunday afternoon. 
 
 
March 12 
Jere cam e home around 1:30, had lunch. Went to First Street with the dogs. It was 
glorious weather. Came back and inveigled Jere to go for a ride. It was swell, we went all 
around over to and then back to Hillside Cemetery around to Harry’s and landed in 
Netherwood, then home along 6th St. Spent the rest of the day in the work shop reading. 
 
 
March 13 
Got up at nine. Jere said Harry would call for us at noon and I wanted to be ready. It 
started to rain and looked terribly dreary. I began to get bored. Wrote to mother and 
idled around til two o’clock. Then Harry came in his car. We had a jolly good time there. 
After supper went to the lecture again. All about Philippines and Japan and 2 reels about 
[mother] ‘o Life. Oh but I hated to give my last quarter!!! Harry bought ice-cream on the 
way back and we ate it in our house. 
 
 
March 14 
It still rained, harder than ever. And all day. Started to read and listened to the radio. 
Got very restless, got out my letters and diary and browsed in the past. It was fun. I like 
to do that. But when I try to interest Jere it’s just no go. He doesn’t care. Made me feel a 
little bad. He was hard at work in his workshop so was wise enough not to bother him. 
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March 15 
There was a knock at the door this noontime and when I investigated there stood a blue 
uniform with shinny buttons asking to see my dog license. Had none and told him so. He 
said he’d be back tomorrow. Oh well, I guess I must get one. It’s still raining. Will it 
every let up, I wonder. 
 
 

March 16   
Still raining, damn it. Went out after Jere went back to work, and made the rounds. City 
hall for dog license, gas bill, 5&10 and finally King Arthur’s Market. Got rid of about 
15.00. Oh dearie me! Got mad at Jere about something and wouldn’t draw his bath 
water. I spoil that fellow, god damn it. Woke up at three o’clock and he wasn’t there saw 
a light and thought he’d gone to the work shop. But he was only in the kitchen getting a 
glass of milk. Anyway we made up. 
 
 
March 17 
Looked for a sign of change in the weather first thing this morning, but there isn’t any. 
Still going strong. Have had a headache all day. And Winkie is so restless she drives me 
crazy. Went out a couple of times but it doesn’t do any good. After supper Jere and I went 
to the Liberty. It was still pouring. We saw Irene Dunn in High, Wide, Handsome and 
some kind of mystery story with John Barrymore. My but that man has slipped badly in 
the last five years. 
 
 
March 18 
It was gorgeous today. A real touch of spring in the air. Met Jere for lunch and escorted 
him back again. Cleaned the floors and windows and then took the dogs to the library. 
Came home and saw Betty in the street playing with the kids so I went out too. I had real 
fun burning the skipping rope for them. Jere and I went to see “Snow White and the 7 
dwarfs” and a cuter picture I haven’t seen since Three little Pigs. It was adorable and 
comical. Also the [Ruecaner] with Fred Ward. 
 
 
March 19 
Got up at the crack of dawn almost. It was lovely--there sure is Spring in the air. After 
lunch we took a ride on the bikes and on 8th St. I heard and then saw a red cardinal by 
all that’s holy!!! I never expected to have such good fortune. Now I know Spring is here! 
Went towards South Plainfield and saw a house for rent. Enquired about it and felt very 
much as if we wanted it. But on sober second thought decided against it. We have a cozy 
little place so to heck with Mrs. Hubbard. 
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March 20 
Forgot to mention the “Brass-button” came at noon yesterday and asked to see the 
license. I heard him come and grabbed Princess and stuck him in the closet and left my 
darling to face the blue menace. All’s well!!! 
 
 
March 21 
Got up and it was so glorious. Went with Jere to S.P., it was fun. Met him at night too 
and for lunch. At five o’clock we went home the round about way. It was glorious, Spring 
is here indeed! Went to the show again, didn’t want to go, but Jere bummed some money 
from Donnie and we went to the Oxford. They gave me a teaspoon but it was very dear at 
the price. The pictures were, as usual, mediocre! 
 
 
March 22 
Well, I’m working again! Went with Jere on the bike to work this morning. And when I 
got back Mrs. Smyth called me to the phone. It was Ray. Would I come to work for a 
week? Oh well, I might as well recoup my fortunes. That will make me catch up on that 
last week. Then the going will be smoother again. The fist day was all right but I don’t 
like it. Was cranky last night and oh so tired. Now why? 
 
 
March 23 
I lent my bike to Blanch and brought sandwiches and ate them by the brook. Work goes 
on pretty steadily. In a week I’ll certainly be done. Went to the Park Store for food. After 
dinner we went to the movies again. Again! I’m getting fed up on mediocre second-rate 
pictures. Was so tired! 
 
 
March 24 
It got quite cold today--steadily! By the time we went home the wind cut through me like 
ice. I was numb and of course as cranky as a sore thumb. I wanted to take the bus. Found 
a letter from Mother. I must go and see her soon. We went out to dinner. It was very 
good. But somehow or other I [broke] my filling, now I have to go see the dentist again. 
And oh dear that--the tooth--he always hurts so much with his drill. 
 
 
March 25 
Work about as usual. A little fun, a bit of gossip and writing reports all day long. Ray 
brought me two Esquires as a token of his appreciation. Dear, dear. Decided to go to the 
Premier tonight right from work. It was marvelous. Saw Snow White and the 7 dwarfs 
again. Also The Hurricane. I loved it. After the show bought some cold stuff at the 
delicatessen and had supper. That was at 10 o’clock. Oh but I’m tired. 
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Saturday, March 26 
Got up with Jere. He helped make breakfast. Cleaned house and chatted with Mrs. 
Smythe. Got those two letters from Jere’s mother and Laura at last! Was glad to hear 
from them. Answered right away. I wish I could do something real nice for Jere’s mother. 
I feel terribly sorry about it all. She has her burden! 
 
 
Sunday 
Went over to Gert in the afternoon. It was a little windy but otherwise nice. Had a nice 
little visit with Kay. The going home was hard--we were against the wind! Had supper 
and I listened to the radio while Jere worked in the work shop. Gee, I hate to think of 
going to work tomorrow. 
 
 
Monday, March 28 
Well I have the work in the [Semi] Dept almost cleaned up and tomorrow afternoon I 
shall have to go over to the [Dry Electrolytics] and I just hate the idea. Schafer played 
me such a dirty trick I simply hate to lay myself open to him again. But then I suppose I 
can stick it out for two months. We’ve got to have some clothes. If only the girls were a 
little friendlier--I’m not used to being snubbed like that. They’re all alike--the cats. Ready 
and willing to cut one’s throat! But I like Therese, she’s a nice clean kid. 
 
 
Tuesday 
Well, it wasn’t so bad. I find it tiresome though to sit still and do one thing all day. And 
my back hurt me so. It started to rain on the way home. 
 
 
Wednesday 
I must have caught cold yesterday. I felt terribly sick this morning when I got up. Such 
fierce cramps--I could hardly stand up. Felt nauseous and dizzy. Of course I didn’t go to 
work. Spent the whole day in bed. Jere, my sweet hubby, came home for lunch, to look 
after me. Got up and made something, the pain was most all gone, only an occasional 
twinge. Betty came up and stayed awhile. She’s a sweet kid. Jere told me that Harold 
took ill with very bad [grave]. Too bad about him. 
 
 
Thursday 
Back as usual. I’m getting used to it again. Had to work overtime and didn’t get home til 
after seven. Harold came over and explained--and sick to death of his explanations. They 
don’t mean a thing. I’ll just stick it out til I’ve the money I want and then they can all go 
to Hades. We went out and bought Jere a shirt and some things then went to a show. 
Came home and was too tired to eat. 
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Friday 
Worked a half a day this morning. Had lunch with Jere and went home. Went to First 
Street shopping. 
 
 
Saturday 
Worked hard all morning to clean the house up good. Jere worked all day on inventory. 
He came home for lunch though and brought Gert Geissler. Went shopping again in the 
afternoon with Betty and spent too damned much money. Betty gave me the cutest little 
jacket. I’ll have to do something for her soon. By the way, we had some ‘swap and trade’ 
this morning didn’t we!! 
 
 
Sunday 
April 3 
Jere woke me up this morning at half past five--the [lug]. I made coffee and then went 
back to sleep. At nine he woke me up again. Made coffee and again went back to bed!!! 
Got up at twelve, had lunch and went to the library. At night went to the movie with Betty. 
Saw “The Big Broadcast of 1938.” Was all right, mostly [singing] and comedy but funny 
enough. 
 
 
Monday, April 4 
It was terribly cold coming home. I was most froze. Doesn’t it ever get warm again. 
Damn it. After supper, we went to the Liberty. Saw “Wells Fargo” with Frances Dee and 
Joe McCray and “Double or Nothing.” Just another musical comedy, blast ‘em. We went  
pretty late and saw only part of the first film, not even enough to make sense. Jack Hel? 
played in it. I think it was “Under Suspicion.” 
 
 
Tuesday 
Worked in the Receiving Dept all afternoon. It was fun. Gee I miss that place, and Tessie 
is such a good kid. I like her better than any girl in the plant. After supper Jere wanted to 
go out to a show. Saw “Oh Human Hearts” with Walter Huston and J. Stewart. It was 
very very good. Also saw the “Big [Bradicost”] over again. 
 
 
Wednesday 
Worked overtime tonight and what do you think, it’s been snowing all day. This is awful. 
I thought Spring was here, and we’ve got a blizzard! Got a letter from Jere’s mother. 
They’re coming out for a few days after Easter. It’ll be so nice. I always had wanted her 
to. Answered her letter and wrote to Laura. Am tired now. 
 
 
 
 



124 

Thursday 
Came home a half hour earlier tonight and started to write to Mother. I’d like to go see 
her this weekend. Went to the [show] after supper. 
 
 
Friday 
Went in at nine o’clock this morning and like a ninny took the wrong time card. By the 
time I got straightened out the #20 boy went by. Went home and took Jere’s bike. And it 
started to rain, and I was all drenched by the time I got there. Jere worked late and I 
went home on the bus. It rained harder than ever. And this is the night of the 
[coronation[ but we didn’t go. I’m sorry to disappoint Betty. 
 
 
Saturday 
Sorry I had to work today. Until two o’clock too. Went home on the bike. Cleaned house 
and went shopping. 
 
 
Sunday 
Just lazed all day. Washed my hair and the clothes and cooked duck all afternoon. But it 
was good. I always have such good luck with my poultry. 
 
 
Monday 
Seem to be catching on the work now. After being in the red all week I finally made some 
bonus on Saturday. well, well. After a cold supper we went to the movies. saw Robert 
Taylor in “A Yank at Oxford” was pretty entertaining. 
 
 
Tuesday 
Ate our lunch with Henry this noon. He’s a good sort. After supper went to the dentist 
and had my tooth fixed $2.00!!! only. Had a lengthy conversation with Dr. Harris about 
astrology. Were there until 10o’clock by golly! But it was kind of interest at that. But I 
fear I have very little faith in astrology after all. 
 
 
Wednesday 
Came downstairs this morning and Jere’s bike was gone! Was still gone when he came to 
work at 10 o’clock. Seems as if it’s really stolen. Can’t get over it! They left mine there 
and just took his! If that isn’t a streak of bad luck. Damn it. Went out after supper to 
price bikes. Went over to Harry’s friend about that racer. Gee, but those people seem 
poor. Maybe they need that money. Came up First St. and went to the Oxford. 
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Thursday 
Went in at 10 o’clock this morning. Had to go to the B.C.C. Harold came over and asked 
if I’d mind testing foil. I didn’t and don’t, what do I care what I do. It seems interesting, 
but the [framing] room is terribly hot and steaming. This afternoon they moved me out 
into the winding room. Much better. Now if I can only get some work to do everything is 
fine. No work all afternoon, went almost crazy. Went out and bought Jere another bike 
$10.50. We’re that much in the red now. I hope it teaches us a lesson. 
 
 
Friday. 
Went home at four o’clock today. And went back at five thinking to meet Jere. He was 
awfully quiet on the way home but wouldn’t say anything was wrong until we got home. 
Then the bad news came out. He, along with the rest of the electric lab, was dismissed. 
Just like that. I can hardly believe it. It seems so utterly incredible. 
 
 
April 
Went shopping with Betty. Now I’m broke of course! Oh well, we’ll get along somehow. 
we always have. 
 
 
Sunday, April 17 
Jere got up and made breakfast and we served each other our [natural] surprises. 
 
 
Thursday, April 21 
Got off at five to go to the train for Jere’s mother. Came home and found a letter from 
Dotty. Read the letter going to the train and missed it, of course, [so] I’m walking up 
Park. Had some talk-fest. Mother looks good, and very nice in her new outfit. Am glad 
Jere’s out looking for a job so she won’t have to know. I want to maker her stay as nice 
as we possibly can 
 
 
Friday, April 22 
It rained all morning in torrents. Jere didn’t get out and had to invent an excuse. Called 
up at noon to see what they’re doing. Came home and we all went to the Oxford. Was all 
right. Came home and made something to eat. And so to bed. 
 
 
Saturday, April 30 
Met Laura at the station. Ernest was with her. It was so nice having young people for 
company. I persuaded Ernest to stay over til tomorrow night. Went riding and walking 
and down to First Street shopping and had a grand time. 
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Sunday, May 1 
Got up at nine, had breakfast together. Went out to play badminton. Took pictures and 
went to an empty lot to play ball. Boy did we get exercise. After lunch went for a long 
ride with Ernest and Laura. Relaxed a while, had dinner and then took E. to the train. 
And then home and to bed. Was I tired, oh boy!!! 
 
 
Monday, May 2 
Jere started today in Aeronox. I’ve been thinking about him all day wondering how he 
made out. He came home so very late--eight o’clock. Laura and I met three trains then 
gave up. The next one was his. When we all got back, the fellows were there. We had 
some time. L and E went out later on. I like that kid, she and I could have lots of fun 
together. Too bad she has to go back so soon. 
 
 
Tuesday, May 3 
Got off at noon to go home and have a little time with Laura. We went out on the bikes 
and had scads of fun. Went shopping together and then she packed and Betty and I took 
her to the train. Gosh, it seems such a shame. She had a great time here. 
 
 
Wednesday, June 8 
I wonder why the fellows don’t ever come up unless specially invited. It is because they 
don’t like Jere enough or because they don’t enjoy themselves with us? They seem to feel 
at home and they certainly stay long enough when they do come. They go over to Gert’s 
often enough. Oh well, I don’t much care one way or the other except for Jere’s sake. 
And I don’t like to mention it to Jere. He might wonder and feel hurt. 
 
 
Thursday 
It was terribly hot again yesterday. Don’t know how long I’ll be able to stand it. I do wish 
something were definitely decided about this position we’re in. I’d like nothing better 
than to stay here but I don’t want to drag on indefinitely hoping something will turn up. 
It’s too much of a strain on us. Only a few hours together and always tired. There never 
seems to be any time for anything any more. 
 
 
Friday 
Have got a “16” [tritlon] now. And I’ve just about had one from each dept. Checked out 
at 3:15 and went up to receiving, wished I hadn’t Ray can be such a nuisance with his 
impertinent questions. He doesn’t fool me a bit though. Came home at a quarter of four 
went to the store with Betty and the dogs. Met Jere and we went to the Strand. Saw “Dr. 
Rhythm” with B. Crosby and B. Lillie. She is funny indeed, also “Test Pilot” with C. 
Gable and M. Loy. The picture was good but I think he is overrated as an actor. I [very 
be mug] 
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Saturday 
Woke up at nine. Had a little rough and tumble, then breakfast. Cleaned house in the 
afternoon. Betty and I worked in the garden. I bought some grass seen and fixed the 
lawn. It rained later and a good thing it was. Was tired but happy about the whole thing. 
Read until very late. It was terribly hot and sticky. It stormed in the night and how. 
[Flash cover]-- enough to scare a person under the covers 
 
 
Sunday 
Woke up mad cause Jere didn’t get me the news. I got over it quick though. Had 
breakfast in bed. Was too hot for anything so I coaxed Jere to take me to the show in the 
afternoon. He is such a sweetheart. He got showered and dressed and we saw “Four men 
and a Prayer”, the prayer was Loretta Young. It was a nice picture. We both liked it. 
 
 
Tuesday, June 14 
I’m terribly tired this morning and of course as cranky as a bee. Don’t know what’s the 
matter with me lately--I complain and resent too much. That’s not like me and it won’t 
do. It’s got to stop. I’ve got to look at things sensibly. I know it’s impossible as yet for me 
to stay home. We’ve got to have a bit of money in the bank before we think of 
[something]. We finally decided it would be best to move back to New York. We’ve got to 
find a place to move to first and I don’t know the last thing about the residential places in 
N.Y. We ordered a map of New York. Perhaps that will help a little 
 
 
Thursday, June 16 
Didn’t have much work yesterday, was finished with the foil at ten o’clock already. 
Frankly I wouldn’t have minded going home but Charlie had other ideas so I rolled 
[anodes]. Good grief, what next!!! Hate that job, its tiresome. Worked til five-thirty. 
Seems as though most people are pretty nice when you get to know them. I get along 
nicely with everybody and I think it’s because I genuinely like people until they teach me 
not to. But nobody so far has really reached the core of me except Jere. With him I can 
even be [lurid] and like it. Poor Mr. hips has a terrible [encounter with a big [dumb 
brute] of a dog last night. I thought he was killed for sure. Poor little doggie, he was so 
scared he was simply paralyzed with fright. But thanks to our interference there was no 
serious damage. Just dazed with shock but he’ll be all right. 
 
 
Friday, 6/17/38 
There never was a such a morning, was all through by ten o’clock. Nothing to do 
anywhere, tried to get Charlie but he was always in conference with Denver and Jawles. 
Hung around the ladies room with Peggy, and we laughed silly with it all. checked out at 
twelve went up to the [winery] and had a nice chat with Ray and Tessie. mostly with  Ray 
while Tessie was reading. Stayed there til three-thirty, got my check, and finally went 
home. Got a notion I wanted my permanent then and there, and promptly went to the 
CSS, and [they] began. Got out at six all beautiful. The -------  What a relief, met Jere 
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and the days sldjf we went to the show at the Liberty. Mldf deljs I was sldj so he ald jdlf 
Also the as;f ath the butler ljf sWm Powell skwas very disappointing. 
 
 
Saturday 
Got up sort of early 9 o’clock Jere went to get a haircut, and I shopped. Wasted all 
morning walking and foolishly, but knuckled down in earnest and cleaned house in the 
afternoon. Later we went for a ride and had a scrap. It wouldn't be a day together if we 
didn't have a few heated words. 
 
 
Sunday, June 19, 1938 
West to the Strand this afternoon. Saw Bill Parse when we came out. He said he was 
taking Arnold’s place and Dr. Vogler took Tolmen’s position and that between them 
everything was running smooth. I told him I understood they had offered the job to Dr. 
Sfeckel, but he poo-pooed the idea. Now where did Ray get that notion and why tell me. 
Why does he always try to seem important to me. I don’t care one whoop in hell and 
besides I don’t believe a word he says even if it were true. He and his raises and his 
work. I’ll never believe he makes thirty-five or even twenty. The next time he tells me, I’ll 
ask to see his check. That ought to stop it one way or the other. 
 
The Joy of Living with Irene Dunn and Doug Fairbanks. 
 
 
Tuesday, June 21, 1938 
Honestly, Ray gives me a pain--! You can’t say a word in that lousy place, and he knows 
it two minutes later. That place is like a sieve. 
 
I don’t know where he gets his ideas from anyway. What did he mean by that crack that 
Jere works for Glassman. Mr. Glassman is a specification writer and possibly he has 
anything to do with the draftsmen. But Jere is not a draftsman. If he were, he would have 
told me so. He is always trying to belittle Jere to me, and I won’t have it. 
 
 
Wednesday, June 22, 1938 
Slower and slower--checked out at three fifteen today. Just hung on by the skin of my 
teeth. Was kind of glad though. 
 
 
Thursday, June 23, 1938 
Business seems to get slower all the time. Got off at twelve, stayed with Tessie till one. 
Sidney told me “confidentially of course” that we’ll have a four-day-a-week again soon. 
That’s not so good. I hope I can hold out another month at 8 dollars a week. Otherwise I 
don’t know how we’ll move, and I definitely want to. 
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Friday, June 24, 1938 
Came through the fields again this morning. It was somewhat foggy, and the birds were 
at their liveliest. I love to come early in the morning and watch them. Some are orange 
colored kind but couldn’t stop to watch it closer. Met Mr. Beyer on the way--he’s a very 
friendly man and never fails to greet me with a smile. This morning he asked in passing if 
I’d seen the pheasants. I was so surprised I could only smile and nod. 
 
 
Tuesday, June 28, 1938 
Its been raining pretty steadily since Sunday. It’s too bad---we took Jere’s suit to the 
cleaners on Saturday, and now the poor lambie has to shiver in those blue flannels. 
 
 
Friday, July 8, 1938 
Merciful heavens is it hot!!! I don’t know how I stand it. Thank God I don’t have to be in 
that stuffy oven with the other girls again. I won’t like it one bit having to work 
tomorrow. Got off at five o’clock and went to Front Street to buy mother’s bathing suit. 
Hope she likes it--it’s a beauty. 
 
We went to the Oxford again. Came home at one o’clock and I have to get up tomorrow. 
Dam it. 
 
 
Monday, July 11, 1938 
Got off at 5:15 went down town to look for another culotte dress. Went from shop to shop 
finally found a nice one in Don Roberts. Spent 3 dollars for it. Now I haven’t got enough 
money for Jere. 
 
It rained something fierce in the afternoon and I was terribly worried about the open 
windows but Mr. Smythe shut them for me. 
 
 
Tuesday, July 12, 1938 
Got off at noontime it’s so terribly hot I don’t mind. Went home and washed clothes, went 
to the library and then lay down and fell asleep till five. 
 
 
Wednesday, July 13, 1938 
Came home at one o’clock again. Spent some time with Tessie first. Tessie is a nice little 
girl, and I like her lots, but I fear she takes herself too seriously. 
 
 
Friday, July 15, 1938 
I just developed the most gosh awful tummy ache. Don’t know what it could be...it’s too 
early for my period, and it couldn’t be something I ate. Probably caught a cold in my 
abdomen again. It’s quite cool now after that fierce rain storm we had this morning. I 



130 

thought it would never clear up in time to go to work...but it did. Came home at noontime, 
had trouble with the refrigerator and expected Mrs. H. to come. Billy came up for 
company and went with me to get a dfj. It started to pour and we both got wet. 
 
 
Saturday, July 16, 1938 
Got up pretty early, wanted to make the 9:02 train. Jere got angry about the badminton 
set I wanted to get and couldn’t. For the sake of peace I offered to go there and try to find 
the store open a little before nine. The man was so slow doing it all I thought I’d never 
make that train though I ran every foot of the way. Just made it. Jere & I played the game 
all afternoon in the boiling sun. I was so tired and hot, but it was fun. I’m worried about 
Pop. He hasn’t got much work, and he’s so disgruntled and discontented and grouchy. 
 
 
Sunday, July 17, 1938 
Joe came with Eddie and Dick and Dick’s wife and kid. We had a grand time. Left too 
late at night though and the traffic was very heavy in spots so Joe couldn’t make good 
time. Missed the last train and stayed at Dick’s house overnight. They’re both very nice. 
 
 
Friday, October 7, 1938 
There was Jamaica Day today, and I went 
& put my neck. 
 
 
Saturday, October 8, 1938 
Jere put up the aerial, and I sewed myself 
a new dress. Went out on the bike for 
some air. Kriy Cullen miraculously 
cashed a check for me. Jere went away 
with the bike keys and just didn’t and 
didn’t come back. I was mad clear 
through--but never can stay that way. Jere is pretty discouraged with his job. I don’t say 
anything but do hope everything will be okay. 
 
 
Sunday, October 9, 1938 
Went down to Joe. We had to have a quarrel afternoon. Any why couldn’t I buy a 
magazine if I want it!!! Lotte and Erick came along. Mother was glad and so was I. Had 
a nice time. Came home in the rumple seat...gosh I almost froze to death. Joe stayed at 
our house over night. Brought home that beautiful pottery lamp. It looks nice on my table. 
 
 
Monday, October 10, 1938 
Rose came over in the morning to ask me to go with her this afternoon. Had lunch with 
her, went to Seme’s for my eval--it’s a beauty. Took the elevated down to Macey St., met 
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Oncle Lawrence. He drove us shopping, stopped by some people (I thought we’d never 
get away!), went to meet Jere, had supper, & went to the show. Tsk, tsk, we spent too 
much money. 
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1939 
 
 
Economics apparently forced a separation in 1939.. Mother started working as a maid (or 
babysitter) for the Cribari family. The Cribari’s had a child named Camille, “Mia” to 
Mother, after whom I was named.63. Father never seemed to be unemployed in those 
days. Although laid off from CC of A and working briefly for Aeronox, he started a job 
with Cornel Dubileer in 1939. 
 

********************* 
 

From Jere in Jamaica, NY to Frances c/o Cribari, 395 Westchester Ave. Mt. 
Vernon, NY 
Cedar Manor, L.I. 
Feb. 11, 1939 
 
Dearest love, 
 
 Today the sun ventured out into the big world and at intervals showed his 
head. Such temerity emboldened me to do likewise, so the "honeybuns" 
accompanied me to King [Culleus] and to the dairy. Joe didn't come. 
 
 This morning Mrs. Ferrara asked me to pay for the coal when it came and 
showed me how to open the window. She gave me a $20 bill, and when the coal 
had been delivered the driver had no change. Being a born fool and optimist I 
permitted him to take the money and bring back the change on his way back some 
time later. An hour passed, an hour and a half, two hours; no driver. All sorts of 
things flitted thru my mind, mostly recriminations, and visions of what I would 
have said to you had you done so. 
 
 He finally returned with the change, and I took the dogs shopping. 
Knowing what to expect on a Saturday, I had intended to go at noon, but it was 
late afternoon when I got there. Winkie came in three times, and I had to abandon 
Chippie in the "cart" while I put her outside again. 
 
 When we arrived home, I fed us and went out again. 
 
 Rose wasn't home last night; they must have gone someplace and 
forgotten that I was invited over. It was better so, because I heard Orson Wells in 
the "Green Goddess.” 
 
 How are feeling? Are you getting enough rest and quiet? Do you cry any 
more? Let me know what you do. 

                                                 
63 My father always said I was named after the opera. Perhaps it was a combination. 
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  As ever your sweetheart, 
  Jere 
 
P.S.  
The honeybuns send their tail wags. 
 
 

******************************* 
 

 
 [Letter from Frances to Jere] 
 
Darling:- 
 
 Everybody is going out and I wish I could too. Somehow this week doesn't seem to 
be as long as that first one. I clipped an article out of the Argus, and, sweetheart, that's 
exactly the way I feel about you. I'm rambling again but that's the way it always goes...I 
feel I must talk to you and then my thoughts just come tumbling out helter-skelter fashion. 
I've always wanted an opportunity to be away and write you nice, interesting and 
amusing letters, the sort The [Koches] and Tessie enjoy so much, but I fear I'm sadly 
handicapped. I'm root bound so to speak, I go nowhere, scarcely read anything, just do 
the same old thing in the same old way and live from Thursday to Sunday and Sunday to 
Thursday. In fact my whole life is bound by 'Jere', east, north, south or west it's Jere-
Jere-Jere all the time, and without you I'm like a comet without his tail...a sad sight 
indeed. 
 
 Well, I've got to confess, my record as "Burner of Prunes" still stands, a shining 
example to all those who aspire to that fine art. To make my mortification complete there 
was no hiding my sin in the garbage can, the lady of the house was right there---sniffing 
with the best of them. Shucks, even the best of cooks spoil a broth now and then, and who 
am I to say I'm not a good cook? Mrs. Cribari said they're making an Italian out of me 
before I know it. I've tasted and cooked all kinds of concoctions and strange to say I'm 
not averse to any...I rather like 'em for a change. I'm afraid my palate will be spoiled for 
ordinary American fare. But then, I have a stomach like an ostrich (and that helps a lot) 
besides the simple, uncomplaining [face] of a scullery maid who'd eat potato peeling and 
consider herself well fed. 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

Monday 2/13/39 
 
Dearest & Best:- 
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 Thanks a million for your letter---it just hit the spot. Today is such a lovely sunny 
spring day it gives me nostalgia. Just can't help thinking what fun it would be to get out 
our bikes and go off somewhere for a spin. 
 
 Had the baby out for a long walk this morning and came back with my mind full 
of you and the fun we used to have together. I guess seeing all the kids out on their bikes 
and roller-skates set me off. Honeybun, please don't go over to Rose's so much. Try to get 
out of it as much as you can, make up some sort of alibis. I don't want them to say after 
that they fed you etc. etc. and that you came over uninvited all the time etc. etc. They're 
the sort of people you can't guess what they think of you and they won't tell you when 
you're not welcome. Witness:  Katie. Mother wrote that they again came uninvited that 
Sunday we popped in and they had the house full. I don't ever want to go freely to people 
I can't trust. 
 
 Isn't Elsie a funny little duck? I'm so glad she finally got what she wanted. Remind 
me to write to her. 
 
 Oh, my sweet darling, you're an old faker and as inconsistent as most males. Tsk, 
tsk, such trust!!! Why, you wouldn't trust me with a $20 bill. I'll bet you breathed a prayer 
of thanksgiving when that missing change showed up!? 
 
 Oh yes, I get plenty of rest, Mrs. C. is very much concerned about my rest period, 
but it isn't always possible. Nevertheless I get lusts of sleep at night, now that I'm a little 
used to the routine and the bed and sleeping alone. They're all gone and left me this 
afternoon, so I got myself an apple, a hunk of cake and retired to my room. 
 
 Are you going to meet me here again Thursday? I'll look for you on my way, and 
if you can't or won't it's okay too though I'd like you to. 
 
 Give my love and a pat to the bow-wows and lots of love and kisses to you my 
sweet darling from your little monkey. 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

Letter from Frances to Jere 
 
Monday 
2/27/39 
 
Hello Sweetheart: 
 

Waited fervently for the mailman and my reward was a measly "Home & 
Garden", oh well, tomorrow may be (hopefully) 
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D'you know I found out why I never can get up enough interest to listen to 
symphonies etc at home and the fault is entirely yours. I kept quiet for an awfully long 
time now; I didn't want to spoil your so obvious enjoyment,, but I'm missing too much 
myself so now I shall rebel....You know darned well I can't listen to the music and you at 
the same time. 
 
 Had such a beautiful time last night listening to Tchaikovsky’s Melody in E Minor 
(I'm not sure about the title but I know how it goes). I put out the light and beat time, 
hummed and whistled with the best of them. All of a sudden I had a vision of you, doing 
the same thing probably. I smiled to myself and enjoyed myself twice as much. 
 
 Had the oddest accident the other day, we have the birds eye matches, you know, 
and I lit the oven and blew out the match--well, just at that moment I inhaled and instead 
of blowing out the math I inhaled flame and sulphor and everything. I tell you for a 
moment I thought I was poisoned; it gagged and bound my throat at every breath I tried 
to draw. Oh, it was hours before I could breathe without that gagging sensation in my 
throat and I almost coughed my lungs out in the process. But no fear, my days are not yet 
numbered, and I shall probably die in my dotage laughing at my foolishnesses. By the 
way, did you listen to that play last night, "Lord Serile's Crime"? Oh, it was so funny. 
And I thought Charlie McCarthy was unusually good. 
 
 I came across a poem this morning that I just had to copy down. Did you ever 
hear of Thomas Moore? I never did, and I thought I knew all there is to know about 
poetry.  
 
 And so good night my love, good night etc. etc. 
 A thousand Kisses 
 F 
 
Good Night! Good night! -- and is it so? 
And must I from my darling go? 
Oh, dearest, say 'good night' once more 
and I'll repeat it o'er and o'er, 
Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying still 'good night'. 
 
And still 'good night' my darling say 
And whisper still 'A minute stay', 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age of rapture in it. 
We'll kiss and kiss with quick delight 
And murmur while we kiss 'good night'. 
 
'Good night', you'll murmur with a sigh 
And tell me it is time to fly 
And I will vow to kiss no more 
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Yet kiss you closer than before 
Till slumber seal the weary sight-- 
And then my love! My soul! --good night 
 
 

******************************* 
 

 
Note from F to J in envelope labeled 'Best Beloved' 
 
But I long for you today, dear heart of mine, so much so I must put aside all work to 
saturate myself with this longing. Was it yesterday or years that your arms were around 
me last and your love a tangible thing that [shivered] and throbbed, [hurt] and soothed. 
It must have been years, long and empty years since I felt your mouth crushed against 
mine and your passion hot in my blood--an exquisite flame. 
Lover, lover, my happiness lies heavy on my heart. I cannot [carry] such a burden alone. 
I need you so today, I feel like a wearied and [thirsting traveler] thinking of all the cool 
places and wines he's known. 
 
How endlessly long the day and so slow when I would hurry to you Dearest, Life is so 
hard--and so generous. I found you, and the glory of it numbs me, and yet I lose you 
every day anew. When I would put out my hand for reassurance I grasp nothing but 
memory. It is such agony to long so for the touch of you, to hear you...see you...and there 
is nothing but waiting for the day to end. 
 
Beloved, you are my life, my heaven and my hell. I would have heaven so I must take the 
hell. Without this agony there could be no sweetness in our meeting, but oh my darling let 
it be soon. 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

Letter from J to F 
 
Dearest lil' doodle bug, 
 
 I miss you so, sweetheart. Our love nest seems like an empty garage. Every piece 
of furniture, each little knick-knack and whatnot that catches the eye, the shadows, the 
very atmosphere cries out that you're away, asks that the spark which makes [a heaven 
here] be brought back. 
 
 Your mother has probably already told you I'm working. After having breakfast 
this morning I went down for the mail, which was a card from Catrina to you, and then 
went to Harry's. He was just about to leave for here to tell me Dubileer had phoned, so I 
rushed home, shaved, dressed, lunched, and arrived there at 12:30. 
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 They gave me medical forms to fill out, but I wasn't able to take the physical exam 
because the doctor was absent. Probably tomorrow I'll get it and then there will be 
nothing to fret over. 
 
 At one o’clock they gave me a button, a pass, and a time card, after punching 
which I was put to work. It seems that most of my work consists of checking quantities of 
finished work. Innumerable containers of from a hundred or so to a few thousand 
condensers must be counted, listed in one of three or four [ways], and passed on. The 
counting is done by weighing. 
 
 Most of these condensers are oily, a heavy sticky coating like grease, which gets 
over everything. You can imagine how I felt--in my best clothes, with a white shirt and 
white shoes, a slide-rule under my arm, put on this work! 
 
 I was threw at 5, to report at 6:45 tomorrow. I had supper with Harry and Sally, 
came right home, cleaned [fat] prepared for morning (including alarm set for 5:30) and 
am writing this in bed. 
 
 Dearest, it would be awfully nice if you could come home. Perhaps we should be 
glad of the opportunity to be apart, but for me a return to "freedom" holds no allure. 
 
 
 Much love, 
 Jere 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
 
 

******************************* 
 
 

letter from F to J, front side only of paper 
 
Saturday 
 

Well, sweetheart, now we'll turn prosaic! Are you eating all right--please do, it 
will worry me if you wear yourself down to a shadow of your former self. 
 
 I'm going to take Mia out for a walk now, so I'll mail this. The durn kid wouldn't 
take her nap and I'm so tired today for no reason at all. But you know me--I never can get 
enough sleep. Golly will the day ever come again that I can loll in bed till afternoon!!! 
Well tomorrow is Sunday and I get more rest. They're going out for dinner so I shall have 
'mine ease in mine inn,’ no supper to cook nor nutin'. Goody-goody. It seems a shame to 
waste all that nice space in back, but I really must run. All my love to you, Dearest, and a 
thousand kisses. (I'd give most anything for one real one!) 
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 Patiently and forever yours, 
 F 
 

******************************* 
 
 

 [letter from J in Jamaica, N.Y., to F. Casagrande, c/o Cribari, 395 Westchester Ave., Mt. 
Vernon, N.Y.] 
 
March 6/39 
 
Dearest love, 
 
 Forgive me if I seem incoherent; the most extraordinary thing has happened. 
We've (at least me) been accused of being crooks and forgers. 
 
 When I took the dogs down at about 1 P.M. Mrs. Ferrara called me, and 
expecting to receive mail, I answered. Imagine my wide-eyed surprise to be asked for the 
rent. I told her I had paid it to [Romeo], and she called me a liar, said [Romeo] hadn't 
been home. Thereupon I got the receipts and she went inside. When she came out she said 
I had made the receipt myself. With that I went upstairs. She called me again and we 
talked and talked and finally she asked me not to tell anyone, and told how she had 
kicked Romeo out etc. etc. Incidentally, during the palaver she made much of our $30 
rent when others were paying $38, and brought in the electricity. 
 
 The upshot of it all is that I want to get out of here. I feel sorry for her, and am 
tired of having someone feel she is making all the concessions. The heat has been 
mediocre, the water rarely hot, and very rarely sufficient for bathing. 
 
 Of course many factors exist which must be considered. Please think over 
thoroughly the whole matter. I'm shaky and angry, and realize that with such people we 
could never live in a satisfactory basis except by force, which in itself would be 
unsatisfactory. 
 
 I still love you as ever, Jere 
 

******************************* 
 
 

letter from F at 395 Westchester Ave., Mount Vernon, N.Y. to Mr. Jere Casagrande, 114 
West 80th St., New York City 
 
4/3/39 
 
Dearest Love:- it seems as if the French had a word for it. Listen to these old Norman 
verses:- 
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Sad, lost in thought, and mute I go 
the cause, oh me! you know full well: 
But see that naught thereof you tell, 
for men will only laugh at woe... 
 
Oh Love, my Love, and perfect bliss 
God in his goodness grant me this--- 
I see thee soon again 
Naught else I need to take away 
the grief that for thyself always 
Doth keep me in great pain. 
 
Alas, poor heart I pity thee 
for all the grief thou hast and care 
My Love I see not anywhere: 
He is so far away from me 
until once more his face I see 
I shall be sad by night and day... 
and if his face I may not see 
then I shall die most certainly 
 
They have said evil of my Dear; 
therefore my heart is vexed and drear: 
But what is it to them 
If he be fair or foul to see 
since he is perfect joy to me. 
 
He loves me well: the like do I 
I do not look with half an eye 
But seek to pleasure him. 
 
From all the rest I choose him here; 
I want no other for my dear; 
How then should he displease 
those who may leave him if they please? 
God keep him from all fear. 
 
Sweetheart: 
 
If you're coming up Wednesday give me a ring or write me Walter's address. Maybe I can 
get off. Is everything under control? You could never guess it...but I'm crazy about you, 
my precious. I was a bit too tired last night to appreciate your company properly. Still...X 
marks the spot [heart with X in it] 
With all my love as ever 
F 
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The Forties, the children arrive 
 
 
Ten years later Mother would write: 
 

what he cared about was this mythical Frances he built up in his mind, this 
wonder-woman fit to be mate to the Wonder-man he feels himself to be. This 
Frances is an intelligent woman, able to match him mood for mood, whether it's 
listening to Stravinski (whom I hate) or discussing the meaning of Life, with a 
capital 'L', to go for a walk when the mood strikes him and audibly express her 
feeling for clouds and shapes and such abstractions. This Frances is a superb 
cook, a hundred percent of the time, always spends money wisely and still gives 
her family everything they need in the way of extras, manages the children so well 
they are never a nuisance and keeps the house in applepie order. This Frances is 
a marvelous combination of mistress, housekeeper, manager and wife.  

 
But in the forties, Mother was still striving to meet his expectations.Beginning in 1944, it 
seemed that the Casagrandes were constantly moving and/or separated. The war was over 
by the time the letters start, but I suspect all the moving had to do with Father’s work 
since he worked for the military industrial complex his entire career. 
 
Mother’s letters are charming, full of love, almost each one illustrated with cute little 
drawings. Father’s letters are equally loving, filled with details of his affairs. In 1944 he 
was absent for three months, only one month in 1945, but a full six months in 1946 which 
culminated in Mother taking us three kids to California on the train for a three month 
visit. During this time Mom and Dad exchanged a number of genuine love letters; 
apparently absence indeed makes the heart grow fonder. 
 
In 1947 Father continued to work for the military, but something must have been going 
on because in 1948, after a decade of silence, Mother resumes journaling, revealing a 
deep bitterness. Nothing in the 1940’s letters give a hint that this is coming, but it was 
about that time that we moved to Southern California, leaving behind all our family and 
friends. There are no letters or diaries to indicate what prompted the move or how Mother 
felt to be leaving her family, but Bob and I have a few memories of what it was like when 
we got there. The five diary entries in 1948-1949 show that the marriage had irrevocably 
ruptured. 
 
Deedee and I are concerned, however, at what Mother’s letters reveal about her failure to 
properly care for us children. After 10 years of marriage she is fixed into her role—as 
wife. There are simply too many examples that show that she simply didn’t cope, didn’t 
react, didn’t know. I suspect that, like Adelaide before her, Mother simply could not 
successfully juggle the needs of her demanding husband and two children. I do know that 
I am also a borderline—the primary cause of which seems to be failure to attach to the 
mother. (Thank God my Father didn’t batter his children as well as his wife, or we all 
might have become abusers ourselves! [remember, all three factors must be present])  
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I was a longed-for child—at least on Mother’s part. She told me she perfumed her hands 
before touching me, for heaven’s sake! Nevertheless, I do not doubt that she was unable 
to behave as she would have liked. The letters are very revealing if you read closely. 
 
More importantly, however, children exposed to violence in the home are traumatized. 
Not only do they suffer serious neglect “at a rate 1500% higher than the national average 
in the general population,”64they are prone to “anxiety, low self-esteem, depression, 
anger and temperament problems65” which can follow them into adulthood in various 
forms. 
 
 
 

                                                 
64 Barbara Corry, The Painful Legacy of Witnessing Domestic Violence, 
http://psych.fullerton.edu/clindquist/dv/secondhand.htm, Word Wide Web. 
65 The Alabama Coalition Against Domestic Violence at http://www.acadv.org/ 
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1944 Letters 
 
[typed letter from F at 151 Harrison St., West Hempstead, L.I., N.Y. to Mr. J. 
Casagrande, 142 Federal St., Salem, Mass.] 
 
Tuesday 
July 25, 1944 
 
Dearest Sweetheart:--- 
 
My, but this place is lonesome without you---just goes to show you---Home is where the 
heart is!!!  And I guess there never was any doubt where MY heart is... 
 
Well, without any pomp and circumstance our son and heir became one year old today. 'S 
funny, but he doesn't look a bit different. You'd think such a grave occurrence would 
leave its mark, but no, his brow is unfurrowed and his sleep untroubled. Maybe I should 
have celebrated the event my buying him a mammoth steak and a bottle of Sauterne, as it 
was the only milestone so far was a birthday card from the Bumford's and one from Katie 
and of course the Cradle Roll. The Cradle Roll never forgets. 
 
Our little funny-faces seem to be bearing up very well and 
have been good as gold. All anyway, no worse than they 
ever were. They sleep fairly late in the morning, too, and 
I've got more rest these past two days than I expected. Gee, 
maybe I'll be spoiled when I have to take up my wifely 
burden again. That is, if I haven't starved too death by 
then. O, I guess I eat enough, but I don't think it a good 
idea to nibble for weeks, maybe. I'll have to make a real 
effort to cook up a meal. If I keep on eating sardines the 
fish in the tank are going to give me the 'fisheye' when 
mealtime rolls around. 
 
Golly, it's hot again today. My clothes are sticking to me. I 
keep thinking of that nice cold Massachusetts weather we 
had a sample of last week. Is it still cool up there? 
 
The kids are pulling Spooky apart and I can't concentrate on my letter anymore. Any 
minute now I've got to go and run interference. Last night I had to run out and get the 
baby carriage in before it rained and somehow Spooky went out without my noticing, and 
this morning around five o'clock she meowed under the bedroom window and I had to get 
up and let her in, and of course Ming Toi had to go OUT and by the time she came back 
and I composed myself for another bit of shuteye, Bobby started up. But I ignored him 
and peace reigned until eight. 
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Gee, Jere do you really think it looks hopeless?  Dear me, that's all I have to sustain me, 
the thought that any day now, maybe, our troubles will be over. I hardly think that you 
will want to send all your spare time in a bus seat between Boston and New York. Much 
as you love your family, I think you might grow to love your flesh more, Just think---I 
might have to dig out that old photo of yours to remind me what you look like. Oh dear! 
 
Bobby is getting too insistent, and after all this is his birthday, so I think I'll end with all 
my love and take this letter and the kids to the store. 
 
See you Sunday. 
 
Until then, love from all of us 
[signed] Frances P.S. No check yet. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[special delivery letter same addresses, postmarked July 29, 1944] 
Friday morning 
 
Hello Darling:- 
 
Well, I called your mother last night and she said she wasn't well enough to come this 
week. She might be able to come next week but under no circumstances for more than two 
days. What good are two days???  She said she was too old and not strong enough to 
cope with two small children66. Mami would be willing to come, that I know, if she could 
quit now. And I can't possibly ask her to do that. Pop's work is still much too uncertain 
and they also have a great many bills to pay off. Anyway, she will come as I have said, 
from Saturday night to Thursday. Meaning she'd have to go home on that day to be able 
to go to work over the week-end. 
 
Well, I thought if we can postpone it until the following week, maybe between my mother 
and yours we could wrangle a week. But I hate to spend the money when we are so short 
right now. We also have a great many bills by now and they keep right on coming. The 
phone company called me up on Wednesday and asked if and when I was coming in to 
pay. It bothers me no end. Well, if only that darned check of yours came I could do 
something about that. I think I'll go into town this morning and get the five dollars 
deposit back from the pressure cooker and get you a ticket, for just one way, I don't 
believe it'll stretch for a round trip. That way, you'll at least be able to get back again. 
And by then surely we ought to have some money. Gee, I hate it like sin, to be without a 
cent. It isn't so bad as far as living is concerned, my credit is good, I know that, but golly, 
never to have a bit of cash---, it's just awful. I can't ask Betty for any because they don't 

                                                 
66 I don’t remember Grandmother Casagrande ever babysitting us! She didn’t seem to want to associate 
with her son’s family. 



144 

get paid this week, and they are a week behind anyway, since Cliff took two weeks off 
without pay. 
 
I don't know whether it was the heat and storm combined or the worry over this business, 
but I had another one of those attack67s yesterday, and oh boy, I thought I'd like to die. 
Did I tell you on the phone that we had an awful storm?  It blew down trees and a phone 
pole here in the neighborhood. The light and power was off until three this morning. Just 
because I couldn't put any lights on to read I couldn't sleep a wink, and I had such a 
headache to torment me you wouldn't wish it on a dog. And no more aspirins. I even took 
your cold pills in desperation, hoping it would help me. Then finally after three I heard 
the refrigerator go on and I knew we had lights once more. I put on the bed lamp and 
read the new Reader's Digest for only five minutes and presto I was sleepy. Funny what a 
state of mind can do for you. You know, all the time I felt so sick I kept telling myself it 
was only because of this unpleasantness and trying to Pollyanna my subconsciousness, 
but My Subconsciousness knew better, it kept right on cramping up my stomach, it knew 
right well that the job was still there to be done. Oh well. If I sound like a spineless jelly 
fish and not the woman you married, please forgive me, darling, when it comes right 
down to it, you know I won't shirk, but there isn't much comfort in trying to get things off 
your chest over a long distance wire. That's why I wish you had come home this weekend 
first and talked things over and not try to do it on the phone. Too many things come up 
that way, and writing and wiring is no good either because you don't get an answer right 
away. 
 
Well, I guess I'll close now, don't worry about me, while I still have a few butterflies in 
my stomach this morning, I'll be all right.  The poor kids though, I snapped at them all 
the time yesterday and this morning. Camille keeps saying 'Bad Mami' and I guess maybe 
she's right. I'll try to turn over a new leaf now, and let the wet pants fall where they may. 
 
Bye-bye darling, until Sunday, and please come with an ample store of patience, will 
you?  I don't want to spoil our day together by haggling. I know I'm awfully stupid and a 
rudderless ship without you, so you've got to make allowances for me. I love you just as 
much as ever, though and think a four room flat with you in it is ever so much better than 
a house without out. 
 
As ever lovingly 
[signed] Frances 
 
[insert] 
I just finished calling up about your check, and for all the information I got I might have 
saved myself the trouble. After endless waiting around (she wouldn't call me back 
because it's an out of town call) a man's voice spoke to me and said as far as he know 
there were no termination papers, and he'd have to get in touch with the Nassau plant 
about.  And he said something about sending out the first of the month's checks already 
and that furthermore "those things take time" and that he'd do his best to rush it through. 

                                                 
67 Mother suffered from these strange “attacks” all her life. Deedee and I eventually decided they were 
migraines, and we both inherited the problem although I stopped having them in my 30s. 
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But what it all amounts to is that there will be no check this week. So thusly and therefore 
what am I to do????  Will you be getting any money from Sylvania on the first?  How are 
you fixed with cash anyway?  Could you get by until the first, even with coming home?  
Oh well, there it is, if you have anything important to say, phone or write, otherwise I'll 
expect you on Sunday morning. Okay? 
 
Love 

 
************************************* 

 
[letter from J to F] 
Salem, Mass. 
August 1, 1944 
 
Dearest little "slug-wug", 
 
 How's my love, just about melted?  Patience, 'twill cool in time. 
 
 The trip up was ok, a nice road, mostly the middle-aged schoolteacher and "ma 
and pa" type:  quiet and uneventful. However, I slept only a few hours. When we arrived 
in Boston at 6 AM I decided to take the train and got there at 7:40. 
 
 You know, we forgot the electronic [Gem] Instructor's Book" in the manila 
envelope, probably on your bureau, and the clock. Incidentally I got on the coach to 
Portland without much trouble but didn't get a chance to drink my vin. Sat next to an old 
lady, across from an old couple and behind 3 old maids (I think). 
 
 Mrs. Carroll has agreed to have you and all is well in that regard. However, Mr. 
Frey has nothing and another woman who looked promising has nothing. But who knows, 
something may turn up at any time.  
 
 The weather is beautiful here, hot in the sun, but always a cool breeze. Of course 
it is hot in the plant, due to furnaces etc., but on the roof it is comfortable. 
 
 Love to the children and "Spooky", give Camille an extra bounce for me, and 
Robert once again around the kitchen-living room circuit, 
 
 So long sweet, 
Jere 
XXX [Franie, Cami, Rob, Spooky ]  
 

 
************************************* 
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[letter from F at 151 Harrison St. W. Hempstead, L.I., to Mr. J. Casagrande, 142 Federal 
St., Salem, Mass. 
August 2, 1944 
 
Hi, Skipper:-- 
 
Your letter, Darling, was like a touch of spring. It had been raining, steadily and 
monotonously, for the past twenty-four hours, and I was beginning to feel a little blue. I 
guess you've never had to spend a day cooped up with two little children that want to go 
out, or looked at your wash drooping on the line, and no nearer to a state of dryness than 
when it came out of the tub, or fished to the last pair of dry panties out of the drawer 
threatening your first-born with dire results if she didn't stay clean, so you can have no 
idea how blue you can get without half trying. Anyway, I've chuckled all afternoon 
whenever I thought of you (and that's quite often) so wasn't it worth the effort??? 
 
I send my bike off this afternoon while the kids were asleep, and it took my last two 
dollars. Do you realize, friend husband, how very short you left me?????  I'll have to call 
up mother tonight and tell her to come well-heeled. 
 
I realized about the clock the next morning, and for a while I flirted with the idea of 
sending it and the pants to you, but on second thought decided it would get up there 
about Friday anyway and you could struggle along without 'em for another day. I 
already put the magazine and pants and clock in the suitcase so I'll be sure not to forget. 
The other pants will be ready from the cleaners by Saturday, and I'll have to tie a knot in 
my little finger to remind me to get them. 
 
(Camille insists on sitting on my lap and helping me type and you can imagine how much 
help that is!  I wish she'd play elsewhere---) 
 
As per your instructions I took her for a piggy back ride and then played for awhile with 
her blocks. Gee, it seems to me I do nothing but play with those kids these days. They'll 
be so thoroughly spoiled they won't be fit to live with. And it will be worse if Camille 
finds no playmates and has to come and hang around her Mommy's skirts. 
 
But just the same, it is kind of nice to give them some attention once in a while. You know, 
Bobby walked all the way to the store and home again, with Camille and me pushing the 
carriage after him. I mean he walked holding onto my finger, not by himself, but still, he 
gets the exercise. But he just will not walk for anybody else. Well, he'll do it in time, and 
then I'll be sorry I encouraged him to, and have to chase after him and bring him back. 
As it is now, every chance he gets he waltzes across the street and sits in the gutter to 
play. What a boy! 
 
Well, darling, I guess I'll say so long, this letter will probably get there at about the same 
time as me, but anyway, this is just like talking to you, and it makes me feel good. By the 
way, it looks as if it would have to be a parlor-bedroom-and sink existence after all, eh?  
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Well, we'll see. Goodnight Sweet Prince, and till Sunday morning, all my love to your as 
ever 
 
[signed Frances] 
 
Spooky says "Micuw" meaning thanks for the pat. Darling I love you, you strike the right 
note every time. It amused me so that right away I wasn't lonely anymore. 
 
[darling drawing of boy baby and girl baby, top hat and cane and bonnet-ed, plus cat 
chasing ball--titled "His Honor and the first Lady stepping up to say 'Hello'" 

 
 

************************************* 
 

 [letter from J to F] 
Salem, Mass. 
August 14, 1944 
 
Dearest Love, 
 
 Does this find you enjoying a well-deserved rest?  Since the children can be 
confined within the fenced area, they should be no problem(?). How are our darlings?  
By the way, did you arrive in time Monday morning and are you out of the "dog house"? 
 
 It appears to be more trouble than it is worth to take that house. About all I can 
see at the moment is going to the [House] Title Co. for an increase on the first or a 
second mortgage. In view of the loan for the insulation and the original valuation of 
$5600 I do not feel sure enough of the result to ask for the additional $1000. It seems that 
the Beverly Cooperative Bank (this is the Mass. equivalent of a Building & Loan Assoc.) 
will give (or take) a $3800 mortgage, and Mr. Mahoney will credit us with the 4% agents 
fee, or $200. The result is that the selling price will be $4800 with a $3800 mortgage and 
$1000 in cash, plus some $70 in fees and costs. 
 
 There is a bare possibility that a loan or underwriting of a loan (guaranteeing) ca 
be arranged through Sylvania, but this is doubtful. It would certainly be good business on 
their part, for it would put us in their debt literally and morally, and would increase my 
efficiency by removing a very pressing problem. 
 
 It was awfully hot today, even at 6AM, so bad that the plant shut down at noon. 
We had a violent rain storm from 2PM on for about 2 hrs. 
 
 I found a nice pretty little 5 rm Cape Cod house not too far away for sale, but 
have not been able to find the people yet. It has no fireplace (only one flue in a small 
stack), is white shingle with a white picket fence in what appears to be a nice 
neighborhood. It is not quite as convenient as the Beverly house but is a much nicer one 
and is only a half a block from a bus line. 
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 I've just come back from the above house. It is a "cute" and cheap one, poorly 
constructed, but pretty. I'd value it at 4500 or 5000 as compared to ours at 6000. The 
woman reminded me very much of Mrs. F[from] (Queens?) and you would think she was 
giving you a wonderful bargain and doing you a great favor. 
 
 Well maybe something new will develop. Love to all, with a pat for Maui and a 
clap for pop xxx for you and the children, Love, Jere 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[to J from  F at 71 Conrad Place, Dover, N.J.] 
Wednesday, August 16, 1944 
 
Hello Sweetheart:- 
 
Well, I got back again all safe and sound and miraculously all in one piece. I was so tired 
I slept right through the rest stops---only opening one eye to see where we were. He sure 
took the funniest route, through Rhode Island, where he got a ticket for going through a 
red light and was he mad!!!  We got into 50th Street at 3:30 in the morning and on 
inquiry I learned that the earliest bus to Dover was 8 oclock. That wouldn't do, so I took 
the 7th Ave. over to 34th St. raced to the H&M tubes and found a big crowd of sailors 
and soldiers waiting for them to open the gates. The train went at 4:05, and here I was 
gnashing my teeth until 4:00. Of course I missed that train and had to wait until 5:15.  
That one was express to Dover and got in only 18 minutes after the 4:05 train. Mami was 
all set not to go to work when I showed up. 
 
 It's been so awfully hot up here, you can just imagine, and if I thought I'd get 
more rest than home, I was sadly mistaken. As a matter of fact, Mami makes me get up at 
six in the morning and Bobby so far hasn't co-operated either. I don't know what's the 
matter with that boy of ours. He's all broken out in the face, it's pitiful to behold. I'm 
afraid it's "Impetigo" and if it is it's a long drawn out affair and hard to cure. Especially 
since he won't keep his hands off his face and keeps rubbing the salve off. He's cross and 
restless and cries much too much. Pop had to move up into the attic room to get his 
night's rest. 
 
 Camille is up to her usual tricks, going out and coming in and leaving the flies in. 
The fence doesn't mean a darn thing...it didn't take her 5 minutes to learn how to open the 
gates. She doesn't bother with the kids yet and hangs from my skirts every waking 
moment. When I firmly put them both outside it's either a crying jag or she opens the gate 
and coaxes Bobby through it (not that he needs much coaxing either). Several times I've 
looked for them and found them playing at the side of the street. 
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************************************* 
 
 

August 18 
 
Dearest Darling, 
 
You're probably wondering why you haven't heard from me this week. Believe me, Jere, I 
couldn't be more marooned on a desert Island. There's no store, no mailbox, no nothing 
within easy walking distance and I can neither take the children for such a long walk nor 
leave them. Besides for the past few days I haven't felt like walking for obvious reasons. 
Every morning Pop and Mami go off without that letter and I have yet to see a mailman. 
There must be one, the gremlins didn't leave your letter the other day, I'm sure. Oh well, 
you know, I think of you and love you as much as ever. Bobby hasn't been getting worse 
nor has he improved any that I can see. And its quite an ordeal to tend the little imp. It 
hurts to put on alcohol and the salve. It's a drying up process, you see. There's a scab 
right on the tip of his little nose. You ought to see your son---if he isn't a sight--oh joy!! 
 
It rained yesterday, and today it got very cold. I tell you, never a golden middle way, 
always either broiling hot or too cold and dreary. I just read this letter over. I sound 
awfully low, don't I?  The truth of the matter is--I'm bored stiff. Home at least the kids 
would be off my hands, and I'd have things to do. Here the children are strange, and they 
must not touch this, or go there, oh, you know...and I can't keep Bobby in the play pen all 
day. Gee how I wish it were next month.... 
 
Longingly you 
bored but loving wife 
 
Got your letter just now, darling, thanks a lot. Nothing much new. Mami goes to work 
and I clean and wash and tend the children just as I do home. She comes home around 
3:30 and that's nice, from then on I get bossed and talked at, but that's okay with me (for 
awhile anyway!) 
 
 You know there's even less to do than around home. I can't take the children out 
because I have no carriage and sometimes I take them for a walk but there's no place to 
walk to, and Bobby wants to play in the gravel. Right now, with this impetigo, that's the 
very last thing I can let him do. So he's always screaming from frustration. Poor boy, it 
isn't easy on him either. It seems to be worse than poison ivy, every time I look at him 
there are some more spots somewhere. In spite of my earnest endeavor it has spread to 
his neck and arms. If I could just put him in a straight jacket for awhile!!!  I got some 
band aid and had a heck of a time to cover each spot...now he looks as if he'd been in an 
accident. About the house, anything is okay with me, dear, if only it is soon. Something 
will turn up, I'm sure. Don't get too discouraged. 
 
 (I've looked for the typewriter, high and low, and it seems it's been sold, so I have 
to struggle on by hand. I love to write but this way it's too tedious. Can you read it???)  
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Got sick this morning and feel lower than an ant. Got mad at Mumi when she woke me up 
at 6 again. Damn her. Well, will write again. Good bye sweetheart and all my love to you 
as ever. Greetings from Pop and Mami and love (I hope) from your offspring. 
F 

 
************************************* 

 
[letter marked Special delivery --12 cents!!!--and personal to Mr. Jere Casagrande, 
Sylvania Products, Inc. Boston Street, Salem, Massachusetts - postmarked August 21, 
1944] 
 
Darling: 
 
I just called you-9:15- and you weren't at home!!!!!!!  So I'm dashing this off to keep you 
up to date. I called the moving people and they told me I was giving them very little 
notice, but that they would see what they could do. About an hour ago a man called me 
up (I forgot his name) he's connected with the traffic department or something and he 
told me that they expected a shipment from Boston on Saturday and that they could load 
on Sunday if that was okay with me. This was only tentative and they would keep in touch 
with me and let me know definitely as soon as possible. I tried to make it as urgent as 
possible, and they have been most courteous and helpful, but of course the situation as is, 
we have to make the best of whatever arrangements they make. I also found out that so 
far they have not received any authorization from the Sylvania People and that's the 
reason I wanted to talk with you. Please have them send a letter right away. I tried to call 
the New York office but of course it was already too late, I do think, however, that I'd 
better do so again in the morning, in case we are able to get moved before Sunday. In any 
case it wouldn't hurt for you to tell them also. 
 
I got in touch with Sefton's (poor things, they have been hanging on tenderhooks, too, and 
not liking it I bet) and they will come over to see me. I'll have the lease ready for them by 
tomorrow. 
 
You will get paid tomorrow won't you?  I would appreciate a little extra 'moola' my sweet 
and only. After paying all our bills up to date, and buying the stroller and a pair of shoes 
for Camille (which she absolutely had to have) we have eight dollars in the bank. I've 
paid up all my incurred debts at the grocers and milkman and have now five dollars 
between me and the big bad wolf. So unless you want the kids and me to travail ourselves 
on the night bus you'd better send us some money. Yes? 
 
As soon as I hear from the moving people I'll see to the phone and utilities, and I guess 
that's about all. Of course I'll send in a change of address, and notify all our magazine 
people. Anything else? 
 
Tomorrow, in between breaths, I'll even write to your mother, at least a short note, to the 
effect that we have a new address. 
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So in the meantime, keep your hair shirt on, my love, and think of me struggling manfully 
with all the details and spare me a few pitying tears. 
 
Oh yes, I asked about how long it took before we saw our belongings again, and it seems 
we have at least one homeless night to look forward to, so I thought it would be best to 
engage a drawing room and travel at night. Our little darlings will be asleep, praise be, 
and some sort of breakfast I can manage for them to keep them happy when they wake up. 
I think that would work out best anyway. 
 
So once more, goodbye until we see you, which can't be too soon for me. 
 Love as ever 
 [signed Frances] 
 
P.S. 
Just in case you're gnawing at your knuckles wondering what I did with all that money, 
here it is. 
 

Phone  17.73 
Gas and lgt   5.15 
stroller  24. 
shoes   5. 
Classics  6. 
Book house  4.75 
                   62.63  

 
there seems to be a five dollar bill missing which I can't account for at the moment, but 
no doubt it will turn up somewhere, if I think hard enough. I only know I used it for a 
worthy purpose, no doubt. [handwritten] 
 
After thinking it over I realized there is no missing $5. There's still eight dollars in the 
check. acct. Uff!! 

 
************************************* 

 
 [letter from J to F] 
 
Dearest love,  Sept 10, 1944 
 
 This is being written in "[lonex]" en route between Utica and Syracuse, N.Y. The 
car is rocking and swaying badly, please forgive the [grating] of penmanship. 
 
 This train went thru [Mau.] direct to Albany and did not go the New York. It went 
through Worchester, [Springfield], Pittsfield, Chat[bury] [aslk], thru the beautiful  
Berkshires. It was light until we got to Albany so I was able to enjoy the scenery. 
 
 It [s;lkdj;kljkf] 
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1945 Letters 
 
[letter from F in Salem to J in Jamaica c/o Mrs. Rink] 
[drawing of crying baby in crying standing in crib] 
 
February 10, 1945 
 
Well, we struggled along without you for two whole days and don't seem to be none the 
worse for it. (Though I must confess the numbness is wearing off and when I think of the 
days stretching endlessly ahead of me I could just take my hair down and bawl---) 
Of course you know now that the day after you left it started to snow and continued to do 
so until next morning, great big wet flakes, and when Salem opened its doors in the 
morning there was a blanket of snow that covered everything like the moist warm tongue 
of a lapping puppy dog. The snow clung (cling clang clung--yes 'clung' is right0 actually 
clung on the screens and the sides of the houses, Jere, I never saw anything like that in 
my life. It was up against the side door, and I could have walked off the porch without 
any great trouble, except it was so soft you sank right out of sight. Mr. Nikitas worked for 
an hour cutting a path from the back to his car and then found he couldn't budge it. I 
finally went to work and cleared a path along the sidewalk, but I'm telling you I was 
exhausted when I was through. I had to cut it with the shovel and then dig it away, why, 
the snow was actually as high as my thigh, when I was through it was like a tunnel. 
Especially after the snow plow had come through. It did look lovely though, like a fairy 
land, every tree and bush was bowed down under it's load of snow, but still it clung. The 
children enjoyed it for awhile, then they wanted to get away from the beaten path and got 
stuck up to their hips with every step they took, then they got too tired out trying to get 
out, and after I rescued them for the umpteenth time I finally shooed them inside. 
Clyde had gone to school on Thursday night as usual and didn't get home until three in 
the morning, wet and cold and shivery and disgusted. He'd tried to call me but could get 
no answer, yet I was here and awake all evening. The bus had gotten lost in the snow and 
he had to walk home for quite a distance. Poor guy. Trains didn't run all night, until early 
Friday morning, buses and cars were stuck all over, and transportation didn't get back to 
normal for a long time. I paddled to the store in your galoshes and got some bread and a 
can of spaghetti for my supper, if I'd tried to get into town they would have had to send a 
ST. Bernard after me... 
 
Ruby came over Thursday when I was still feeling pretty low, and the dear girl did all my 
ironing for me, what a relief. I finally got all the washing out of the way, little by little 
and things would settle in a groove if the kids would only stay out of trouble. Honestly, if 
it isn't one thing it's another, and me not being able to talk to them. Yes, I'm still 
croaking, and my nerves will be all frazzled by the time I get my voice back, from trying 
to tell them not to do things in a whisper. This morning I was so beside myself I'm afraid I 
shook Camille until her teeth rattled. I went into the just cleaned living room and found 
they had taken a plant from the pot, de-leaved it and the earth was all over, and I do 
mean all over. I located them in their room and cleaned up the mess, and when I went 
back to see what they were doing, they had unrolled the whole roll of toilet tissue. That in 
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itself is nothing, costs only eight cents and is cleared out in a jiffy, but I can't get that 
kind, and it's swell for runny noses....That's when I exploded. No wonder my voice doesn't 
get better and my throat still feels constricted...if I have to talk and talk and admonish all 
day long!  Nuts to that. 
 
Oh I meant to tell you, Mrs. Nikitas sent down my dinner for me last night. Very tasty, 
too, fried clams, and French fried potatoes, and lettuce and tomatoes and tomato soup. 
Wasn't that nice of her?  She knew I was alone and not feeling too good, so she thought 
she'd save me the trouble of cooking... 
 
I got a check from the Seftones just now, but she doesn't mention one word about looking 
for a place or the fact that we're coming back or anything. Just completely ignored it. 
Said the furnace was off one time, and that they were running short on oil. Things like 
that. Well, what now? 
 
Sunday 
Ruby asked me if I'd take Jimmy for a couple of hours last night so she and Clyde could 
go tobogganing with a couple of the boys from the plant. Of course I said bring him 
along. Unfortunately Jimmy just would not be consoled from the time the door closed 
after her, just stood there and cried his little heart out. Bobby was already asleep so I 
bundled Camille up and took them both over to the other house. For the rest of the night I 
sat on the rocking chair with Jimmie on my lap and Camille crouched in back of me 
putting marbles in a bottle and letting them roll out again. More fun. I didn't mind it so 
much though, and I know if I could have used my voice I could have lulled them both to 
sleep. They all came back around eleven in very high spirits. (I envied them a little, I'd 
dearly love to go) and I heard all about the swell time they had had. We made waffles 
and I ran home for my two cups, 'cause Ruby only has three, looks like all of us with 
infant children are in the same boat, and while I was home I took a peek at our male off-
spring and he was still in the Land of Nod. So I went back and proceeded to enliven the 
company with my mute presence. 

 
************************************* 

 
[valentine from F to J postmarked Feb 12, 1945 and signed 'to my dearest love with all 
my heart'] 

 
************************************* 

 
February 14, 1945 postmarked valentine signed for Cammie by mother to Mr. Jere 
Casagrande, 150 39 87th Road, Jamaica, N.Y. 

 
 

************************************* 
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[letter from F in Salem to J in Jamaica, c/o Mrs. Rink] 
February 14, 45 
 
Hello, Dearest:- 
 
Well, I called the moving people, but they won't be able to send someone until Friday, but 
at any rate I expect we'll be able to move in a week or two. (I hope, I hope) 
 
I went up to the attic (you see--simple!) yesterday when the kids were having their naps, 
and I got everything all bundled, tied and stacked and ready. Uff. One of these days I'll 
tackle the pantry too, if I can think of a place to stack things. It won't be too bad I 
trust....Ruby will come and help me, I know, when the time comes. 
 
I sent off your package today, but I found that the railway express office won't accept 
anything that goes beyond Boston, there's an embargo of sorts, and that doesn't look 
good for your bicycle. Unless it's lifted next week again but the driver there wasn't any 
too encouraging about it. Do you still want it? 
 
Oh yes, another thing, Campbell of the personnel office called this morning, and he was 
very much put out to learn you were still in New York. It seems nobody told him about it, 
and he was quite upset. He thought you had only gone down for an interview. I told him 
you were working at the Kew Garden place, and that was all I knew about it...When Ruby 
came over this noon, we got to talking and she said that Clyde had a feeling as if the 
research lab was going to fold up, instead of moving... 
 
And another thing, it has become increasingly apparent that your female off-spring has 
missed you more than I gave her credit for. She has been so moody and sensitive, she's 
burst into tears or temper tantrums at the slightest 
provocation (or no provocation at all) ever since you left. 
And last night she went through the most extraordinary 
performance. She held out a spoonful of food in the general 
direction of your chair and said "Here Daddy" then she'd eat 
it. She kept right on doing it until she was finished. And this 
morning when she went into the cellar with me, she got a 
thumping thwack on her cheek with the end of the shovel and 
went howling upstairs and when I came up she was glued to the side door crying for her 
daddy in the most heart-wrenching sobs. What's more she wouldn't let me near her or 
touch her in any way. After awhile she came and cuddled on my lap and said, "I want to 
stay on my mamma's lap" and there she stayed. The big baby. 
 
By the way, oh just by the way and incidentally, it's doing it again. You know, that white 
stuff, beautiful beautiful snow. And this time, by cracky, I'm not going out to shovel it 
either. If the people next door who are so very very 'Salem-ish and can leave it on their 
sidewalk for people to break their necks on, so can I. Not a stroke nary a one.... 
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The mail man just came and brought me a Valentine from My Love. You darling, I 
thought sure you'd forget. Fooled me, eh?  That's the way I like to be fooled, and now you 
know why I love you. There was the check you mentioned, and a letter from Mother. And 
the way our two hellions are tearing around in back of me, will Grandma ever be 
surprised!  Not to mention Grandpa. There'll be some changes made and I don't know yet 
who's going to be changed, Mumsi, or our impies. Who do you place your bet on???? 
 
Well, darling, guess I'll sign off for now. More later on in the week. Bye now. All our 
love, as ever 
[signed Frances] 

 
************************************* 

 
[letter from F to J with drawing of little boy head and little girl pigtailed head saying 'Hi 
Daddy'] 
February 16, 1945 
 
Hello Darling:- 
 
I've just hung up my 'umpteenth' pair of panties and Lordie am I ever tired tonight. It's 
Friday night and nothing worth listening to on the radio--can't seem to get interested in 
'who dune it' ---and am must to restless to go to sleep, so I thought I'd chatter to you 
awhile. 
 
I've waited around all day today for someone from the moving company to call on me, 
but apparently they got lost in a snow drift coming down from Boston. I made one 
attempt to call up, but was told that someone had left at noon and should be there 'any 
minute now'...It is now going on ten o'clock and so far no dice. The other company I 
called can't come around until Sunday. Well, I suppose somebody is bound to show up. 
But I'm so on edge waiting, I'd like to get a moving date, so I can plan on doing things. 
Like selling the stove. ( spent a whole morning the other day shining it up inside and out, 
and even using stove polish on it, and oh boy, you'd never recognize the ol' thing!)  And 
another thing that has me a bit worried is the fact that the coal seems to be running out 
much too fast. I've tried to cut down on it, and once or twice it was out all day, and the 
kitchen fire I start in the morning until I have hot water and then let it go out, too. It 
hasn't been cold, I mean, really cold, so it didn't seem to matter, but with all my 
economizing it still looks kind of hopeless unless we move next week, or the week after. 
 
You know, Jere, if we should be lucky and get a hundred or a hundred and twenty-five 
dollars for the stove and the moving costs about 170, or something like that, we almost 
don't need that money you borrowed from Pop. We got $299.34, oh no, you said you took 
out twenty, that makes it $279.-, gee, we haven't had that much together for quite awhile, 
have we?  Aren't you going to get a check down there this week?  How much is it costing 
you to live, do you think?  I'm rambling again, don't mind me, it doesn't really matter to 
me at all. I guess it's because my subconscious keeps nudging me to ask for a pair of 
shoes. Papa, can I have a pair of shoes?  You don't want me to come up to my mother's in 
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a pair of shoes that are only held together by a shoestring, do you?  She'd be simply 
scandalized. 
 
You know, dearest, it's just lovely getting letters from you. I wish there were one every 
day, it would be something to watch for. But you'd be kind of running out of subject 
matter wouldn't you, and I'd have to make out a batch of form letters all stamped and 
ready for mailing. 
 
When your letters come I read them aloud to Camille and tell her it's from you, and she'll 
hold onto it for a long while. Usually I sneak it away when she isn't looking, she seems to 
be very jealous about your letters, won't let me have 'em, and thinks they are hers. The 
poor little mutt. She looks at the photograph album and picks out your picture and mine, 
and she knows 'Grandpapa, and 'Grandmama's pictures too. That's what makes me think 
it would be better not to plan on staying with you permanently, but just to get together 
over the weekends or I could meet you in New York once in awhile. I think it would be too 
hard on the kids not to have either one of us around. And if I should get a job, and I 
might very well, I'd like to come home to them. At night, I mean. Then I can let Mumsi be 
disciplinarian and Mama will be just sugar candy to them. They'd love that, all right. But 
we'll see about that later. Maybe the Seftons will get out sooner than you think (wishful 
thinking on my part I guess) Gee, I can't help hoping they'll be decent about it. Oh well, 
the eternal optimist! 
 
Mami said in her letter I was a coward for not telling her about Mickey. Just what did 
you say to her?  Did you tell her how much he cost and when we got him, or what? 
 
You lucky dog, you,--going to movies, are you?  Why don't you advertise as a baby 
minder or sitter, to keep your hand in. I have a good mind to call up Dorothy tomorrow 
afternoon and go to a movie, too. So there. Except I never relish the idea of going alone. 
And Clyde is more often at school than he is at home, and it would never do to dump 
them on poor Ruby in the day time. She has trouble enough as it is. Having her brother-
in-law there made her so homesick for good old Michigan that for two cents she'd let 
Clyde go up to 'what ever its name is' and go back to the 'project' with Jimmie. She hasn't 
got the temperament and yes I can say it to you, the loyalty to stick like certain little girls 
I could mention if I weren't so modest. She'll be lost up there in the wilds. 
 
Well, dear heart, I think I shall say goodnight now, and as the hen said when she got into 
the nest:  Guess I'll leave it here. Bye now. Will write again Sunday. 
 
[signed Frances and Co.] 
 
P.S. You ought to see Mickey now, gee, he got so big, and loves to go outside, but I'm still 
kind of leery of that. Too much  snow. 
 
P.P.S. It's getting awfully boring to sleep in that great big bed all by myself....I miss you, 
Lover. 
[XXXXX] 
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[letter from F to J with drawing of young baby boy in bed with dream talk "hearts 
'Daddy'"] 
 
Sunday 
February 16, 1945 
 
Hello again, Darling:- 
 
Why didn't you come and visit your adoring family over the weekend, why didntja, why--
hmmm-why?  From the looks of things we'll be sitting here until the end of the month. 
'That Man' came from the moving company, and he couldn't give me a definite date, 
though he called his office and tried to get in touch with the dispatcher. It was Saturday, 
you know, and by the time he'd found his way into 'beautiful and historic' Salem it was 
pretty nearly noon, and apparently they don't work after the stroke of twelve. So I won't 
know until Monday. I told him however that it was urgent that I move as soon as possible 
on account of the coal, and I wouldn't sign his contract until I know the shipping date. 
There is another person coming today from the Allied Moving Company, and perhaps he 
can give me something definite. If not, I shall choose whichever will give me the earliest 
date. The Grey-van man told me I might be lucky, as there were some trucks coming in 
next week and possibly I could get shipping space on them. But Holy Hannah, I don't 
want to have just three days to pack in again, though with conditions the way they are, I 
will most likely have to jump at whichever opportunity offers itself. Well, here's luck---I 
toasted you in prune juice! 
 
The kids and Mickey are outside and I feel like a flea on a hot griddle with a crick in its 
neck, jumping up and looking over my shoulder where they are.... 
 
Ruby came over last night to help me while away the lonely hours, she said she might as 
well come over to see me, 'cause what with Clyde studying his body might be there, but 
his spirit ain’t, and he'd just as soon not have her distract him be pacing up and down 
like a caged lioness. So we sat on the bed and talked and talked and talked, and then had 
coffee and toast and talked and talked and talked. What in the world can two women find 
to talk about for hours and hours anyway...But when we looked up it was twelve o'clock 
and Cinderella had to go back to her ashes. By that time I was beginning to feel hopeful 
and listened for every footfall thinking it might be you. What did you do with your week-
end anyway?  Have you got to work all day Saturday? 
 
Oh by the way, I asked about having the cribs sent to Dover and I was told that in that 
case we'd have to pay for the whole load to its furthest point, in this case Dover. And they 
wouldn't take the cribs unless we paid the charge from Salem to Dover. So I think it 
would be best to take them to Hempstead and then ship them by Railway Express to 
Dover. If they'll take them. I just don't know what they will do. They don't handle any 
freight either unless it s absolutely essential. It seems because the freight cars and trucks 
are so tied up on account of the snow and what with having an especial rush on war 
material everything else has to wait. 
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You know, darling, when I look around at the decrepit junk we call our own, I feel like 
stuffing it all in the furnace. Did I tell you it will be approximately $170.00 and we won't 
know the actual figure until the load is weighed or something, since it goes at so much 
per 100 pounds. This is an overestimate, and might well be much less. It makes me laugh, 
people come in and look at the furniture and mentally think it isn't worth carting, then 
they get a good look at your stuff and they throw their hands in the air and want to 
scream. I get so tired of remarks like: "Your husband must be a radio amateur" (I say no 
he's a radio engineer) then they will inevitably add "There's enough stuff here to equip 
three radio stations" or words to that effect. And I stand there and say "Yes, isn't there."  
Gr-r-r-r 
 
Did you get the little radio from mother again, or didn't you bother?  I listened to 
Traviata yesterday afternoon (the kids slept till after three) and it made me feel awfully 
sad somehow. Even the first act. 
 
It was such a lovely day today,  I went out into the yard and tried to take the swing apart. 
When I tell you that I walked up to it and the top bar was on a level with my nose, that 
will give you an idea what I was up against. The nuts and bolts gave me hardly any 
trouble at all, but oh gosh golly, after digging down to solid earth I found it frozen to the 
ground. (The holes were big enough to lose Bobby in, and I had to dig the kids out with 
one hand and shovel the snow with the other---so to speak)  But eventually I got it up, 
and only lost two (!) stakes. The ladder is now standing up by its lonesome, reaching up 
to high heaven in the middle of nothing, it looks awfully weird. But the bottom rung had 
sunk into the ground and is now imbedded in the frozen earth. I have hopes of thawing it 
with hot water when the time comes. Maybe if I keep the ground around it free from snow 
it wil soften enough to be able to yank it up. You know, that's the worst of this lot of snow. 
One day the weather is mild and it thaws like mad, but there is such a lot of snow to melt, 
that by night everything is a frozen wasteland again. 
 
It is now going on evening and 'that man' hasn't shown up yet. But I'm resigned to that 
now. If he comes okay, and if not, maybe I'll call someone else tomorrow. Or I hear 
something more definite from Grey-van. 
[signed Bye now Frances etc] 

 
 

************************************* 
 

[letter from J at 150-39-87 Ave., Queens, N.Y. N.Y., to Frances Casagrande, 8 Fowler 
St., Salem, Mass.] 
 
February 17, 1945 
Dover, N.J. 
 
Dearest love, 
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 Your [rusua] has me again as you can see:  thought I'd get in practice, even 
bought a ten trip ticket--saves 10%. There seems to be a lot of snow up here, but the 
walks are fairly well cleared. Looks like more snow now. 
 
 Let's forget the bicycle until we get down--I can ride it in from there some 
afternoon. 
 
 Campbell is an old fuddy-duddy. Did he think I was going to pay three fares?  In 
addition I didn't wish to take a chance. Let me know more about Clyde's feeling about the 
lab. 
 
 How's our little girl child doing?  Do you read to her regularly, and tell her that 
daddy will be with her again soon to sing "Doodle" and "Old [man] Tucker"?  Play 
"Peek-a-boo" and "Teddy Bear" and blow "bu[fs].”  Here's a sketch showing where 
daddy works, all for Camille. [drawing of building with daddy, door, 2nd floor window 
labeled] [heart with "Here's to my Valentine--Cammie from your daddy" in it] 
 
 There will be changes made, alright, alright I can see Bobby standing up and 
saying "I don't wanna," or "I want [dis]" or even "[pooey].”  Camille, Bobby, Spooky, 
Mickey, Sussie, and the half-blind old dog [Tricksy] that's a combination capable of 
anything, and usually doing it. 
 
 Incidentally, I did not yet receive my paycheck and have now drawn two checks 
for a total of forty (40) dollars. 
 
 Have you given any thought to the supervision of the move in at Hempstead?  If 
they pick up the load Saturday morning and unload Monday morning we could proceed 
as follows: 
 

1. I take bus up Friday night. 
2. We supervise loading and check time of arrival 
3. We take children to Dover Saturday afternoon or evening, perhaps dinner 

or a walk in New York 
4. We return early Monday morning to Hempstead. 

 
This is just a suggestion and invites comment. 
 
 What do you think of my proposal to live in New York weekdays and Dover 
weekends?  It might be a good idea providing your people are willing. I haven’t sounded 
them out. It would get your desire for change out of your system and solve our own 
problems--it would be like a second honeymoon, we could really "do the town". 
 
 I had to wait till I was in New York to hear the Boston Symphony Orchestra. 
Someone gave me a ticket to Wednesday's concert at Carnegie Hall. Kousevistsky gave a 
five concert--Mozart's Divertimento; A Stravinsky ballet; Schakowsky’s Pathetique. It 
was really splendid. I had a rail seat at the right end of the topmost balcony, almost an 
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eagle's nest. The house was sold out--he is evidently a favorite in New York. The Boston 
Symphony Orchestra is reputed to be the best in the country and perhaps in the world. I 
did so wish you were with me. 
 
 Saw [unreadable] 
 
 Did you hear "Traviata" this afternoon?  I was traveling, unfortunately.  
 
 Mami keeps asking for red points--can you spare some? 
 
 Don't forget, when you arrange the final plans for moving, to have the children's 
cribs and whatever else you need, shipped down or from Hempstead to Dover. 
 
 I bought a ten trip ticket to Dover, at a saving of 11% over the regular round trip 
rate. 
 
 Mami says no Spooky, so you'll have to give him to Rose. 
 
 Pop is very busy finishing the second attic room before the children come down. 
He does a good job. Someday we can do likewise, when we have a lot of money to invest--
several hundred dollars. 
 
 Don't forget to send change of address to W. Hempstead, to Electronics, Readers 
Digest, Home Title, County Trust, etc. 
 
 Well, sweetheart, it is getting late and I must bring this to a close. As soon as it is 
sealed there will be much to say, but so it goes. Love to you all. my dearest sweetheart 
(my only grown-up), little Cammie, "want dis" Bobby, "Just Mickey Finnish", and even 
"Spooky". 
 
 Jere 
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1946 Letters 
 
 
In the summer of 1946 Dad started working at something that took him to Washington, 
D.C., then Norfolk, and eventually Treasure Island in California. I think this was actually 
an intentional “trial” separation (see September16)! Nevertheless, Dad’s letters are 
always loving and conversational. The two below are no exception 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[letter from j at 640 Alabama Ave. SE, Washington DC to Frances Casagrande, 
151 Harrison St., W. Hempstead, L.I.,N.Y.] 
 
Washington, D.C. 
July 2, 1946 
 
Dearest love, 
 A kiss, a hug, a line to let you know your flirt is yet a live and well. 
 
 I had a most enjoyable chat on the trip down, with a southern gentleman 
who was quite a fellow. Our conversation covered everything from OPA to 
education and Roosevelt. This man was I would judge about 50 wealthy but not 
filthy with it, a conservative, and obviously a keen observer. Over half a dozen 
ales (which makes a very fine warm weather drink) we had a thoroughly 
enjoyable and stimulating 3 hrs. 
 
 Washington is a beautiful southern city, has a large negro population, is 
interspersed with veritable slums, and gives a first impression of being first 
another large city, and a southern one. 
 
 Congressional Headquarters is some 6 to 10 miles from the heart of 
Washington, but is still urban. The planes from three airports make a continuous 
racket, many going only a few hundred feet overhead.  
 
 Mrs. Cusick is a friendly unassuming woman, and she has one other boy 
here, a veteran who is a relative. He is ok too, only he spends a half hour at a 
time in the bathroom. 
 
 The job looks interesting and there certainly is enough for me to learn, 
and people to meet and work with to keep me busy for some time. 
 
 The weather here is not greatly different from what it was at home, 
perhaps somewhat warmer at night and quite humid.  
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 Love to all, and to all a good night, xxx to my only love, Jere 
 
p.s. 
I just remembered our anniversary, and have no card. Please take the thought for the 
deed and enjoy these luscious chocolates. 

 
 

************************************* 
 

Washington, D.C. 
July 9, 1946 
 
Dearest my love, 
 
 Again a short note at bed time, a token, a proof that you are not the forgotten 
woman. 
 
 The tour de force of this epistle is the information that next week I am being 
shipped to Florida, and since it is so far and I shall probably be there some 3 or 4 
months, I shall be home this weekend. I am planning to take the 'Congressional' which 
leaves sufficient time to make the 8:48 out of [Dover]. 
 
 My bicycle was struck in Penn station, why I don't know. The luggage [tube] got 
lost but the tag you put on remained; that being so why didn't they return it to 
Hempstead, or at least notify us? 
 
 Love to all, and to all a good nite 
Jere 
 
(with four X's labeled FC, CC, RC, and DC and the note "this is a big hug (really) 

 
 

************************************* 
 

Washington, D.C. 
July 16, 1946 
 
Dearest love, 
 
This is your last letter from me from Washington; I fly to Norfolk tomorrow. The address 
is a bit different from that I gave you yesterday— 
 
 JC 
 E.M.U., N.A.S. Norfolk, Wa. 
 Box 21 
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Where is my laundry bag?  You robber, you--what will I put it in? 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[All these letters typed on personal stationary imprinted in German gothic 
Jere and Frances Casagrande. 
151 Harrison Street, West Hempstead, L.I. 
 
Most letters have little drawings executed my mother.] 

 
 

************************************* 
 

[something had been taped to letter with note "Don't lose them"] 
July 9. 1946 
Tuesday 
 
Hello Darling:- 
 
 Your loving family is struggling along valiantly without their Lord and Master. 
And do we like it?  You answer that one— 
 
 The mailman rang our bell yesterday and handed me personally a letter from 
Germany that had followed me all around the countryside. I suppose when one leaves a 
forwarding address it's pretty hard to drop out of things. Yes, it was from my father. He's 
alive and well and still with the same old firm, where he tells me he celebrated his 
twenty-fifth service year. They were bombed out of Berlin (now ain't that a shame) and 
moved to a little place on the Rhine I never even heard of. He's living in a furnished room 
and though he speaks of 'we' he never mentioned his second wife. Well, now my Mumsi 
ought to be satisfied. I suppose I am glad he's alive, after all, I did love him with all my 
heart when I was a little girl. 
 
 I wrote a letter to Polistina about that wheel, I thought it was cheaper than 
calling him up and much more remindful to have a letter lying about, then hanging up the 
receiver and calling it a day. I wonder if he'll react right away. I sure could use that two-
fifty. 
 
 Were you awfully tired, Sweetheart, when you got back?  I'll bet "fresh as a daisy" 
was not the way to describe the majority of your associates either.... 
 
 Cammie woke up Monday morning and bounced into the room with "Did Daddy 
bring me..." and then she noticed you weren't there and never another peep out of her. 
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But her little mind is hard at work, and you'd better not show your much loved face 
around here unless you have a surprise for those dear little egotistical heathens. 
 
 I just read your letter, darling, and all I can think of is--what chocolates--. I'm so 
bored with myself at night I'd give my eyeteeth to have something to munch on to dull my 
senses. But unfortunately that ol' budget does not allow boxes of luscious (you stinker for 
reminding me) as I say 'luscious' chocolates. The way things look I can nibble on a piece 
of bread and consider myself a very lucky girl. 
 
 Did you have someone nice to talk to on the way back? or where you able to 
sleep?  Well, Sweetheart, in two days nothing much momentous happens and I think I'd 
better make a noise like a hoop and roll away. Back to the salt mines for me, and that 
huge overpowering basket full of wash. The iron is leering at me right now, and it's a 
lucky thing it isn't hot today...I ironed for two hours last night and then felt so sorry for 
myself and went to bed. But I don't know why I bothered, your kids take a fiendish delight 
in taking turns waking me up all through the night. Someday I'll break a leg and sleep 
and sleep and sleep for a whole week. This morning I opened a weary eye around eight 
and heard Bobby Bonne say something to the effect that it's 'paste'. I leaped out of bed 
like a startled fawn and found Bobby had taken the glue out of the drawer but hadn't as 
yet opened it. What got me was that they let Bobby Bonne in and were playing around as 
quiet as mice. Next time I'll lock the door and throw the key away... 
 
Well, as I was saying goodbye My Lord, with all my love, as ever, your adoring wife and 
brood. 
 
P.S. When I got that letter from my father I think I used admirable self-restraint and did 
NOT leap to the telephone to call Dover. I wrote a letter instead. 
 
[signed] Frances etc.--you took all the green ink, you...you... 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[drawing of two hands holding wine glasses, toasting, with words, "to you...!" by each 
hand] 
July 17, 1946 
 
Hello, Dearest.... 
 
 I was wondering when it would dawn on you that I didn't have your new address, 
and here I was going to surprise you with a letter. Oh well---- 
 
 I went to get your bike today, and oh brother, wait till you see it!  It certainly 
wasn't worth it. The seat cover was missing and of course nobody know a thing about it, 
and apparently it had been left in the rain for the Lord knows how long, the tag was a 
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soggy hardly decipherable mess, the chain bangs and the rear wheel clanks (I guess it 
was knocked against something). I thought I'd better tell you all about it or you'd come 
home and accuse me of it. I guess it would have been all right if you'd been able to pick it 
up right away in Washington, instead of it's kicking around for three weeks now. 
 
 The check came yesterday, and oh my, was it ever welcome!  I left the baby with 
Irene and took the kids with me to town. I needn't tell you it always costs me money when 
I take 'em along, and I don't mean carfare...I bought a pair of skates for Cammie and she 
is so enamored of them, she’d wear them to bed if I'd let her. For such a little person she 
does all right, too, I bet it won't take her long to learn it proper. 'Bobby got a toy cannon 
that shoots a projectile, at least it shot till last heard from, but that's no positive 
guarantee. We had quite a wait for the bus, and he was happily collecting burned out 
matches and shooting them from his cannon and didn't mind in the least whether we got 
home the same day or not. If it hadn't been for the baby I wouldn't care either. Of yes, I 
also bought some records for the children and if I heard the farmer in the dell, and the 
Three Little Pigs once, I heard it a dozen times. With encores...For Bobby Bonne...For 
Gail...For Regina. You fill in the details. In other words, it is a huge success with 
everybody. 
 
 The photographer came by last night too, and not a minute too early. I've sent a 
family group picture to your mother, the children and an extra family group to my 
parents, a family group and children set to my father in Germany, an extra children set to 
Rose and Lorenz, and an extra family group and a children's set to Joe and Ruth. I've 
kept a group picture and a set of the children plus the two baby pictures for ourselves, 
and I think that accounts for the lot. The other extra family group picture is not good 
enough to give away and the extra children's group is too nice, so I'm keeping it. You 
might want to give them to someone yourself, anyway. It sounds kind of complicated, 
doesn't it, but you'll know what I mean. 
 
 Thanks for your letter, sweetheart, it was good to see your handwriting on the 
letter, made me feel a bit nostalgic. Gee, if I feel that way now, how'm I going to feel 
three months from now! 
 
 On by the way, and just incidentally, Gary is going to have a baby sister (or 
brother). I talked to his mother today, and during the course of the conversation she 
mentioned that Gary is going to school this fall and she said she hopes someone 
SOMEONE is going to be able to do something with him. Hopefully she said that. 
Thought maybe a few older children might take a little of the bully out of him. So you see, 
she knows, but probably because of the way she feels she hasn't been able to bother 
much. 
 
 Oh and another thing, you were so careful to caution me about talking about your 
joining the Masonic order, but you might know, when Betty knows something pretty soon 
everyone does. Irene mentioned it to me, that's how come I happened to think of it just 
now. She also said that Betty had been pretty cool to her lately. So it isn't just me, she just 
wants to have nothing to do with anyone and as far as I'm concerned it's okay too. 
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************************************* 

 
[drawing of doggie holding piece of paper; speech bubble says "Hello"] 
July 22, 1946 
 
Dearest Love:- 
 
 I feel as lonesome as a little spotted pup today----, it's been raining, more or less 
heavily, since last night, and as you well know, that makes you twice as droopy. I only 
hope you had better weather to travel in. That was quite a storm we had last night----I 
had to run out and batten down the hatches. Garbage can lids and tin cans rolled merrily 
all over, doors banged and shades flapped and didn't our kids have a lovely time hanging 
out of the back window!  -And I'm sorry to say, our hollyhocks bowed meekly to the 
elements. Well, we can't have everything, and we certainly needed this rain. 
 
 I got your letter this noon, it may be 'old stuff', but still as welcome as the flowers 
in May. Thank you, darling. 
 
     Tuesday 
 Still raining, and how!  Just a lovely steady, monotonous downpour. The house is 
beginning to feel like a mausoleum, and the very thought of the damp and clammy bed-
sheets is enough to drive sleep from my mind. Yes siree, I don't have to water for all of a 
week, I'll bet.... 
 
 I was energetically sewing away last night when the machine gave a might heave 
and spewed a piece of machinery in my lap. Of all the darn fool luck--I didn't mind so 
much finishing Cammie's dress my hand, but here goes another slice of my non-existent 
funds. The piece that broke is something, whatever it is, that holds the spring that holds 
the shuttle in place. I can sew, if I go very slowing and carefully and periodically look to 
see that the spring is in it's proper place. I suppose I'll have to call the Singer people 
around the first, and they can give it a good over-hauling while they're about it. Never, as 
they say, a dull moment. I was baking cookies to please the children and no sooner had 
the mixer going when they both came running full speed full of good intentions and the 
spirit to help. In the resulting tussle the large mixing bowl and the measuring cup both 
went the way of all flesh or should I say Glass...Needless to say I was furious, and what 
started out as a lovely way to spend a rainy afternoon turned into a fiasco (What's a 
fiasco, Daddy?)  fey--fiacre--fiasco:  a failure or breakdown in a drama, an ignominious 
failure in general. Yes sir, that describes it exactly...In case you're wondering what the 
above diatribe is (what's diatribe, daddy?)  I looked up 'fiasco' and as usual I learned the 
meaning of at least two other words before I got to the one I wanted. 
 
 I'm rambling again, and that's because I haven't any interesting experiences to 
record. Nobody discusses Schopenhauer with me on the bus, and you know exactly what 
my daily life is like:  diapers, dinner, dishes, DIRT, spelled with capital letters. I think I 
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shall ask the milkman if he believes in the Hereafter and have a nice long lovely talk wit 
him. 
 
 I saw Betty today. I was indulging in my favorite outdoor exercise--running after 
the kids to bring them in out of the rain--when she stuck her head out of the door and 
after telling me they wouldn't melt and to come and say 'how-de-do'. But it was the same 
old routine you know. Among other things she said that her nephew is quite a 
responsibility, and has a habit of running off. The other day he ran off from Sunday 
school and they had everyone, including the police looking for him. He is turning the rest 
of her hair grey and it will be pure relief when he goes home this week. That I can 
believe. 
 
 Had a card from mother, from Atlantic City. She says why don't I write. SHE says 
why don't I write, well, as if I hadn't written two letters already. She's having a wonderful 
time it seems. I'm glad, she might as well. 
 
     Wednesday 
 Oh by the way, I called up Palmer's secretary about canceling that insurance. She 
is away right now on vacation and the young fellow who answered the phone said he'd 
check into it and let me know. ????--Well, I'll find out pretty soon, but I'd much rather 
find out by finding the check larger than the usual amount. Or am I money-mad???  Or 
just plain mad— 
 
 I also heard about my bike. It will be $1.25 that's not bad, but still I won't be able 
to get it till next week. I'll probably do everything at once that day. Incidentally there was 
another gas and electric bill, it's now three months and runs to about fifteen dollars, a 
little less anyhow, and I think it's about time we paid it. There is a phone and a water bill, 
too. The amount totals up to, let me see, twenty-five dollars. Gee-whiz, it adds up, doesn't 
it?  How are you fixed for money?  Shall I pay these bills on the first?  Maybe I'd better. 
 
It's still dismal and gray today, but the kids are out anyhow, probably catching their 
death of cold. I'm sitting here, trying to concentrate and listening with one and a half 
ears to Beethoven’s Seventh on the records. That's the only time I can get an oar in--
when they're out of the way. Not that they don't like to listen or don't appreciate it, but 
there is too much squabbling over who puts it on and how it's done to suit me. That's one 
set of records I'd rather keep intact. I really do love to listen to it. If only I didn't have to 
drop my mop and run to shut it off it would be wonderful to cheer me on in my daily 
tussle with ol' debbil dirt. 
 
  Thursday 
 I feel very unhappy today...I was looking for those addresses you mislaid and 
came across your diary of 1938. Honestly, Jere, why don't you throw that book away, it 
causes me so much mental anguish it isn't even funny. Stern Reason tells me it means 
nothing to you any more and what you feel for me today can't compare with those Puppy 
Love emotions of yesteryear, but here I set and bawl my eyes out because nowhere can I 
find a scrap of evidence that you ever were aware of my existence or how much you 
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cared for me in the early days of our courtship. In other words I'm so jealous I can't see 
straight, much less think straight, because that lovely, turbulent first budding wasn't for 
me. I get so mad just to think of those expressions. "Those eyes!  That hair!"   phooey. 
There, already I feel better.....But, oh My Darling, why couldn't you have seen me first! 
 
 Mother just phoned. Her dogs had pups, three of 'em, and with the prices they 
bring these days, two of them had open roofs in their mouths and will probably die before 
long. Isn't that the darndest luck?  Anyway, I guess this time we won't get a puppy wished 
on us. And in a way I guess I'm not sorry. Mrs. Schreiber has actually unbended enough 
to more than say "Hello and smile, she got so she offers bits of conversation, and who am 
I to spoil this cautious budding of neighborliness. 
 
 I meant to mention it to you before, but there was an ad in the paper about a 
property that sounds like the one up there on Hempstead Avenue. You know that 
dilapidated looking place. They are asking $13,500 for it, and guess who's got it?  Yup. 
Our old friend R.L. Smith! 
 
 I just looked and it's still in the papers, so I'm enclosing it. 
 
 Can't let the day go by without an anecdote about your off-spring. This one is 
really funny and one on me. Yesterday I spent a frantic hour searching for Bobby, I 
wanted him home for lunch, and he couldn't be found in any of his usual haunts. I was 
just about to call  out the militia when I had occasion to go into the nursery (a clean 
diaper, OF COURSE) and lo and behold, there's my little boy, fast asleep in his little 
trundle bed!  I let my breath out with a 'whoosh' and the relief, believe me, was 
heartfelt... 
 
 Here comes the mailman up the street, so a hurried goodbye. With love and 
kisses, oodles of them, from 
 
 Your loving family 
[signed] & especially Me, Frances, remember---your wife! 
 
 Since we've had this damp spell I find the house full of little black fleas, it's simply 
driving me crazy. They don't bite, apparently, but just the fact they crawl all over you, is 
enough to give you the willies. I've sprayed what was left of the Flit around the rug and 
furniture, and dusted some powder, but so far not much success, and now I have nothing 
left to fight them with. I even made a fire in the fireplace hoping the heat would dry 
things up a little, but it's so warm even with all this rain, it drives you out of the room. 
And makes it muggier than ever. You know, if this is what the tropics are like, they are all 
yours. I'll take an igloo and a seal for a pet. 
 
 Well, my one and only, we'll sign off again for today, tune in tomorrow and find 
out if Little Red Riding Hood eats the Grandmother. (On looking back I find this epistle 
bristling with misplaced letters, I think I'll have to fire my secretary. Can I help it if my 
agile mind leaps ahead of my poor toil-worn hands!)  Goodbye again. Be good, or 
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anyway, as good as you can be under the circumstances, and think of your loving family 
pining away in our ivy-covered cottage. I think this time the kids are missing you, 
actually, and not for the presents you bring either. 
 
With all our love, as ever 
[signed] Frances & Co. 
[with drawing of two bunnies and voice balloon "To Daddy, Love & kisses and bunny 
hugs" 

 
************************************* 

 
July 24, 1946 
 
Dearest Darling:- 
 
 Guess you can't complain about lack of mail this week, can you?  Anyway, here 
we are again. Got the enclosed letter from Ellis Grell today, I hope you don't mind my 
sharing the letter with you. Thee was also that tax receipt you asked for from the Title 
Guarantee Company. Did you want all those papers sent to you, and the last tax receipt 
from the box or what?  I hated to send all those papers through the mail unless you 
particularly wanted me to. Could you maybe come home and read 'em personally??????  
About that insurance coverage---you be sure and take care of your neck once you get 
your feet off the ground and your lofty mind, not to forget the body that goes with it, 
amongst the clouds, d'you hear me!  And it isn't the vision of me as a lowly scrubwoman 
supporting my three little waifs that makes me talk like that, either. You know that song 
they used to sing (and the very fact we both know it, dates us for sure)  "Button up your 
overcoat etc. etc.--" 
 
 I finally collared that Mr. Posistina for the two-fifty. You know, that poor guy 
didn't have a chance with us women ganging up on him. He had no sooner pulled up in 
his truck today when Mrs. Conry was on the phone telling me he was there. So I waylaid 
him gleefully. Boyohboy, two-fifty more than I had yesterday. As it is, with the ninety 
cents you so generously left behind Sunday, I just managed to pay my outstanding bills, 
and I can now look our tradesmen in the eye again with a clear conscience. You see, I do 
all right (though somewhat skimpily) with the money I have, when I have to, and without 
running eternally into debt.  
 
 Oh yes, and another thing. With that letter from ?Grell was the receipts for the 
insurance check, and also a statement of dividends. $24.40 on one and $4.88 on the 
other. What do you want to do about them, leave them there or have them sent us a check, 
or what?  I didn't send them along, because it seems kind of silly to burden you with a lot 
of papers that might get lost. 
 
How did you make out on your return trip this time?  Okay?  I was thinking all sorts of 
horrid thoughts--like you getting stuck with all of maybe three dollars in your pocket!  
And of course, your honest face! 
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(There is such a conclave next door I simply cannot concentrate on this letter anymore, 
there's all the Schreiber's plus Hazel's Intended, and the Avis's and all of them talking at 
once)  So I'll better say Good Night, Sweet Prince. 
 
 With all my love, as ever 
[signed] Frances & Co 

 
************************************* 

 
[drawing of puppy lying on floor] 
Monday, 
August 5, 1946 
 
Dearest Sweetheart:- 
 "I have a little shadow 
 he goes in and out with me-- 
 and what could be the use of him 
 is more than YOU can see..." 
 
But oh, isn't it nice! 
 
 Yes Sir, Duke is a great comfort to me and we get along just fine. Camille loves to 
take him out and is like to walk his legs off if she were permitted. As it is, the poor thing 
comes in with his tongue trailing and sneaking out whenever the door is opened is 
definitely not one of our troubles. He's glad enough to stay with me in the house...I took 
the children and Duke with me to the ducks Sunday afternoon, and Billy and Cliffie 
begged to go along and after due permission was granted we were off. It would have 
been okay, but we were no sooner down thee and having a grand time feeding the ducks 
and so on and so forth when Mrs. Iger appeared on the scene wit her dog. Well, Billy no 
sooner saw her that he became unmanageable. He had fallen in the gravel earlier and 
been scratched up, but it didn't bother him until his mother saw it, then he began to 
whimper and cry, oh well, then it was "Billy keep away from the water"  Billy come here, 
you'll fall in" and finally I could not stand it another second and suggested we go home. 
Well, Camille had been holding Duke and got too close to Peppi (the other dog) and 
before you could say 'scat' we had a fight. Cammie, of course let go the leash and Mrs. 
Iger like a poor fool lifted the dog up high on the least and turned around in circles with 
me madly grabbing at Duke. I tell you it was a circus, and I was wild. Duke grabbed a 
hold of Pepi's rear and nipped his tail before I finally grabbed him, by reversing myself 
and meeting the merry-go-round head on...Duke's not bothered any other dog so far, but 
I've given Camille strict instructions to stay away from any and all and to walk him 
towards Thomas's where there aren't any, and to play safe I stand by and watch till she's 
tired of walking her 'doggie' and brings him back. It gets to be shorter and shorter 
intervals, I've asked Cliffie to be sure and keep Mac away from her when she's out with 
the dog, but I don't think they would tackle. They hadn't when I took him over to show to 
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Betty. This sounds like a lot of bother, doesn't it?  But I'm still delighted to have him and I 
think we'll do all right together. 
 
More rain today, but very muggy weather. How did you make out with your schedule? 
 
Cammie got a birthday card from Cliffie and Rose called tonight to apologize for not 
sending it on time. But apparently every one else has forgotten our kids were ever born. 
But no matter, when they get old enough so it matters to them I shall personally dispatch 
six cards apiece... 
 
Not much else tonight, dear heart, your family misses you sorely, in fact your female 
child (the one that talks) piteously cries for her daddy to come home for no reason that I 
could see. Well, goodnight my love. I shall have to go and walk the dog for the good of 
my soul before retiring into my little trundle bed. 
[signed] As ever Your loving Spouse & Co. 
 
 

************************* 
 

[with note, received 8/16] 
August 7, 1946 
Wednesday 
[drawing of bouncing baby on floor] 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
 Gee, if it takes an airmail letter this long to get here, I bet my other one will 
probably reach you some time next week, even though I mailed it yesterday...Anyway, 
thanks a lot. I was beginning to wonder. So sorry you had a tough time getting there---
you must have been dead! 
 
 The California sunshine must have a mellowing influence on your mother68---she 
surprised us by sending the kids two lovely sun suits she'd made for them. They really are 
beautiful and colorful, one in yellow and the other light-blue, with embroidered bands for 
trim. Cammie choose the blue one (it had pickets) and Bobby the yellow, and as it turned 
out it was the proper choice, it fitted them just find. I must sit down tonight and write a 
thank you not. No letter as yet, though. 
 
 I was just reading the Newsday and ran across an item that made me laugh out 
loud. Seems a polo team came up from South America to play here on the Island and the 
captain approached the winning captain in the bar and in dead seriousness said: "It is all 
very strange, these American girls!  They let you do this, they let you do that, and then 
they say 'goodnight'..." 
 

                                                 
68 I guess it was around this time that Father’s sister Joan moved to California where Grandmother C joined 
them. I remember visiting them once we moved to California ourselves. 
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 In that same edition I see where Pastor Ranum's little boy was run over by an 
automobile in front of his house and had to have an operation for internal injuries, poor 
kid!  He's just Camille's age, you know. Camille's dolly came Tuesday. It's really worth 
the money. They didn't have nice little babies like that when I  was a child!  She is crazy 
about it, and I told her you sent it, she sends back her love and kisses and thanks. The 
other day she came and asked me to call you on the phone and make you come home. Tja, 
if it were only as simple as that, my darling!  Bobby, the little realist said:  "But he can't 
come home, he's got to work." 
 
 The kids found the blackberry patch down South Charles St. and came home after 
I frantically searched for them all afternoon, covered with scratches, blackberry juice 
and minus a shoe. And when I breathlessly scolded them and asked where in thunder 
they'd been all this time, they looked at me out of innocent brown eyes and said "Down 
there", now I ask you!  P.S. we found the shoe and also my garden trowel...(and a few 
berries they'd missed) 
 
    Thursday 8/8 
Had a very nice letter from Jerry Hammond, I do like her very much and wished there 
was a way I could go and see her. Your electronics came and a belated card from Rose. 
The birthday cards trickle in, and at this rate the kids will expect one a day. 
 
 The mailman just came by and brought another fistful. Darling it's simply lovely 
to get letters from you!!  Camille is keen on her card, and of course, need I say it, had the 
spoon off it in two seconds flat!  I read the sentiment on it until I'm now blue in the face 
and have sent her off to show it to Billy, Bobby anybody just to get her out of my hair...In 
fact I've had to read all the birthday cards, verses and all, over and over and over again 
until I can recite them in my sleep. The one from your mother had a really nice verse on 
it, and she must be psychic, it has a boy and girl on a merry-go-round horsie on the front 
and inside it says to wit, as follows:   
 
 Can't call you little anymore,  
 you're big and tall and smart and FOUR,  
 you know a lot of games to play,  
 you learn to do new things each day.  
 Why think--in just another year,  
 you'll be in kindergarten, Dear!" 
 
 Have you gotten my letter yet, dear?  How are you doing now?  Made any friends 
and acquaintances yet?  Nja, nja, let me hear you bragging about the good coffee you get 
now! 
 
 If you're such a distance away from your quarters and squadron do they have a 
conveyance or do you wish you had your bike???? Tell me, what do you thin of Florida 
now?  And how long do you suppose you'll be down there?  Questions, questions, and 
more questions. Reminds me of the very first letter I ever wrote you. Remember?  When 
you were in CMTC. Dear Jere:  Tell me what you do and how you do it!  and you wrote 
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back four pages and earnestly replied in detail. Not that I don't want to know, because I 
do. Tell Mama everything. Say, do you wish you had a radio?  I hardly ever put ours on, 
for some reason I never think of it, and when I do there's nothing fit to listen to. And half 
the time in the evening I get so busy about something or other I completely forget about 
the programs we usually hear. Oh well, I suppose I don't miss much, do I?  Who cares 
about murder mayhem and sudden death on Mr. District Attorney, or a fig on the Falcon 
who is a friend to those who need one. (and don't forget the eye for oppressed ladies) and 
Mr. X and Pegon can just go take a flying jump into the blue Danube for all of me. Gee, I 
wish you were home again... 
 
 Duke is living up to his name and is a prince of a dog. I am very glad he has come 
to join this outfit. There hasn't been any trouble atall, and nothing further like the Iger 
Debacle (oh, boy, am I getting a chance to air my knowledge of two-bit words!)  I've been 
spending the evening combing his hair and have got him so he bites at the comb instead 
of me. I found his stomach infested with ticks or something, and had a bit of trouble at 
first removing them. I suppose it hurts and he would lift his lip and snarl, but you know 
me, I don't take 'no' for an answer and the dog I can't handle isn't born yet. We're quite 
good friends now. After all, we were strangers to the dog and what does he know what to 
expect from us. It's up to me to win his confidence and I think I have done so. He's okay 
with the kids, all of them, and I watched them pretty carefully at first for any signs of 
nervousness on Duke's part, but he's all right. I noticed, too, that Camille has pretty good 
control over him, now that she's been told about other dogs, she never lets him go and 
she's such a sturdy child she manages to make him go HER way. But just the same I'm 
glad she doesn't think of taking him out too often or too long. She still does it you know, 
but rather sporadically, like she feeds him--off and on. 
 
 I understand Bonne's sale went through and they are supposed to be out in six 
weeks. The people who took it have two girls, high school age, I hear. The Avis' are away 
on vacation and occasionally people come to look at the house and Mary plays 
chatelaine. One bunch of people came back three times, so I guess they must be 
interested. Elderly people and they look pretty fast, if you know what I mean. No children 
I imagine and they probably will have parties every other night. Oh Brother! 
 
 Bonne's incidentally, bought a new house, one of thirty in a group, with plenty of 
ground around each, and from what I gather from the description she gave the 
development is similar to the one in Dover. I can't see the gain in that. It isn't even quite 
finished, something about water pipes, and you know what that means. If we were to buy 
now I'd sooner look for an older house, at least you're reasonably certain it isn't going to 
fall down around your ears. No green lumber or shoddy pipes and second hand 
materials, and sagging foundation anyway... 
 
 Well, Dear my Love, I think I'll sign off for today. If I can find an empty bottle I'll 
send this air-mail. Goodnight dearest, and best love from us all  
 
[signed] Your darling wife & Company 
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P.S. I hope you aren't thinki9ng of letting your family starve. Did you get some money?  
How about sharing the wealth!!! 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[with drawing of man yelling and jumping up and down and woman with her fingers in 
her ears] 
 
Hello, Darling:- 
 
 Gosh, but this enforced state of single blessedness (and I use the term loosely) is 
beginning to pall on me something awful. Not that it isn't peaceful around here, but gosh, 
I'd rather put up with your irascibility in the flesh than enjoy tranquility by my 
lonesome... 
 
 ...And oh, what along weekend with no daddy to look forward to. I have to think 
up a lot of things to do to keep myself from moping. Like for instance, mowing the lawn...I 
trimmed the edge of the lawn tonight and now I've got calluses on both forefingers. 
Someday I shall ask Santa Claus to bring me a 'whatchamaycallit' you know it looks like 
this [drawing of circle with long handle coming up from the center] an edger I guess 
you'd call it. The lawn is beginning to look very sad indeed, with burned out patches all 
over, and no amount of watering seems to make a difference. I look with jaundiced eyes 
over to Mary's gorgeous green carpet. Yes, if I had a husband to bring me twenty 
wheelbarrows full of good topsoil---or is that a sore subject with you!  I know, I know. 
 
 I took the kids over to the playground in the park today. You know, sweetheart, 
I'm only sorry we didn't go while you were still home. It's not at all far to walk, and such 
fun. We could have taken a picnic lunch and a bottle for the baby. There's a merry-go-
round, a real honest to goodness one, and that, as far as I'm concerned is the only flaw in 
the ointment. Even at a nickel a ride it can cost a doting parent money. I have to pry them 
off the horsie each time. I let them ride once more before going home to give them a 
breathing spell for the long voyage home, and Bobby patted the horse's head and very 
softly said "Hello, Horsie", and this time he really enjoyed it, he laughed and crowed and 
waved his hand, and you could see he was in Fairy-land. Well, we slid the slides and 
swung in the swings and tried the merry-go-round you have to push yourself, and dug in 
the sand pile and had a perfectly grand time. You know, in the children's playground they 
have tables with blocks and choochoos and all sorts of play material. Of course it is all 
old stuff, actually, because we have everything at home, but there is so much much more 
of everything there, and there are children swarming all over and there is the general air 
of excitement and festivity all over and that makes a difference. Oh yes, what we haven't 
got and they loved is a jungle gym, you know, and Bobby can just barely reach from one 
bar to the next, but it didn't take him long to learn to manage, though at first he had 
trouble getting down. No trouble at all getting up, I can tell you... 
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 We're still playing the records. Still with encores. And everybody fights for the 
privilege to put 'em on and take 'em off. Our children have learned now how to do it more 
or less properly. I've bought another packet of cactus needles, figuring that even though 
they ran it over the records, at least this way there is the least damage. Heigh-ho, The 
Farmer in the Dell and I have gone from a nodding acquaintance to a life-long and 
lasting friendship. I think I hum it in my sleep...But just the same the Three Little Pigs win 
hands down. It just goes to show you---I can't see why, it's just a story, no music in it at 
all, but because the book goes with it, and they know just what comes next, it's a great 
favorite of Cammie and Bobby. 
 
 I'm getting sleepy (the old refrain) so I guess I'll say what the hen said when she 
couldn't find her nest, 'Guess I'll drop it here'. 
 
P.S. Say, do you need a dictionary!  How do you spell wear??? You spelled it 'were', tsk, 
tsk, tsk. 
 
[signed] Goodnight, my dearest Dear, as every Frances & Kids 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[darling drawing of woman and talk balloon with picture of man in heart-shaped picture 
frame; caption is "sigh-sigh"] 
 
Wednesday 
August 14, 1946 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
 I dreamt of you last night, and it was so realistic, when I woke I missed you so 
poignantly, if I weren't an old staid married woman I'd write you a real honest to god 
love letter 
 
 (By night on my bed I sought him whom my soul 
 loveth; I sought him but I found him not. 
 Let him kiss with the kisses of his mouth; for 
 thy love is better than wine. My soul thirsteth 
 etc. etc. etc.) 
 
See what I mean? 
 
 You know Jere, Camille is awfully funny. I scolded her and Bobby last night for 
not putting things back into the playhouse and she started to cry and said:  "You KNOW 
Daddy doesn't want you to yell at me. I wish daddy were home, HE wouldn't yell at me 
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and he wouldn't let you yell at me."  Jere, defender of little children!  How dear to her 
heart.... 
 
 Slomin's sent a bill for $13.50, gee, they didn't waste any time, did they?  There 
was also a bill from Dr. Dery for which I sent him a check. We got another phone bill, 
and another Electronics cam(?) how often do they come?  Shall I send you the Newsday 
and funnies?  Or do you think you'll be home some day soon???? 
 
 Darling I just got your letter saying you haven't received any letters from me. 
Geewhillikins, now I know how the service wives felt when they got a letter from overseas 
wailing about no mail when they themselves have written their fingers to the bone....My 
own darling, I've written you a letter every other day since you went away, five letters in 
all, dated the 5th, 7th,9th, 10th and 12th. I addressed most of them to Room 148 BOQ 1. 
The last one to Box 1. I guess the reason is that most of them were sent by regular mail, 
and only the last two by airmail. From now on I guess I'll send them all by air. I know 
how it feels to wait and wait and get no mail at all. It makes you feel positively 
abandoned, doesn't it?  I haven’t heard from your mother either, just the package and the 
two cards. 
 
 Cammie has a tummy-ache today and is making my life very hard crying for you. 
Yes sir, she's daddy's girl all right. 
 
 You know I kept wondering why you never mentioned my letters at all, --now I 
know. 
 
 Duke has turned out to be a fighter, after all. He's fine with the children and me, 
as a matter of fact I can do most anything with him myself now, but let him just see 
another male dog and he's at it hot and heavy. I'd taken him over to the school yard to 
run, and he tangled with Happy, remember Happy (he never used to like Mickey either, 
but he was just a pup and afraid of him) well, they were at it hot and heavy and there was 
so much storm and strife and yapping and snarling, you'd think they'd both be torn to 
ribbons, but after I hauled Duke off there wasn't a mark on either one of them. More 
sound and fury, I guess, than actual harm. But that's the human perversity of it, I find 
myself sneakily being quite proud of the fact that MY dog has so much spunk and spirit. 
And he looks as if he couldn't say 'boo' either... 
 
 Well, sweetheart, I shall send this off into the void with my fingers crossed. I shall 
leave you with your clouds and such, say, does your weather instrument tell you anything 
much down there?  Will you be quite the expert when you come home again?  And dazzle 
me with new knowledge!  Goodnight, goodnight and all our love goes with it. 

 
 

************************************* 
Thursday 
August 15, 1946 
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Dearest Darling:- 
 
 I just got word today that my father in Germany died of heart failure two days 
after he sent me that letter. I feel very sad because he didn't get my letters or the package, 
and now he never knew that I have three children. I think he would have liked that. 
Mother is all broken up and she cried all over the phone and under the circumstances she 
can't show it much, but I really think she feels very bad about it. For some reason those 
two have never ceased to be interested in each other and to her the shock and grief is just 
as much as if he had been her husband all these years. Personally I don't feel anything at 
all, and maybe I should, but all I can think of is that it's a shame to have to go all through 
the war years and then succumb. It seems he also suffered from diabetes, and his second 
wife thought that perhaps a food package would have helped him. The sugar and drugs 
you know, which we would have been able to send him. Well, there is nothing can be 
done about it now, and all the if's and when's and maybe's don't help at all. Now I have 
no ties with Germany at all anymore.... 
 
 The Avis's have gone today and without a goodbye to me. Not that I have been 
such good friends, but my goodness, she's gone past our porch any number of times 
without a word to me, and me sitting right there with the baby. I don't give one whoop in 
hell whether they went to Pittsburgh or Philadelphia (that's the latest word)or 
wherehaveyou. But I think it's silly to make such a mystery out of it. 
 
 I've been over at Mrs. Iger's for afternoon coffee with Betty. We had quite a nice 
afternoon, but I do wish she wouldn't feel so obligated just because I helped her with her 
skirts. 
 
     Friday 
 It's quite cool again today, you know, if this keeps up I shall have to take the 
overalls and sweaters out of the mothballs again. Is it still so sultry down where you are? 
 
 Well, Skipper, there is nothing else new to report, except Cammie feels a little 
feverish today. I tried to keep her in bed by reading to her, but after eating a little lunch 
she wanted to get dressed. Her temperature is only up a degree, but I keep haunting 
myself with specters of such things as Polio or rheumatic fever and things like that. Polio 
cases are on the up here in Nassau, and only the other day I read of a boy who had a sore 
throat one day and the next was dead from polio... 
 
 Well, dear, I'll get this ready for the mailman now, I'm sitting here impatiently 
waiting for the check!  Isn't it just awful?  I just hope this once you won't come along and 
denude me of all my cash. (though if the truth be known I'd gladly give you all I have or 
will have to have you with us for the weekend) 
 
 Bye now dearest. Did you finally get some mail????? 
 
 With all our best love as ever 
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[singed] I sent you $160 by wire, I noticed your paycheck was for 326.50. It cost $3.00 to 
send. Imagine?  Let me know when you got it. All our love. Frances 

 
 

************************************* 
 

[precious drawing of little boy riding in toy airplane titled "Bobbie's Dream!"] 
Monday 
August 19. 46 
 
Dearest Darling:- 
 
 Sweetheart it was wonderful to get such a long newsy letter from you, and thanks 
especially for the Leaf of Life, it's interesting, isn't it? 
 
 I had told you, didn't I? that Mami and Pop came as a surprise on Saturday, we 
had a lovely visit. For once they weren't in a hurry to depart for greener pastures. 
(Bobby, dogone him, is sitting next to me and every once in awhile puts his oar in by 
moving or pushing something leaving me stranded--) I asked him what I should tell 
Daddy and he said Tell Daddy to bring me a tractor and a train and--and--and (he ran 
out of inspiration). The little monkeys, that's all they can think of (That's too much---off to 
bed he goes) 
 
 Let's see where was I, oh yes, my mother had a lovely time bossing me around and 
for once Pop was in a mellow mood, too. The kids were wrecking havoc on him and he 
ate it up. Both Bobby and Cammie sat on his lap and were taken for rides and ice-cream, 
and even Gwen and Gail sat as close to him on the porch swing as they could. You should 
have seen him--entertaining the kids with one hand and rocking the baby's carriage with 
the other. How the Mighty have fallen----!  When it came to decide which of the two they 
wanted to take home it was a toss-up. Bobby wanted to go and Pop has a tender spot for 
him, but Mother wanted Cammie (she doesn't wet the bed) and Cammie didn't want to go. 
Mother bribed her with all sorts of promises and softened her to the point where she was 
willing, but oh, when she got into the car--the shrieks and screams--you would have 
though she was kidnapped or murdered. But one look at Mother's face and I hardened my 
heart and Pop drove off, with Mami clinging to Cammie and Cammie half out of the 
window. Oh it was quite a show. It brought both Mary and Betty to the fore....Later 
Mother called me up and said not to worry, she was all right before they'd turned the 
corner, or Pop would have brought her back. I do think it is good for her to get away. 
You know, whenever I mention school she firmly tells me she will not stay but run home. I 
couldn't have her make a scene like that, so I've got to condition her now. Bobby felt sad 
(for a moment) and we had to tell him that when Grandma brings Cammie back and he's 
dry at night he can go, too. So now, when people ask where Cammie is he tells them she's 
at grandma's and he can go too if he's dry nights. Half the people don't understand what 
he means! 
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 I wasn't going to tell you this if it had been serious but since I feel okay now, I 
guess I can divulge the latest escapade. I had diarrhea quite bad last night (search me 
why) and I was so sleepy and tired that toward the last I laid my head on the basin while 
I was enthroned and must have dozed off, because I came  to on the floor with a lump on 
my head (another one) and a bruise on my hand and my watch dial broken. I felt kind of 
faint and just made it to the bed. I took a good big dose of castor oil, that's what the 
doctor always tells me to give the children, and it did the trick. Anyway I feel fine today, 
but keep wondering what in tarnation I could have eaten. Both children are okay. It was 
raining again today, just the sort of day to sleep and sleep, and I did that mostly, between 
tending the baby, Bobby is such a good kid he's no bother at all. Betty came in with a 
luscious piece of peach cake which I don't dare eat. 
 
 I have to date harvested four tomatoes, so there, and they were delicious too. If 
only we didn't have so much rain, it was awfully hot Saturday, and then we had a 
thundershower again, that's the way it's been right along. Lots of cool days and rain and 
in between just to let you know it is summer, it gets hot. 
 
 Your descriptions of Miami make me quite envious, although I wouldn't care for it 
as a steady diet, I'd love to see it for myself. You really should have a camera, why don't 
you take it the next time you come home. Oh Dearest, how I wish you could make it next 
weekend. I do miss you most terribly, the days are so meaningless and the evenings so 
very monotonous, and what with dragging along I don't get to sleep any earlier than I 
used to. Nothing is any fun and everything we used to do has lost its zest and sparkle. I 
don't mean to make it any harder for you, but oh my dearest darling, I'd far far rather 
have you here, bossing me, than playing Queen of the Hive all by myself.... 
 
 I couldn't find that snapshot you mentioned, are you sure it isn't among your other 
cards and such. The last time you showed it you had quite a time finding it. I'm having a 
copy made anyway. 
 
 I'm getting tired now, Dearest, and it's also getting late, so I shall sign off for 
tonight. Remember that record I got for the kid?   
 
 "The other night Dear 
 as I lay sleeping--- 
 I dreamt I held you in my arms, 
 But when I woke Dear I was mistaken, and I hung my head and cried. 
 YOU  ARE MY SUNSHINE, MY ONLY SUNSHINE etc. etc. 
 
 Well, anyway, with all my love as ever 
 faithfully yours, 
[signed] Frances & Co. 
 

************************************* 
 

August 27, 1946 
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Tuesday 
 
My Dear; 
 
 Marriage, they tell me, is like a pair of scissors. So joined that they cannot be 
separated; often moving in different directions; yet always punishing anyone who comes 
between them... 
 
 We had quite a storm last night. The Lightning crackled in the wires and the 
thunder boomed until even my intrepid heart quacked. I sat on the porch swing and 
clutched Duke to my bosom and watched this awesome spectacle until the rain got too 
much for us. And how it rained!! and isn't it a good thing I hadn't let any grass grow 
under my feet about fixing that window pane. Incidentally, that isn't a job I'd care to 
tackle every day. The next time could you please manage to break one that is easier to get 
at????(Yes, I know what you're going to say; I still say you did) 
 
 My fish are dying one by one, and somehow I don't give a hoot. When they're all 
gone I shall empty the aquarium, dry it and put it away till further notice. I have not the 
time nor opportunity to sit and look at it, let alone take care of it. I say 'spinach' and I say 
'the heck with it'.... 
 
 The authorities say (and who puts them up as an authority anyway I'd like to 
know) they say a good conversationalist never talks about personal experiences unless 
asked, or discusses absent people or banalities like the weather, so what does a good 
conversationalist talk about?  Have you read any good books lately?  And how does 
Plato's Republic compare with our democracy? 
 
 I've just been down in the cellar to put a wooden pusher on our son's tractor (like 
Bobby Bonne has it) and I can tell you, Pride of My Life, Lamb of my Bosom, I refuse to 
do anything about that---that conglomeration you call your work shop. Good Grief, it 
seems to me you could have made some semblance of order if you weren't going to do 
anymore work down there. I just will not be responsible for it. I feel like walking out on 
the whole damn mess... 
 
 Don't you talk to me about MOODS, I've got 'em, but bad. In retrospect it seems 
to me I've lived all my life with you on top of a powder keg that periodically explodes 
under me, because I've failed to take into consideration 'a mood'. Oh well, another one of 
my gleanings is that sage observation that the weather and Men is something you can't 
change, and if you can't change it you have to make the best of it. When it rains on the 
day you wanted to go on a picnic there's nothing like curling up with a book or a game of 
cards or yes, so help me, even chess. And when your husband has a mood, you have a 
rousing good fight (after sending the children to the movies and lashing down all 
breakable objects) and when the storm has passed you take a deep breath and 
congratulate yourself on what a wonderful man you have for a husband. So kind, and 
thoughtful and considerate, and such a good father. Hello, Darling. Have I remembered 
to tell you I adore you? 
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 And on this cheerful note we take our leave for today. As Mehitable says:  
Toujours gai, we have our ups and downs, but through it all I'm always the lady, if I have 
to lay your nose open with my claws to prove it. Toujours gai, My love. 
 
Your loving spouse 
 
[handwritten note] 
P.S. 
I meant to tell you...didn’t you say you’d cancelled the insurance on your check?  They 
deducted .72 for life and 1.77 H&A ins. What’s F.O.A.B.?  The check was for (1.75) 
160.76 
 
We also got another notice from the County Trust with an added penalty on it (sounded 
kind of nasty.)  I had mailed it that day we got the letter from the insurance co. 
remember?  Shall I ignore it, or what? 

 
 

************************************* 
 

to Frances Casagrande 
151 Harrison St., 
W. Hempstead, L.I., N.Y. 
 
via Air Mail 
 
July 5, 1946 
Miami, Florida 
 
Dearest, 
 
Just a line to let you know I arrived here safely. Couldn’t get space on the two flights I 
expected to go on and not wishing to take a chance I went over and got on the NAT which 
left Wash. at 3:30, stopped at Norfolk for 45 min, at Jacksonville for two hours, and 
finally get in here at 3:00 (daylight time). Then we waited for transportation and finally 
I’m about to turn in at 4:30--23 hrs on the go. Good nite, Jere 
 

 
************************************* 

 
 
 
 

[letter from F to J--See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
Friday, Aug. 30. 46 
 



182 

Hello, Dearest:- 
 
Thank you for your letter, Darling, it was very heartening to hear from you and such a 
lovely cheery letter. Of course, Silly, I keep all your letters, I quite often read them over 
again, when I get lonesome and haven't had any mail. I'm sorry I sent you such a punk 
letter the other day, I would much better have mailed it in the wastebasket. I do love you, 
Dearest, you know that and we have too much in common, other than physical attraction 
to let a little think like a mood or a quarrel separate us. There was quite a pertinent 
article in this month's Parents Magazine, too bad you won't want to wade through it, it's 
quite good and too lengthy to give here. It bears out what I've always felt about our 
quarrels, none of this sweetness and light stuff, and peace at any price. It says, "those 
couples are indeed fortunate who can differ strongly and openly without getting panicky 
about the future of their marriage."  And "no marriage is a strong one unless it was 
tested by crisis, conflict and adversity: and goodness knows we had enough of each to 
feel ours is based on a Rock of Gibraltar, eh?  But it goes on to say that:  Having taken 
the position that much of conflict is normal and desirable, it is still necessary to 
distinguish between that which is productive and that which is destructive. In other words 
don't be bitter and belittling and destroy cherished illusions, which keep marital relations 
intact. I hope I'm never guilty of that, because I love you dearly and would rather be 
married to you than anybody I can think of, and I want never, never come to the point 
where I say (and mean it) that our marriage was a mistake. I suppose I do try and irritate 
you sorely, much more so than you will ever do me, because of the fundamental 
difference in our nature, so it really is up to me to make more concessions than you 
should be called upon to do. I shall try very hard not to learn over backward trying to 
find something to throw in your face the next time we have our annual spat. Because 
nothing matters greatly when you're sweet and loving and amiable, but that you should 
be sweet and loving and amiable. See? 
 
I just happened to think--if we should sell the house on our own, say to the Igers or 
someone like that, would we still have to give Purser a commission?  I suppose I'll have 
to call him and ask him that. If I wait for him we'll both be old and grey (gray?)  You 
know, Dear, I don't feel like doing anything to the old Homestead anymore, even going 
out to count our tomatoes has lost it's thrill, and I think "Why worry over the compost 
pile, or the weeds or why bother putting ashes around or fertilizer, who cares? 
 
I've been down in the cellar again this afternoon, and if anything is better suited to put 
me in a fighting mood, let me hear about it!  The big boxes which we so lovingly saved 
have fallen to pieces, and couldn't be trusted to put more than a few lightweight feather 
pillows in. And then I see those boxes and boxes, big and little, and one heavier than the 
other, and THEN I go upstairs and snarl at the dog and frown at the baby (who thinks its 
great fun and laughs and laughs) and woe betide Bobby if he should happen to come in 
with wet pants at that precise moment! ;$%^))()^%$$*%(Have I remembered to tell you I 
adore you?) 
 
Well, My Dearest and Best, I shall now take time out to go in and listen to Mystery 
Theatre, and sew on a few buttons and knit a few rows and compose my thoughts. Don't 
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ask me why I have to go and listen to that drivel, somebody always gets killed on that 
program, you know! or is that news to you?  Bye now. 
 
Saturday morning 
I won't have much time to write more, with my folks AND Tante Hani coming I'd better 
clean this house, but good!  So goodbye for this time, Lover Mine, will write more 
tomorrow and tell you all about the visit.  
 
With all my love, as ever [signed Frances] 

 
 

************************************* 
 

[letter from F to J] 
Tuesday September 2, 1946 
 
Dearest Darling:- 
 
 Something dreadful happened after we said goodbye to you and turned home, I 
still can't believe it's true. We were walking down Eagle Ave and about to cut across the 
school yard when a great big sand truck came along and Duke gave a leap and broke 
away to bark at it (you know the way he would) and ran right under the rear wheels. 
Ugh! I can still see him--and those two big wheels went right over him. When I ran to 
pick him up he was giving his last breath. Oh Here, you can't imagine how I felt. I 
carried him home with all the kids following and asking questions, and me crying like a 
fool. I put the body in a box and hid it on the stairs, after calling the dog pound to come 
and take him away. Sure enough in a very short while the kids stated to come to the door 
to see Dukie (dead Dukie) and Cammie and Bobby went around giving everyone the stark 
details. (A big truck ran over him and he was all bleeding) actually he wasn't marked at 
all, but when he lay for awhile a lot of blood came through his mouth. Irene came and 
commiserated and Betty called up, and gee whizz, Jere, every time I had to tell it over 
again it was just as if it had happened again. If they only would let it BE, you'd get over it 
in short order. Even Madeline came over last night, and the kid who owns Happy 
mentioned it. I guess by now the whole darn neighborhood is in on the fact. I called 
mother and she put in words what everyone else only felt, namely, good riddance. But he 
was such a pretty dog, and we would have been good friends I know. Oh well. It just isn't 
meant for me to have a dog around here, and if I have to go live with mother I suppose 
it's just as well. And I was supposed to go for my second driving lesson, too. I felt so 
shaken up about this business I thought I'd never make it. But you know me, it never 
occurred to me to call it off, anymore than I'd skip school or work for anything less than 
a broken leg. I went all right, but I'm afraid my mind was not on the job, I was fine for 
awhile, and actually held the car on the road (I learned that much anyway) and managed 
to learn a U turn. (as well as could be expected) but then I slipped, and when he said 
"Now we'll make a right turn" I made a left one, and when he said 'left' I went straight 
ahead. And after that I decided I'd better call it a day. My knees were shaking too much 
and I just simply could not concentrate. It was all right while I had something to do, but 
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when I just drove straight ahead for awhile and the car ran smoothly, my mind wandered 
and then I didn't know my right from my left anymore and decided to call it a day. Well,  
dear, I think I'll go and mail this letter now, and write again when I feel more composed. 
Don't worry about me, I'm all right, I'm just such an old Softie, you know those things 
bother me a little. But if no one mentions it to me any more I'll forget it. Mother said they 
were coming out Saturday cause my Aunt Hani came after all. So, more later. I hope you 
made it all right and expect to hear from you soon. Bye now, and all our love, 
 as ever 
[signed Frances & Co.] 

 
 

************************************* 
 

[drawing of radio playing music Do you love me?] 
September 10, 1946 
Tuesday 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
Don’t you talk to me about ‘forgotten men’...I’m the original forgotten woman!  I had just 
one letter from you last Friday and none since till today. I thought you didn’t love us 
anymore, not one word of consolation from you about Duke until today. I guess we expect 
too much from the U.S. Mail, anyway I always have the feeling after I drop the letter in 
the box that you’ve practically got it already and are reading it...It always comes as such 
a surprise to me when you write and say you’ve had no mail for days. I’ve been so deep 
in the doldrums this past week it would have taken an earthquake at the least, to lift me 
our of it. I’ve felt so indifferent about everything (even or should I say, most of all, you). 
Life wasn’t worth two whoops in hell to me, the children were a drag on me, and I felt 
hemmed in all around. That gives you an idea...Jere I don’t like this life, it is entirely 
without meaning to me. When you come home, we are so out of touch with each other and 
we try so hard and all we do is quarrel. Don’t ell me to get out more, that isn’t the 
answer, I feel sure that even if I were able to gallivant about I’d still feel this emptiness. 
 
[remainder of letter is in “Cars Hate Me!” 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 
 
 

[drawing of woman smelling bouquet with package and basket of letters captioned ‘Here 
it is...the smiling face etc.”-- See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this 
letter.] 
 
September 11, 1946 
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Wednesday 
 
Hello, Dearest: 
 
Thank you for your letter, sweetheart. I guess I’m a sentimental booby, and to keep me 
contented you’ll just have to pat me on the head periodically and say you love me or give 
some sort of sign that you want and need and love me. Then I’m perfectly willing, nay, 
eager, to take up my burden again and keep on wiping noses (and heinies) and stuff little 
mouths and clean and mend and do all those innumerable chores necessary to hold a 
house and family together. In other words what I need is a ‘riason d’etre’. And besides 
when those periodical blues roll around, nothing takes the place of a pair of husbandly 
shoulders. When you feel grouchy and moody without visible reason nobody wants to act 
your Father Confessor, and besides I want nobody but you.69 
 

 “Loving in truth, and fain in verse my love to show, 
That He, dear He, might take some pleasure of my pain, 
Pleasure might cause him read, and reading know, 
I sought fit words to paint the blackest face of woe---, 
---But words came halting forth, wanting inventions stay,- 
Bidding my truant pen, beating myself for spite; 
‘Fool’ said my Muse to me, ‘look in they heart, and write.’ 
 

Okay, so I’ll write. And let’s hear no more from you about not getting mail. I’ll just bet 
you have everyone there green with envy with all the letters you get. And me a mere 
WIFE. 
 
Wonders, Dear Heart, never cease. The mailman just laid an offering at my feet that 
fairly took my breath away, when I saw the address was 54 Davis Avenue, White Plains. 
A letter, actually a letter from Audrey70. Not much to it, they had wanted to surprise me 
with a visit but the couple with whom they were going to come had an accident with their 
car and they are waiting for the verdict, if and when it will be fixed. They will pay us or 
should I say me, a visit then. She’s sorry that you will not be here, but she’ll make your 
acquaintance some day. Little Paul is a fine boy, weighs nineteen pounds (to our little 
rosebud’s fifteen point three). She sent a snapshot of him, it’s taken indoors, and not very 
good, but you can tell he’s a lovely healthy adorable baby. Every bit as cute as ours, and 
that’s going some. Of course you can’t tell much from a letter, especially when it doesn’t 
say much beside the bare essentials, but I suppose they get along all right. Gosh, how I 
wish mother would come soon so I can go see people...To tell the truth, I’m really very 
curious to meet her and I do want to see the baby. I want to see for myself how Albert is 
doing as the head of a family, a married man and a father!  Gee, sometimes I feel like an 
ancient crone, with so much of life behind me...I can see where it’s very easy for older 
people to give out with a lot of free advice from he store of their knowledge. 
 

                                                 
69Gina thought this was ‘sweet’ and ‘loving’. They must really be in love. 
70 Father’s brother Albert served in WWII and brought home a French war bride, Audrey, who, so the story 
goes, only married him to get to the United States. They were only married a few years. 
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Your surprise hasn’t come yet, and I don’t know if I’ll live till then. By the way, I sent off 
that jacket and tags you asked for right away yesterday afternoon. I hope you get it 
before you leave for parts unknown. How about your mail, will you get it even after you 
go?  And don’t forget to let me know right away what your new address is, will you 
Dear?  Well, Sweetheart, that about covers it for now. You take it easy, too, and don’t 
you dare stray off the straight and narrow. But oh my, by the time you come back to the 
bosom of your family again you’ll be so inoculated with the movie bug, you can get a job 
as reviewer any time. But don’t you worry, just because I haven’t got any money right 
now to dash off to the movies doesn’t mean I’ll hoard my nickels and dimes when I get 
‘em. You just wait, I’ll fill YOUR ears with a digest of all I’ve seen.  
 
[Well darling, with all our love to you, as ever Frances] 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[drawing of bedroom layout captioned “that’s the way the bedroom looks now. more 
spacious!”—See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter] 
 
September 12. 1946 
Thursday 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
I had quite a windfall just now, two letters all at once. One was postmarked the 11th, 
1:30 PM and the other the 10th, 10:30 am. Do you suppose Uncle Sam heard us and has 
taken it to heart?  What service could be better than that?  Especially since the second 
letter covers Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday morning. 
 
You know, dear, I should never write a letter when I’m out of sorts it always sounds so 
silly to me when I get your reply and you’ve fretted yourself about me. Seems to me, the 
proper place to mail any but the most cheery and newsy and informative ones, is the 
waste-paper basket.  And look who’s telling me to get all cheered up reading 
Schopenhauer maybe, or Machiavelli’s Discourses. (Put not your trust in princes, nor 
any son of men--) I don’t see you curling up with Plato’s Republic of nights, oh no, you 
fritter your time away on the Cowboy’s Lament! Njah, so there!  When I feel in the mood 
to improve my mind, such as it is, I’ll know where to look, but when I’m in the dumps, 
and don’t want to add to my woe reading about the vagaries of human nature. I want to 
be taken out of myself, entertained, even if someone’s blood must flow, and there’s a 
corpse on every page, and a ghoulish checkle tucked in the lines, so what? 
 
Now to get back to your letters, let’s get the incidentals out of the way first. I checked 
with Betty, rather she checked with me, and the oil is definitely gone up. As what hasn’t?  
Your Sonny Boy is very much okay, lively as a cricket is no work for him as my last letter 
can attest. If you don’t see him, you hear him, who should know that better than you?  
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AND for his musical tendencies--well, he seems to be mainly concerned about putting the 
record on and taking it off, holdin' ‘em. Clutching is the word. He gets animated about it 
when I do, or someone does. He’s just a born copy cat, and will be some smart teacher’s 
pride and joy. I should have more time for him, what a wonderful ‘only’ child he’d make. 
He’s so cooperative and willing to be on his own, and so advanced in everything, or 
maybe he wouldn’t be if he were the only one. Who knows. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
September 13, 46 
Friday 
 
Hello Dearest: 
 
Well here we are, every hour-on-the-hour Casagrande. There’s just been a phone call 
from a certain Mr. let’s see now, a Mr. F.T. Dalton of the Fairtown? Co., anyway he said 
you’d been to see him about a job with the engineering department. Did you? and when? 
I told him you were out of town but were expected home either tonight or some time next 
week (liar that I am) and he said when you came back to phone him, he’d be in daily from 
8:30 to 5:00. His phone number I have here. Just thought you’d like to know, in case your 
feet are itching again. There’s a song I remember snatches of that goes somewhat like 
this:  “my feet are tired and need a change, come on, it’s up to you. It’s overland, and 
overland, and overseas, to where?  Most anywhere but here, says I, his face turned kind 
of queer. The place you’re in is always ‘here’, the other place is THERE.” 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[darling drawing of baby, arms up, being helped to walk captioned ‘this will be next!!’] 
 
September 16, 1946 
Sunday 
 
Dearest Darling 
 
You ‘sweet’ offering came late Saturday afternoon, but none the less welcome. Thank you 
ever so much, sweetheart, you ARE a dear. I had the strangest feeling that you might  

be home this weekend, but my feminine intuition played me false, it made the 
weekend twice as lonely. To give you an idea how the whole thing affected me--I 
dressed myself very carefully I my second best dress and wore my nylons and my 
war paint, and then to give it fillip, I took the kids for a lovely walk over to the 
ducks and then to the hill. I must report that although those who knew me best 
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raised polite brows and said “wow”, no tall, dark and handsome stranger offered 
to take me home to show me his etchings. I have failed. Could be the lack of 
‘Tabu’, or Purple Passion’s Palpitating Heartthrob... 
 
K. Binsack is still leading lambs up to slaughter, anyway, HE keeps on trying. 
That other party I was telling you about was very much interested but too short of 
cash. 
 
It got awfully hot again today, just when I was beginning to debate whether or not 
to do something about the storm windows. Should I paint ‘em, do you think?  Or 
put them up the way they are?  Or should I wait awhile longer and let the new 
owner do it?  I know what you’ll say, and I suppose you’re right, there’s no hurry. 
 
Our Little Little has caught on to Bobby’s trick, she get’s herself up on her hands 
and knees and then just rocks and rocks until she falls over. More fun, daddy! 
 
[See “Cars Hate Me!” for remainder of this letter] 

 
 

************************************* 
 

I think the exchange that follows is the most interesting of all the letters Mother and 
Father ever exchanged. They are apparently in the midst of a trial separation, trying to 
find a way to live together amicably. 

 
************************************* 

 
Jere, tell me something truly, has your being away solved any of your problems?  
Are you happier on your own?  I mean, now that you can arrange your life to suit 
yourself is it more tranquil, with nothing to provoke your wrath?  I was digging 
around upstairs looking for Dickens when I came across that little book 
“Exercises in Thinking and Expressing” again. It’s a little book, but oh my, it 
opens up so much. You know Dear, if you make the world your home, instead of 
the Home your world, there is no need whatever to feel bored (not counting 
moods, which all of us are inflicted with at one time or another). You know, I 
think that’s the one reason I’m not satisfied to live the way we do right now---we 
used to talk a lot to each other about all sorts of things. Letters are all right, but 
they are not the same, you say something, anything whatever is on your mind and 
there is no repartee until days later when you no longer remember what caused 
you to think and say what you did. Besides, this little book I mentioned, said 
among other things:  Disagreement is as necessary for a flow of connected  

thought as is difference of potential for a movement of electricity. I don’t know too much 
about differentials and potentials, but I see only too clearly what he means. 
 
Monday Sept. 16 
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I didn’t get this letter finished in time to give the mailman, but he handed me yours, dated 
the 11th postmarked the 13th, 8:30 PM, and delivered into my hand the 16th. I do believe 
it’s a matter of when a plane takes off and whether they go right through. Letters that are 
written and mailed toward the end of the week don’t seem to get here until Tuesday, and 
those mailed at the beginning arrive almost within a day or two. If you will look over the 
letters you’ve gotten you will notice I write practically every day, but there is no 
consistency in when you receive them. But now you see what I mean when I say writing a 
letter isn’t the same. By the time the answering letter comes the mood is altogether 
different and it’s difficult to recapture the motivating force. 
 
Darling, you say in your letter that you know very little of my thoughts and you wish I’d 
tell you more...!  Well, it seems as if we have been puss-footing around without 
scratching below the surface. Do you realize your letters have been mainly a skeleton 
frame of your days. I know which movies you’ve seen and what you’ve done but I could 
not read between the lines about how you felt. You’ve never mentioned whether you’re 
lonely or whether you miss us, or whether you’re sorry you started this chain of events. 
How can I bare my heart and take down my hair to you when for all I know to the 
contrary you may be perfectly content to live a bachelor’s existence. You may enjoy the 
change and freedom and I would not want to be the one to say, come back and be 
chained down with trifles and irritations. And then again, I don’t know that I’d like you to 
go back on your promise. Although you didn’t sign a contract you did promise to abide 
by the rules for a year. When you come right down to it, I think I’m afraid we will both 
like it only too well to be separated, and the thought scares me. By the way did you listen 
to “Exploring the Unknown” last night?  How not to worry indeed. I was never one to 
worry much myself, but I can see how easily one’s inner conflict can make a chronic 
worrier out of you. To get back on the subject:  remember how we used to snarl at each 
other in anger and I’d say “Go away, there’s peace in the house when you’re not in it” 
and “Your support is all I ever want from you”, Darling, I think subconsciously I worry 
whether it really is so, because, you see, I want more out of marriage than just that. I 
don’t want to be alone, that’s too simple, I do so want to live with you, but amiably and 
contentedly. I hate scenes, but I doubly hate the thought that the structure of our 
marriage is dependent solely upon me, rightly or wrongly, it seems to be up to me. You 
see, it’s all right for awhile, and then we have a quarrel, and it seems to be always I who 
precipitated it. It automatically puts me on the defensive (why should I always be the one 
to give in) and you know Frances with her hackles up:  double trouble. Oh nuts!  
Darling, I’m lonesome for you and I want you to come home as soon as it is honorably 
possible for you. I don’t mean right now, and I don’t mean you must, it is up to you 
really, I just want you to know as far as I’m concerned the experiment was successful. I 
would far rather live with you in hell and shed buckets of tears on account of you, then 
live this way...bound by bonds of affection but separated by circumstances. 
 
It would be so simple if I didn’t care for you anymore, but I do, it isn’t just the pattern of 
love I’m following. I don’t delude myself, I do love you, for better or worse. Or am I just 
trying to convince myself?  Oh darn. 
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Anyway, now it’s up to you to tell me what you think and feel. Though if my past years of 
living with you don’t deceive me, I know right well, that you have no such scruples. Men 
seem to have that wonderful knack of leaving yesterday’s ashes strictly alone and only 
making sure they have enough fuel for tomorrow’s fire. I bet all you’re concerned with 
right now is the disappointment of not going to Cuba, after missing out on that 
assignment to the FDR. You would be willing to throw in the sponge now because you’re 
fed to the teeth with Miami, which hasn’t even the ordinary comforts of home to reconcile 
you. Do I sound mean and cold, dear?  I don’t mean to be, but one of my secret sorrows 
is the knowledge that you could leave us behind and your life would close up with 
scarcely a ripple to show it. Well, to get down to a concrete idea, unless you feel this new 
job that seems to be open to you is worth throwing over the one you’ve got, you and I will 
just have to jog along until further notice. The house will be sold one of these days, and I 
shall be creeping in with mother, and after that is time enough to take stock and see 
where we are. The kids and I will be all right, and so long as I can still meet the mailman 
with high hopes of a letter from My Dear, we’ll get by. So keep that green ink flowing... 
 
The check hasn’t come yet, and I had counted on it. Tomorrow morning I’m taking 
Camille to the dentist. Her teeth have an awful lot of tartar stains on them, and besides I 
think you should take them after three or four to get them accustomed to the idea. I’ve 
said it to myself so often (I must take Cammie to the dentist to have her teeth cleaned) 
that finally I just picked up the phone and found myself with an appointment. In the 
afternoon that appraiser is coming and I don’t know now if I have time to go to the bank 
and get back in time, that is to say, if the check should come tomorrow. Who knows???? 
 
I shall have to take Bobby into town with me to get him some shoes. That last wetting his 
brown ones had to take simply disintegrated them. (Quite a jump, from heartthrob to 
shoes, ain’t it?)  And I hate to bring this up, Daddy, but one of these frosty mornings we 
shall have to dig into the bank roll and buy their winter clothes. I paid Slomin’s bill for 
the service the one for the oil hasn’t come in yet, and besides that can wait awhile then. 
There also came another phone bill, and this time I simply must pay ‘em. I am going to 
keep enough cash out of your check for that and for Bobby’s shoes. 
 
Your candy was scrumptious, sweetheart, but now there is only a faint memory of it. I bet 
you never thought it would take over a week, did you?  Now I wish I had sent your jacket 
by railway express, although it probably doesn’t matter too much if you’re not going to 
Cuba. I’m sorry you’re not going, dear, I know you would have loved the trip. Are you 
going to Banana River then?  Or does anybody know what happens next?  Will you have 
to stay I Miami?  Don’t mind me peppering you with questions, when you know and I 
know, that you won’t know till you get there. 
 
Well goodbye my love, duty and Diane is calling, so with all our love as ever [Frances & 
Co.] 

************************************* 
 
 

[this is a ‘green ink’ letter from dad to mom, handwritten] 
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Miami, Fla. 
Tuesday, Sept. 17, 1946 
 
Dearest love, 
 
No letter today, and life is beginning to become boring. Not enough to do, nothing but 
movies or the radio. 
 
I adjusted the movie amplifier this afternoon for the boys at Master Field, and tomorrow 
I’ll find out how much good it did. 
 
Wednesday, Sept. 18 
Just received your letter of Sunday and Monday, the big one. I’m very sorry I couldn’t get 
home, but that’s the Navy. Incidentally, I think it takes 1-1/2 days from the post mark for 
a letter, morning to next afternoon, or evening to day after next morning. 
 
Right, leave the windows where they are unless you need them. 
 
So our “little little” will soon be walking--time goes on, life moves swiftly, and absence 
makes one keenly aware of the day by day changes. 
 
One would get the impression from your letter that you don’t like Mr. Purser--any 
particular reason, or is it just an impression? 
 
Yes, it is not our kind of a community, and I’ve come to the conclusion that nothing in it 
has changed, it has simply followed its natural development whereas we have not grown 
into it for many reasons. Neither of us would have a place in it and it has not made an 
effort. 
 
It didn’t seem that these were peculiarly problems of mine, but rather our little 
difficulties. Life is naturally more tranquil, with no flare-ups, but how could it be 
otherwise?  Tranquility hasn’t been one of my goals, nor did I think it to be yours. 
Certainly, letters are a poor medium for the exchange of ideas between intimates on 
common, everyday subjects, and the correspondence merely serves to emphasize the 
separation, if by no other reason than by adding a [?] of new unanswered questions. 
 
I don’t like a bachelor’s life, never did and never will--that much you should know about 
me without being told. I don’t enjoy the things I might make use of, nor do I either desire 
nor know how to take advantage of the so-called freedom. You say you are afraid we will 
both like being separated--do you?  Are you content to live alone with the children?  I 
don’t like it, but if you do I can probably learn to. 
 
I, too, dislike scenes, and would like to live amicably and contentedly--but is that possible 
with two such independent and strong individuals as us?  Sweetheart, you sound so 
uncertain and distressed--you know there can never be anyone but you, and all that you 
say for yourself goes equally for me. These feelings are only natural, and all that is 
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required is a little common sense and self-restraint, plus a modicum of consideration and 
courtesy. 
 
I don’t know what you mean by “I know you have no such scruples.”  On the theory that 
you were content for awhile I was trying to make the most of an unsatisfying situation, in 
which an assignment to Cuba looked like a promising one. As between our life together 
and all the new and wonderful places of the earth, there could be but one choice. Miami 
is one of the garden spots of the earth, and I have enough money, or could get it, to do 
almost anything I desired. As it happens, I do nothing, I live on the base and work, eat, 
sleep. 
 
Do you think that I left home and forgot everything?  It did not seem fitting to talk of what 
I missed, and I wanted to share what there was here with you, and give the most cheerful 
picture. 
 
I’m becoming so confused that I don’t know what you want. As you say, I did promise to 
stay for a year but I have good reason to change that. Perhaps if we could get together 
weekends we could work this out until things were more settled. That job with Fairchild 
might turn out to be good, but a “bird in the hand is worth two in the bush” and I don’t 
at this moment want to leave Sperry, but I would like to get out of this A.C.G. 
 
How is our bank balance now?  Have you bought a car yet?  If not when are going to?  
When next I get home I expect you to teach me to drive--I can see you proudly displaying 
your driver’s license and pushing me into our jalopy for a lesson from “herself.” 
 
Perhaps with a car, and the house sold, we could take stock of the situation once again 
and decide on exactly what to do. One possibility I’ve been turning over in my mind for a 
long time now is taking a job in So. America, making Latins of us all. 
 
Have you done any pruning and is the grass cut?  Must make the place pretty, you know, 
to show off our “little white home in the west” of Hempstead. 
 
Well, so long for now, I’ll stop here and take it into town to mail. 
 
All my love to you and the children, 
Jere (daddy) 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 
 

Wednesday, Sept. 18. 46 
 
Dearest Sweetheart: 
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My name ought to be Penelope, ‘cause I spent a very unprofitable day yesterday just 
waiting...First I waiting for the mailman, no check and no letter, and all afternoon I 
waited around for that appraiser to come and neither hide nor hair did I see of him. I 
called up Sperry’s and they told me they’d check into it and call me back, he did, and it 
seems the secretary had forgotten to call for the check and mail it. Full of vacation 
dreams no doubt, and her mind not yet functioning. Darn her. I suppose if I hadn’t called 
I’d never have gotten it. I’m sorry to say I had to cash a ten dollar check because today 
being Wednesday I expect, among other things, the laundryman and the egg man. This is 
the second time I haven’t paid and I can’t let it go again. I took the kids to the dentist this 
morning, and surprisingly they were very good about it. I tried to tell them just what 
would happen (keeping my fingers crossed that the dentist wouldn’t hurt them) and it 
worked out fine. Cammie has two cavities in her back teeth that have to be attended to. 
Bobby just had his cleaned, he is alright. We go again Thursday, gee that’s tomorrow 
already!  The tartar on Cammie’s teeth was so bad, he didn’t finish it, I guess he didn’t 
want to tire her, and preferred to do it another day, which is wise I think. After supper I 
took Bobby to the barber, people were beginning to say:  Ba-ba Black sheep, have you 
any wool, to him. His resemblance to his daddy at certain stages of hair growth was 
remarkable. He came home and asked me if he was a girl, apparently someone had been 
teasing him about it. And all because I didn’t get the check when I expected it. It should 
have been here last Saturday. 
 
[See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs.] 
 
Well, my One and Only, I think I’ll call it a night, too, take care of yourself and don’t 
forget us. Cammie said the other day that when Daddy comes home he is never, never 
going to Washington to work no more...And how I wish it were so. 
 
Goodnight Dearest, 
with love from us all 
[drawing of mother, daughter, son--with halos--and baby] 

 
 

************************************* 
 
Thursday, Sept. 19. 46 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
[See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
 
To get back to your letter. The lamp, that you’re so worried about, is suspended from the 
window frame, and can be hung on either side. (or two put up, for that matter)  I like it so 
much better, it seems more spacious and not so cluttered. And you don’t walk into the 
room and right onto the bed. 
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I’m sorry to say, and isn’t it a shame? Your children have completely accepted your 
absence. Once in a while, when I punish Camille she’ll retire into her trundle bed and 
sob for her daddy. (like God) and every so often she will ask if you’ll come home soon. I 
say “we got a letter from daddy” and they look at me and keep right on doing what 
they’re doing. Or at noontime I crane my neck for the mailman and they will teasingly 
ask what I’m looking for and then answer their own question. Then one or the other, it’s 
a game you see, will say “what do you want from the mailman?” and the other one will 
laugh like anything and say, a letter from daddy. This doesn’t happen often, and more 
and more seldom. That’s why I wish you could come home over the weekend oftener. 
 
I just took some time out for an afternoon Kaffeklatsch with Betty, Irene and Mrs. Iger. 
Nothing much was said except the usual. Took Cammie to the dentist this morning again, 
but this time it wasn’t very successful. The cavity I spoke about was quite deep and he 
had to do a lot do drilling. Toward the end he hurt her, and now I know why they say Dr. 
Kaim isn’t a good doctor for children. He started to scold Cammie for crying and you 
know what that does to her--made her cry only more. I thought it very unnecessary. 
Especially in view that he made us wait for thirty minutes, and by the end of that time the 
children were cranky anyhow. Oh well, I have to go once more and that will be that. 
Though Cammie vowed she wasn’t going back to THAT man again, “If you make me go, 
Mammie, I’ll run away” 
 
I got another letter from Mr. Nekton, in which he said the same thing as that notice from 
your lodge, which I sent on to you. He also said, that if you couldn’t make it on the 30th, 
you could still take your second degree on the other date mentioned. Oct 27th, I think. 
 
Friday morning 
Well, Dearest, it looks as if we will have to spend another weekend apart. It’s going to be 
another hot day, we certainly had that summer weather we didn’t get in August, this past 
week. Wheww, how I long for nice crisp autumn days. 
 
I thought I’d rush off to the movies the minute I could lay my hands on some money, but I 
haven’t so far. In the first place there is nothing I’m keen on seeing, those pictures you 
mentioned are still in New York, and anyway, I have a book to read that’s fascinating 
reading.  So I’d just as soon spend my evenings at home. It’s nothing earth-shaking, this 
book “Ask no Quarter”, but it is interesting and historical, and adventurous. It’s about 
colonial Newport at the end of the 17th century and Rhode Island’s struggle to keep it’s 
charter. I like it. Goodbye for now, Lover, until the next time. With all our love, as ever 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[drawing of baby captioned Hiya daddy—See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs 
in this letter.] 
 
Friday, Sept. 20. 46 
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My Dearest and Best: 
 
Your letter, dated Sept. 18th, just came. It’s good to get a letter from you, next best thing 
to having you walk into the house. Maybe I’ll be having the Morton Lodge to thank for 
having you home for my birthday, eh?  Can you come home that weekend?  You know, 
dear, I’m sorry I made it so hard for you with my last letter, but truly, I don’t like living 
alone, although if I must, why I guess I can struggle along, as I always have in the past. 
(The funny thing is, each time I vow it’s the last.)  It all seems so pointless now, though, 
and as far as saving any money is concerned, that all is an optical illusion unless you’re 
saving any. We have now $287.81. I paid $19.98 for three month’s phone bill. four 
dollars to Dr. Dery, incidentally he came today to look at little-little. I called him up and 
said it was too hard for me to take her in and would he come over and he did. It is worth 
the extra dollar for a home call, to me. The baby weighs 15.5 and will be on straight milk, 
three meals a day, with egg and potato and dessert and the milk from a cup. She is 
practically growed up now... 
 
It’s getting very late again, I think I’ll call it a night. Maybe tomorrow morning I’ll be 
full of inspiration again. Good night Dear Heart, be of good cheer, one of these days 
we’ll be together again---you in one room listening to Shirer (or Kaltenborn, or Fulton 
Lewis) and me in the other with nothing but The Shadow for company... 
 
I couldn’t sleep anyway, so after reading your letter over again I thought I’d come out 
and talk to you a little longer. Oh darling, you see what the written word will do---I eased 
myself by writing all those dark thoughts down and laid my burden plumb on your 
unsuspecting shoulders. I just don’t know why I torment myself with those doubt and 
uncertainties, when I know darn well that after all these years the very thought of having 
to live without you always leaves me panic-stricken. No, a thousand times, no, I don’t like 
to be separated from you, and I could never get entirely reconciled to it. Not for all the 
peace and tranquility in the world. I guess like a woman I just had to be reassured that 
you would rather be with us than at all those fascinating faraway places. I quite agree 
with you it does no good to pour salt in the wound by harping on it, and I won’t say 
anymore about it. I’m just so sorry I made you unhappy, I know it isn’t easy on you, in 
fact it is harder on you than on me, if you’ll permit me to be funny at a time like this:  
you’re such a domesticated bird that clipping your wings is scarcely necessary, and 
what’s more I know it. You know the whole trouble was that after those flare-ups we had, 
especially just before you left and we didn’t talk to each other practically the whole time 
you were home, we didn’t really talk it all out, and my feelings were so hurt it was easy 
(for me anyway) to imagine all sort of things. I felt like I was only the mother of your 
children and your chief cook and bottle washer and it was hard for me to be tender and 
loving and longing in my letters during that period (as you no doubt noticed) and it sort 
of repressed me, because God knows, I’m as crazy about you as I ever was, and I’ve got 
to show it or burst. So I busted, and let the chips fall where they may. But I promise to be 
good now, and be a Patient Little Griselda and wait for my man to come back to me, 
whenever Fate and Fortune so degree. Oh I’ll miss you most dreadfully, but like the 
Spartan I am I’ll bear up under the strain. So you go right ahead and absorb the scenery 
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and customs and Life with a capital L around you, so you can give all those experiences 
to me, second hand ‘tis true, but aren’t your eyes my eyes?  And I noticed from your letter 
the ‘tinker’ in you crops out regardless, doesn’t it?  How is JC #1 doing these days, did it 
do you any good?  We could use a radio mechanic around our house, so how about 
coming home and qualifying for the job. You know the dial of the radio in the living room 
is off, and how it’s off. I hardly ever use it because you have me spoiled and the hunt and 
try system doesn’t appeal to me anymore. When I want WEAF I expect to find it within a 
second and not have to track it down from one end to the other. And the radio in the 
bedroom must have something wrong with the push buttons, sometimes when I put on 
WQXR I get, of all things, the German program. And while their records have a nostalgic 
twang, I can do without their commercials beautifully. All they ever do is talk, one record 
and ten thousand  words of twaddle. And besides it’s so low you can hardly hear it. Only 
on WQXR though, and just when I want that music to follow me around the house on my 
work. My eyes are getting droopy, Goodnight again, sweetheart, more tomorrow. 
Toujour gai! Toujours gai! 
 
Saturday morning 
It’s raining a bit for a change, and I had planned to go into Hempstead on the bike. Oh 
well. That way I don’t spend any money. 
 
I think I’ll finish this letter off now and start another one when the mood strikes me. Bye 
bye dear, and best love from all of us as ever 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[drawing of angry cat captioned ‘this is how mad I feel...’--See “Cars Hate Me!” for 
additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
 
Sunday September 22, 1946 
Dearest Darling: 
 
It’s been raining rather heavily overnight, and the lawn is quite lush again today, though 
nothing can be done about the backyard. I tell you, Jere, I’ve felt so badly about it, like a 
mother duck with her ugly little swan-duckling. Honestly for two cents I’d give up the 
whole idea. However, we will do whatever you say. I do wish you were here. 
  
And another thing, I told you it was raining yesterday all day and into the night, well, 
sometime after seven the lights went out, just as I was doing the dishes, so I lit the 
candles and let the kids come into the kitchen and read their books by candlelight. It was 
fun. Well afterward, by eight it came on again and I put the kids to bed and lay down on  

our bed to listen to the radio. Around nine or so I thought I heard scurrying 
footsteps and looked to see whether the kids were in bed or not, when I heard 
Mrs. Conry at the door. She told me she’d brought the kids home in the car after 
finding them playing in the puddle outside her house. They were soaking wet, and 
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after I got through with warming their bottoms it is to be hoped we stove off 
pneumonia. I was so angry I didn’t say one word, just laid each over my knee and 
spanked. Just think those impies went into the dark night in their pajamas and 
played, the lord knows how long in the rainy street. They might easily have 
become lost or run over by a car who certainly don’t expect to see children 
wandering about at that hour. I tell you, what will they think of next. 
 
 

***************************** 
 
 

I’m sorry, but I truly don’t understand how a four year old and a three year old could 
“sneak” out of the house. This is just too odd… 
 
 

************************ 
 

Monday morning 
It looks like another dismal ‘blue’ Monday today. I’d give anything if I could 
jump into bed and pull the covers up over me...Bobby has given me such a restless 
night!  He wouldn’t and wouldn’t go to sleep last night and kept creeping into my 
bed only to fall asleep and roll on the floor with a thud, after which I’d put him 
back in his crib and before I could close my weary eyes he’d be back again. He is 
such a dear little fellow I didn’t want to be harsh with him, but oh gee gosh, am I 
tired this morning. Ho-hum 
 
There’s not much else to say, so maybe I’d better get this letter ready for the 
mailman when he comes at noon. You know darling, it seems to me I spent all my 
time at the typewriter writing letters to you and every one else gets sadly 
neglected. I really must get to work and write to Ruth and Audrey and Ann. Gee, I 
wonder if I’ll ever get a chance to see her. 
 
I just remembered that you asked my why I didn’t like Mr. Purser. I couldn’t tell 
you exactly, Jere, but you remember even at that time I told you he didn’t care 
whether he sold our house or not. Sure, if someone came up to him and he had 
nothing better in mind he might go so far as to hold his hand out for the deposit, 
but that’s all. Do you mean to tell me that in all this time there has been no one at 
his office with the necessary $5000 dollars who was looking for a nice little house 
like ours, so convenient to the station and everything?  You mean after describing 
it to them people have decided, sight unseen, they don’t want it? Some time ago, a 
week to be exact, he had an ad in the Newsday, just a bar listing of houses, mostly 
in East Hempstead and much, much cheaper than ours, of course.  
I don’t know why, but that man struck me as if he had made his pile and didn’t 
want to be bothered anymore. If it is easy, sure, why not, but work for it, not him. 
That would be alright, waiting, I mean, if we had to place to go to and weren’t in 
a hurry to sell. You may not be, but I am. I want it over with and settled 
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someplace else, and I don’t mean my mothers. While I don’t mind right now 
having people waltz in at all hours, it gets very irritating after a while. I want if 
over with. 

 
I got to go now, the mailman is coming, so goodbye for today, dear. 
With all our love, as ever 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Father continues to express his love and wax romantic in between news. 
 
 

************************************* 
 
 

letter from j in Miami, Fla., to Frances Casagrande, 151 Harrison St., W. 
Hempstead, L.I., N.Y. 
 
Miami, Fla. 
Sunday, Sept. 22 '46 
 
Dearest love, 
 
 Looking around at other women, or reading about women and their ways, 
makes me keenly aware of your great worth spiritual stature. Never lose your 
independent spirit, above all don't allow me to bully you. The light gayety of your 
presence, as witness how all the children and young people of the neighborhood 
ideolize you, enriches the life of those around you. It takes real dept of spirit to 
exhibit such qualities of mind and heart. It is a coincidence that ""[Graige] Wife" 
has just started on the radio. 
 
Monday, Sept. 23 
Just received your letter dated 19 and 20. I'm very sorry to hear that you had a 
headache--do you eat properly?  Please do, you are the only thing that matters to 
me, and your health is very important to us both. I love you very much and you 
are the only real value in my existence. I realize that I haven't said this often, but I 
have thought it, and I shall try to remember that you should hear it. I love you, 
only you, could never love another, and have never loved anyone else like that, 
not even [Marie]. I love your body, I enjoy you, I want you--I love your mind, I 
love your thoughts, I love your nature, the you and your reaction to life. I love  

you as our children's mother, I love you as my wife, I love you as my mistress. It is within 
you forever to control me completely, because I believe in you, I trust you completely and 
implicitly. Never let me be cruel to you dear, you can stop me or drive me on. You are my 



199 

life, the reason for my being. Life without you is empty, purposeless. I want you, I want to 
be with you always. 
 
Well, that was quite a burst from a headache. I'm happy that you have finally started to 
get things for yourself, I do want you to look pretty--you are, you know, you're my 
darling. 
 
So you're having trouble getting a car--well, happy hunting. 
 
What is our house appraised at, and what will a bank lend on it? 
 
I wasn't worried about the lamp, only [carrier]. I'll definitely be home Saturday, 
probably about 6PM, unless the ever-present unforeseen occurs. It will be until Tuesday 
morning, but I will have to return to Florida. 
 
Do you mind going to Miami for a while?  If you do, I'm sure we can make some other 
arrangement. Please think it over carefully and let me know when I come up Saturday. 
 
Our poor little [ferush threatening] to run away--tut tut. Don't starve yourself or the 
children, you must eat, regularly and well--remember that. 
 
Another thing, don't you believe for a minute that I came home for the Lodge--that's only 
an excuse, you're my love, first, last, and [supreme]. I'll be with you on your birthday, 
and I might even have a surprise for Frances on her day. 
 
Let me finish this with another burst of emotion. Often I just lie here and ache for you, for 
the feel of you, with the desire to fondle and love you, to possess you, to gasp to a 
[thrfing, ] blinding climax with--that I want. 
 
And then to look at you to talk to you, to share your thoughts. I want every part of you, 
my love, my wife. Can I say more? 
 
Your lover 
Jere 
 
May I share your [desire,] what we may leave all pain but pleasure behind, and know no 
ache or fall. 

 
************************************* 

 
 
 
 

Miami, Fla. 
Wednesday, Sept. 25 '46 
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Dearest love, 
 
A little star winked at me, and with a wink in return I said "Starlight, star bright, first 
star I see tonight, how I wish I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight."  Guess what 
that wish was.....I've just returned from a quick trip to town for a very special reason. 
 
Got your letter of Monday this morning. In regard to Mrs. Birsack's offer, if sold at 
$11500 her commission would be $575, leaving $10.925 net. 
 
Let's get some new snapshots of you, like the two you gave me, but without the children. 
You have a beautiful figure and beautiful legs, and they should be emphasized to 
advantage. Then the snaps can be enlarged so that you fill a space 2-1/2 x 3-1/2 inches 
and will nicely fit a portable double frame I have. 
 
Life is becoming so complicated and yet simple. I didn't think I'd ever feel this way again 
or I might say feel this way. To think that after being married to your for 12-1/2 years 
after becoming a respectable and staid husband and father, suddenly you should so get 
into my blood and [pulse] that I can't get you out of my mind. It is as if we had just met 
and fallen in love, violently, with the wild abandon of a tropical hurricane. Vainly I tell 
myself its ridiculous, but there you are. I've always loved you, from our first kiss, that 
beautiful, precious kiss--it has been a treasured memory to me. I deeply respect and love 
you for those very wonderful qualities of mind and spirit. But no I'm like a newly smitten 
boy with his first love!  I want to touch you, to fondle and love you, to possess you. I 
could go on and on---Never again need you be jealous of Marie, nor of any woman who 
ever lived. You are all woman to me, yet still the only one. This whole phenomenon must 
be very tiresome to you 1200 miles away, your husband and the father of your children 
acting like a sick calf. Well, you wanted love letters, here they are. 
 
The thought of you rouses me, the memory of your body, the feel of your heart, the way 
you react to the stroking of your legs and hips, the feel of your mouth, of your neck--- 
 
I suppose I ought to destroy this. Probably I shouldn't entertain such thoughts of you, but 
again I say you're the only woman and I want you. 
 
Perhaps this [business] will have passed by the time we are reunited Saturday. At any 
rate we will have some very important things to discuss and your birthday will indeed be 
a day to remember. Perhaps this fever of mine marks the beginning of a new phase of our 
lives. I do so wish I knew what your reaction was--this whole arrangement is very 
clumsy, to say the least--it is no way for two such people to live their lives. It’s like 
carrying on a conversation thru a long [period] delay line, and having answers come 
back to prior questions. One has to be a mental gymnast and there's always the thought, 
she'll think me a fool--but I've resolved to risk that and tell you everything without  

reserve as it comes, bold and stark. It must be so, and I want you to be so, too, to 
bare your soul to your chosen mate. 
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Good nite, my love, may you dream, and dreaming come to share your life, to 
unite and embrace in spirit while yet enchained by space 
Your lover, 
Jere 

 
************************************* 

 
 

In all our years together I have never experienced such intense longing and desire 
for you. It is a new experience, this [concussing] longing for you, for your caress, 
the feel of your body, the thrill of possession, the common emotional exhilaration 
of the love act. I can't sleep, just toss around. If you share this feeling I won't be 
able to leave you--either I'll have to remain or you will have to join me. And you 
complain that I can shake you off like so much chaff! 

 
 

************************************* 
 

Interestingly, there are no diaries or journals in the forties!! Perhaps she didn’t have time, 
what with the arrival of her children: I was born in 1942, Bob in 1943, Deedee in 1946, 
and Penny in 195071. No doubt, Father’s abuse continued and was escalating. Mother no 
doubt struggled to be both the wife he demanded and the mother her children needed. She 
didn’t really succeed. She told several stories of the time that reveal the inherent 
difficulties. 
 
She told us, for example, that I had a bad habit of wandering down to the beach and 
taking off all my clothes. (How could you not know where your four year old was??? 
With an ocean down the block??????) One particular evening she and Dad ‘went for a 
walk,’ leaving us children asleep in our beds. (I assume we were around four and three; I 
can’t imagine leaving an infant Deedee!) I woke up, awoke my brother, and took him out 
for a walk, probably to look for my parents. When Mother and Father returned to the 
empty house, and Mother thereafter went up and down the streets yelling, 
“Cammy!…Bobbie!” Eventually, a women came out of her house to say that she had 
taken us into her house for safekeeping. The woman didn’t think much of my mother for 
leaving her children that way, even if the time was only 1946. 
 
In 1946 Dad writes of love after a separation possibly due to the war. 

 
 

************************************* 
This is like falling in love with you all over again, deliciously, thrilling, every reminder of 
you has its [stimulation] and your ring, the symbol of our union brings a feeling of sweet 
tenderness. 

                                                 
71 Poor Penny was apparently born after the beginning-of-the-end. Mother always ‘let slip’ that she wasn’t 
wanted. The pregnancy was very hard on Mother due to her Rh blood factor, but more importantly, the 
marriage was in shambles by then. 
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I want to lay the world at your feet, to satisfy your every wish. You want the moon? It is 
yours! 
 
This isn't supposed to happen, no one falls in love with the same woman twice. I don't 
know what I'd do if you belonged to someone else.  
 
We've been living together for 12-1/2 yrs, and very happily--yet at our first long 
separation this leap to a new plain takes place, unaccountably, mysteriously. I know only 
that I love you as I have loved no one or nothing, more intensely in many ways then I did 
before, with a richer, more mature passion, yet with all the tenderness of my puppy love. 
You've become at once my ideal and its embodiment. 
 
Were I a poet I would write beautiful verse for you, if a musician, songs would tell you of 
my hopes and fears. Being only an engineer I must needs give you the [awkward] facts, 
the bald data, and trust that you will accept them in generous spirit, in some of the sprit 
in which it is given. 
 
You have all your life deprecated yourself in [front] of others--yet you are in all but one 
respect beautiful, and in that one are the redeeming feature of great expressiveness and 
animation of feature. No one could want more than you are and what you have to offer--
my love, my sweetheart, my [mature], my sweet wife. You are at once the present and the 
future, the means of sensuous ecstasy and of fruitful building and development. 
 
"Oh [dkdkj], oh nite of bliss"--to you they are singing that song. Ah love, would that I 
were a poet, that I might make of this separation a thing of beauty, that I might translate 
the pain and longing into ageless substance of expression. 
 
"Nite and day, you are the one, day and night I dream only of you" Cole Porter expressed 
it in a beautiful song, a truly beautiful song in words and music. 
 
Here I sit in the "Ship's Store", eating my evening repast--two cans of beer, a big 
hamburger, a dish or French fries. A juke box is pouring out "For Each His Own.”  
Outside the rain beats down in an unsteady downpour; but in my heart is peace because 
your love fills it, and [jubricates] my journey through life, to our union. 
 
As I walked down here in a light rain in the dark three marine color guards were outlined 
under the [shelved sunset] beneath the national emblem, standing rigidly at attention, 
awaiting the signal to haul down the colors. At the dramatic moment the whole station is 
filled with the notes of "Colors" and cars stop, men everywhere under all conditions snap 
to the salute and the night officially begins as the colors are folded in the rain and sunset. 

 
************************************* 

 
[includes Dorothy Dix clipping about marital bliss] 
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Thursday, Sept. 26.46 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
This is by way of ‘loving remembrance’ because I’m sure this won’t reach you before you 
come home, but it will be something to greet you when you get back again. I’ll try not to 
repeat myself, because I shall probably talk a blue streak and all night long when you 
come. So much is happening all the time, too, it is hard to stay on generalities. 
 
Sweetheart, I just got your letter dated Monday the 23rd. Why, Beloved, you leave me 
breathless. It’s wonderful to know someone cares for me, and that someone YOU. I know 
I miss you most dreadfully in more ways than I can tell you, but I thought you’d be so 
busy with your work you wouldn’t have time to give me more than a passing thought. I 
guess I did you an injustice, but I can’t say I’m not glad, oh, I am. It’s a beautiful feeling, 
to know I’m being cherished. 
 
When I knew for sure that you were coming home this weekend I was so delighted I could 
have counted the hours and minutes, and words would be running through my mind like 
these: 
 My heart is like a singing bird 
  whose nest is in a watered shoot; 
 My heart is like an apple tree 
  whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit. 
 My heart is like a rainbow shell 
  that paddles in a halcyon sea; 
 My heart is gladder than all these 
  because my love will come to me. 
 
This one’s by Christina Rosetti. The words “My heart is like a singing bird...” kept 
repeating themselves so much I looked through the anthology and found it. 
 
Dearest Love, d’you know it sometimes is very hard for me to remember that you are the 
father of my children and my husband these many years, my heart just bubbles over with 
love for you. I don’t feel one whit less ‘addlepated’ about you than I did at the tender age 
of twenty-one, if anything you have become so rooted about the core of my existence that 
to try to separate you from me would disrupt my whole life. Is it selfish of me to want to 
twine myself about you?  I suppose I can step aside for awhile for your work, but when 
your frivolous moment comes I want to be right there at the receiving end. If there is a 
woman in your life, I wan t to be HER, whether it’s a mistress you want or a Home 
Companion, or even a nurse. Darling you know, I read all those articles on perfect 
husbands and the Ten Major Gripes women have about men, and to my eyes you’re 
absolutely perfect. Not one of the faults mentioned can be applied to you, so judging  

from any standard you will, you’re still a Prize. And I drew you. Will you remind 
me on the average of twice a day to appreciate you??? 
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On that tender note I shall say Goodnight, and let the more prosaic mattes of 
everyday life take over. Little-little has caught cold from her bad sister and 
brother and has been making my nights hideous with crying. I don’t know what to 
do for her, her little nose stops up and she can’t breathe right and it makes her 
uncomfortable. Nothing seems to do the trick except rocking her in the carriage 
or holding her for a while and that just cannot go on forever. I lie and toss in 
between crying and think about all sorts of things. The house, a car, and most of 
all, YOU. Thoughts go chasing each other around like a squirrel cage. Woe is me. 
I only hope she is better by Saturday. 
 
Goodnight again, and remember I adore you!  then, as now, as always, 
with all my love to the dearest lover, as always [Frances] 

 
************************************* 

 
 

Mother could also still write of her love in 1946, as the following letters illustrate: 
 
 

************************************* 
 

 
October 1, 1946 
 
My Dearest  Dear! 
 
Even nature is conspiring to fit the mood of the day, it is cold and bleak without 
you, in my heart as well as outside. I shall have to buckle down and work so I 
don't find time to sit and brood, even though you told me not to, it's always better 
to keep busy until I get really tired enough to nap, than to just mope about the 
house. And what a day for moping this turned out to be.  Makes you want to 
cuddle up to a fire, (if I had someone to cuddle with) I might have know it--now 
that you aren't here anymore my monthly blues are catching up with me, so 
perhaps it might be better if I don't steep myself too much in the [  ] but oh 
sweetheart, the chair you sat in has hardly had time to cool off and already I miss 
you most appallingly. 
 
I keep wondering whether it was all a dream, were you actually here in my arms, 
whispering 'Frances' against my lips... 
 
After you phoned and I had the children fed we all went into town. I had long ago 
given up all hope of ever getting a ride into town so it came as quite a surprise to 
me when a fellow in a little old car stopped and gave us a lift. He was a mechanic  

and he told me he never went into town in an empty car if he could give someone else a 
lift!  I hope he recording angel is busy putting that in the record...!  Anyway, we went to 
the post office first, found out it would have been almost $1.50 by airmail, and the postal 
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clerk told me that special Delivery would get there as quickly, two days he said. I told 
him I wouldn't mind the money if I could get it there faster and he said it made no 
appreciable difference. I hope he is right,. 
 
This cold weather caught me quite off guard, I had a job bundling up the baby. She is too 
big for the bunting and wrapping her in blankets is out, too, 'cause she wiggles out of it. 
So I found Bobby's blue corduroy set and put that on her, it wasn't too bad, but obviously 
makeshift. I left the pictures at the camera mart and they will be ready Thursday. After 
that we caught the Mineola bus and got our license plate. On the way home Bobby 
started to fall asleep again and I had quite a time getting him on his feet, but once out in 
the fresh air and he revived. When we got back I had barely time to unpeel the children 
and give them something to eat when there was a knock on the door and people waltzed 
in to look at the house. You know the state of the place!  and I was so ashamed of it. Oh 
well. 
 
Wednesday 
 I had a nice long uninterrupted sleep last night and woke up so refreshed and 
chipper and cheerful, I seem (at the moment anyway) quite reconciled to your absence. 
Why I have even spoken quite gently to the children this morning though they still try me 
beyond endurance. You see what you do to me, you relax me so completely and make me 
content. Like a long cool drink of crystal water after a day of tortuous thirst. My very 
Dear, my own husband! 
 
 I called my mother because I thought it a little [odd] that she should have 
forgotten my birthday, she told me Pop had had another accident to his back. He got hit 
by a two-by-four and bruised. He's had to go for treatments and x-rays and such and she 
hadn't wanted to leave him to do for himself. She said she would come out next Friday 
and stay over the weekend, till Sunday anyway. Well, that's better than nothing, though I 
doubt whether I'll get much done in such a short time. We'll probably be so busy gabbing 
I won't get anywhere. I told her we had a car now, and she said she might get the feel of a 
car again, and drive it. You know Pop won't let her touch his, so she's had a license all 
these years for nothing. 
 
 I'm going to find it a tight squeeze with the purse-strings. After paying my bills to 
the laundry, egg and milkman I fear there won't be any cash left. Betty said I should get 
anti-freeze into the car, what with this cold weather coming up so sudden. Five bucks she 
said, if I take it to a garage. Plus the broken handle. Oh brother, maybe I should drain it. 
 
      Thursday morning 
 Our  Little-Little kicked up a rumpus again last night so I had plenty of time to lie 
awake and think things over. You know Dear, I've come to the conclusion that when you 
have had a happy and satisfying sex life, abstinence over a period of time becomes very 
nerve wracking, even though you may not be aware of it. For instance, when I was 
longing for you this past month it was mostly for your companionship, your presence and 
hardly at all for your love making (except perhaps once or twice) but all the time I could 
feel myself getting crankier and crankier, and moodier and moodier without quite 
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knowing why. My senses weren't aroused at all, perhaps it needed the stimulus of your 
presence, your hands on my body to bring that about, but all the while my nervous system 
must have been clamoring for you. Because right now I feel so at ease and contented and, 
(please don't let this hurt your feelings) it doesn't bother me at all that you're not here. 
That sounded as if I didn't care, so I shall try once more, Darling, I want you most 
desperately to be home again, but knowing that at the time it is not possible I'm not going 
to bruise my heart against a stone wall, so I have accepted your absence. For the moment 
anyway, I don't know how I'll feel tomorrow or next week, but right now, I'm quite 
contented. You see I have the children to fondle and love, while you have nothing, and no 
one but your memory, and I think that makes the difference. When we were first married 
my feelings for you were so intense I could not bear to be parted and could think of 
nothing but you, feel nothing but you, and went around in a rosy daze, just biding time 
until we were together again. I wish, oh so hard, I could recapture that, so I could pour 
my feeling into yours as I did then. Because I love you more than ever, your touch is just 
as thrilling, if not more so, and when you're near I want to touch you and kiss you and my 
heart is so full of love it bubbles over. It bothers me so much that I don't ache for you the 
way I used to, I miss you, oh I do miss you so much; but not quite in that way, and it 
disturbs me. Why don't I?  I read over the letters I wrote you back in those days, and as I 
read them my love wells up, and the words are just what I want them to be, but I want to 
find new words, new ways of saying the old thing, and I can't. There was one letter in 
particular that so fits, I could write it verbatim and it would still be exactly the way I feel. 
I could write it and I bet you wouldn't remember it, but you know me, I can't do that, but 
still I think I will write it, if only to show you how I feel. 

 
 

************************************* 
 

Dearest One 
 

My mind and soul is so full of you today, I just have to pour it out to you. I can't 
keep this ecstasy to myself any longer. I'm simply walking around with my head in the 
clouds---living again and again those precious moments. You're in my arms and in my 
heart. Darling, my body just aches from you, but every ache is an ecstatic pleasure--a 
token of your reciprocation. The flame of desire that burned so hot and bright and high 
consumed itself into a cozy and comfortable warmth, the sort of feeling you get coming 
away from a cold, bitter winter night and snuggling into a soft warm bed against a 
beloved body. Oh my darling, was ever a woman so blessed--to lose oneself in another is 
to gain such unbelievable heights. The wealth and power [of] them unlocks with such a 
simple key...You have crowned my womanhood with such glory as could not possibly be 
conceived on this sordid planet. You have given me so much, so very much, and the wells 
of your understanding and love seem never to run dry, no matter how large the demand. 
You've become so much a part of me--a wish, a thought half born in my subconscious and  

it is already dedicated to you and accepted by you. Dearest thee is but one earnest 
and constant prayer in my heart, not to keep our happiness intact, but to be 
capable of lifting YOU also out of the baseness and narrow-mindedness of the 
life. If I can infuse but a part of my feeling into our relationship, but a part of the 
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power that has me in it's grip--then it is [complete], then--why Dearest, our love 
will go on forever. 

 
 Best Beloved, all those unspoken words, all that agony of longing can only 
be quenched in the consummation of love, in you. I miss you so, oh, how I miss 
you. 
 
 Yours ever and ever  
 Your wife 
 
You see, dear, I've been so foolishly, sentimentally, madly in love with you all my 
life, that now when I most especially want to tell you about it, it's as if I were 
telling an old old tale. The words just don't want to flow in a smooth new pattern, 
I feel that everything I say, I've said before, and it frustrates me. This new and 
ardent surge of feeling you are experiencing is not new to me, and yet I feel I 
ought to scale new heights to match yours, yet--How high can a little bird 
fly????? Oh my own darling. I'm afraid I'd better stop right here and now, or that 
lovely feeling of peace and tranquility is going to desert me altogether.....or would 
you rather have me pine away for you?  You see, sweetheart, one part of me is 
ever ready to give myself over completely to thoughts of you, and from thinking to 
yearning is only one short step! 
 
 Tell me dearest, are you still as ardent as you were?  Has the feeling 
abated somewhat in the cold grey light of day?  Do you love, do you love me, do 
you love me DO YOU?  I can scarcely wait for your letter..... 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

As the next three letters attest, Mother apparently left the children with her mother and 
made a bus trip to visit Dad in November. The three letters are all handwritten on 
stationery of the Hotel Maurice, 761 Post St., San Francisco 9, CA., Alex Hoffer, Mgr. 
 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[postmarked Salt Lake City, Nov 21, 1946, to Mr. Jere Casagrande Bldg #77, 
N.A.S. Alameda, Cal. - Air mail stamp for 5 cents!] 
 
Wednesday night 12:30 

 
Darling 
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This has been a miserable voyage, and my luck better change tomorrow...!!  I might as 
well have spent another night with you, it would have gotten me just as far. I told you we 
were stuck on the mountains what with roads blocked by stalled cars and the snowplows 
clearing the road. It was some blizzard. I just had to shut my eyes and consign my soul to 
the devil, ‘cause I sat on the side next to the ravine and held my breath in fear whenever 
we had to inch past another stalled truck. 
 
Then two hours out of Salt Lake City the bus developed motor trouble, a broken airline 
and the mechanic wondered audibly how we got around those curves in safety. It took 
over three hours to fix it, all of us wondering if we’d ever get out of that jinxed bus. It was 
45 minutes late getting started and we were more than eight hours late. Of course it 
knocked my schedule into a cocked hat, and though I’m lucky here, I’m going out at 1:15, 
I don’t know how it will be after this. I’ll probably get into N.Y. in the middle of the night 
and there are no trains, no buses, no nothing. Oh, damn it, what a finish to an otherwise 
glorious vacation. And there’s been nothing but snow ever since we got to the top of the 
Sierras. I keep worrying about the car at home.  
 
Well dear, I’ll see you soon, I hope, so in the meantime, have fun, but not too much. 
Livingly  
Frances 

 
************************************* 

 
 [As above] 
Thursday (I think) 6:00 pm 
 
Hello Sweetheart: 
 
The one bright spot in an otherwise monotonous day was when we crossed the 
Continental Divide, and went through some mighty pretty mountain country. According 
to our driver we were 9000 feet up, the highest spot on that route. There was Medicine 
Bow, a national part, filled with the inevitable pick nick tables and foot trails and 
Christmas trees. 
 
During the day we passed a spot where smoke was seeping out of the ground and the 
driver told us it was a coal mine that had been burning for the past 35 years. What a 
waste of good fuel. 
 
I bought a Coronet magazine and it has so many good features in it I shall have to send it 
to you. Especially the one headed “Memo to myself at 50”, its a damn good idea to keep 
young mentally. Darling I deeply regret you aren’t with me, I’m so lonely for someone to 
talk to. Most people on the bus are either too dull to do more than say a few words and 
don’t go very far or they are the young soldiers with ideas and I don’t feel in the mood  

for that sort of give and take. Tomorrow morning we’ll be in Omaha and I can 
only hope my connection continues good. Say can you read this?  I’m writing on 
the bus in the semi dark. Everyone’s here but the driver. 
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Doggone it, again we’ll be up in North Butte in the dark!  Do you suppose I’ll 
ever pass this way again?  Good night no dear, for better or worse I’ll try to get 
some sleep, 
with all my love as ever 
F 

 
************************************* 

 
[As above] 
Saturday,  Nov. ? 
 
Dearest Darling: 
As I fly through the Pennsylvania mountains I keep thinking about you, trying to 
figure out (as if I needed to after all these years!) what makes you dearer to me 
than any other person on earth. Possibly it is because you are the only person 
who ever lit (or cared to light) a firecracker under me to make me think and made 
the word "can't" obsolete in my vocabulary. Just my very fondness for you makes 
me accept almost without question any task you want to endow me with. 
Sometimes I feel myself struggle but I always give myself up to your optimism. 
There certainly is never a dull moment in our life, is there?  And your enthusiasm 
is the best part about you. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Arriving home after a horrendous voyage, poor Mother was greeted with a telegram from 
her Lord and Master. After this November visit Father was so re-enamored of Mother 
that he insisted she bring the children out for Christmas. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

[back to typing on her own stationery] 
November 25th 
Monday 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
I came home around six-thirty yesterday morning, frozen to the marrow of my 
bones, tired, hungry and disgusted. It’s been nothing but bad luck, from the time I  

started, and forty-five minutes late at that. Due to all that delay I wrote you about we 
were eight hours late and of course, as far as hitting the right places at the right time was 
just a snare and a delusion. I didn’t see the great salt flats at Salt Lake City, I saw lots 
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and lots of Pennsylvania farms, but when it came to mountains--the mantle of darkness 
descended upon us. We got into New York at 2:50 a.m. and there was no train at all till 
after three. There did happen to be a train to West Hempstead at 3:49 and I decided to 
wait for it. Among other little annoyances I found that the suitcase I’d checked through to 
34th Street had gone to 50th, and when I wanted to check what baggage I had on hand 
they wanted thirty cents for it, I couldn’t find a locker and when I did find one it was for 
twenty-five cents. I had no change anyway, so I just stuck it in one of the bottom 
compartments and trusted to luck that at that hour nobody would bother to use that 
particular one. When I got to 50th street my baggage wasn’t there anyway, I was fit to be 
tied. If I had had a inkling that the bag wasn’t with me I would far rather have checked it 
on and off myself though there sometimes wasn’t much time between one bus and the 
next, and I had my hands full as it was. (The box managed to stay together until I got 
home.)  Well, there was nothing to do but give the check to Railway Express and have 
them pick it up. Well, as I was saying I waited til 3:49 for the train, and I was supposed 
to change at Jamaica, and instead of getting out at the proper platform, but where I was 
accustomed to get out and discovered my mistake just in time to have the doors close in 
my face, and by the time I got down and around the train had been and gone. I could 
have cried from vexation (and tiredness) but you know me, where there’s life there’s 
hope, and I’d be darned if I’d wait around til nearly seven for another train, so I took a 
chance on the Bee line bus and trotted myself over. Just in time, too. The bus got into the 
West Hempstead Inn stop at six and there was supposed to be a Lynbrook bus at 6:20 or 
so I thought, clear forgetting it was Sunday. So I stood and shivered, and shivered and 
cursed, in the wee cold morning and watched the dawn come up. The bus came at 6:45 
and seeing I was his first and only customer he made the run in less than five minutes and 
let me off at South Oak. When I got home and Mami poured about six cups of what she 
laughingly calls coffee, into me she produced your telegram as a clincher. My own 
Darling you might at least have let me get my breath back...And now I’ve been gnawing 
my fingers for that letter that’s supposed to be forthcoming, for further details. As to how 
you think I’m going to manage all that. Carfare is my first and foremost consideration. 
What about the car?  Do you want me to sell it for the necessary wherewithal, and how 
much of a loss can I take on it?  Will this house you mention be furnished, and will I have 
to ship the baby’s crib out? 
 
Incidentally, there are a flock of unpaid bills waiting to devour this coming check. 
Slomin’s, phone, gas, and electric amount to 52.26 and they all are for two months. 
Home Title, Trust and the house for two weeks is another hundred and one, that leaves a 
balance of exactly nine dollars, or something like that. 
 
Tuesday 
 
Hello Sweetheart: 
 
Just got your letter and after re-reading it about five times and beating my head against 
the wall a few moments I settled down to try to make some sort of order in the chaos of 
my mind. 
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It will probably take years off my life, but I guess it can be done. Closing the house for 
the winter is not easy, and there are several problems, such as the plants and fish and 
canary and cat. Gee, I hate like anything to always have to start from scratch...The 
radiators will have to be drained and it is not good to leave a house without heat for so 
long, so I thought it might be a good idea to try to rent it.  I looked into Newsday and 
found an ad that would just suit. A Lt. Colonel is looking for a place for his family 
including two babies, from December to April. I answered the ad and will see what 
develops. I though I’d ask seventy-five if they pay their own running expenses and a 
hundred in which case we’ll pay for gas electric, water and oil. In that case I won’t have 
to discontinue the service and go through a lot of bother to have it reinstalled. 
 
About the car, I thought I’d put it in a garage because I’d have to take an awful licking 
on the price if I sold it right now and I’d still not have one when I come back (maybe I 
can learn to drive out in Ca.) if I fix it up it will be okay for us for quite awhile yet. 
Unless, of course, I have to sell it for the fare. Fare, that reminds me, how about it?  No 
money no ticket, and what’s the good of a reservation if I haven’t the money to pick up 
the ticket. I can go anytime at the end of this week, whenever I get a reservation. I 
thought a roomette might be best, it would have to have two beds at least and floor space 
to put the baby. Whenever I think of it my hair stands on end, though it will most likely be 
easier than I think. 
 
Please Jere, find out whether we have to bring our own linen and blankets, and let me 
know immediately. When we have all these details ironed out and I have the money I can 
leave right away, I thought possibly Monday might be a good day to start. 
 
I just called the Pennsylvania Railroad and they said they were all sold out way into 
February!!  No compartment, no bedrooms, no nothing, and now what. How can I take a 
chance on going down with the kids in the hope that there is a cancellation, and if so will 
they give it to me. It smells awfully fishy to me. Do you know anyone who might be able 
to get us a reservation?  Should I try by plane?  Or go by bus and lay over every night, or 
go on the train anyway????  On the Admiral which hooks on the Overland and is a 
through train, I’d leave at 6:45 p.m. and arrive at Oakland on the third afternoon 1:42. 
 
Now I am really in a stew, because it’s one way to just plunk down the money and 
struggle for a couple of days, but when I have to figure ways and means of getting a 
reservation to boot---well. 
 
I may not be able to finish this letter in time for the mail, so I’d better get it ready now. 
But everything seems to have fallen flat on its face now, and there is no point of doing 
nay of the things I’d intended unless I know how and when I’m going. What do you 
suggest now? 
  
I spent the day putting up the storm windows and all of last night until the wee hours 
painting what hadn’t been done, and I hate you to pieces for not being here to at least, at 
the very least, cheer me on. You know, the house is in such a mess, the blinds so dusty, 
I’m almost ashamed to have anyone come in to look. Oh the heck with it, I’ve got other 
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troubles. Should I call Sperry’s and ask them to get me a reservation?  Or can you 
arrange it?  Questions, questions. Gee, I’ll be glad when I’m settled SOMEPLACE. 
Bye for now, and our love of course 

 
 

************************************* 
 

Wednesday, Nov. 27 
Saturday, Nov. 30 
 
Dearest Darling: 
 
I got your letter from Tuesday yesterday, good gosh, fellow, did you expect me to sit right 
down and write you Sunday when I had absolutely no idea what it was all about?  I told 
you I was waiting for your letter giving me a little more detail. Don’t go off halfcocked he 
says, but be here by next Sunday. Hah! And after what I’ve been through the past few 
days, I can’t think of anything I’d rather do less than go to California. At any rate, I 
won’t be able to come until the children are better. Up till now Bobby hasn’t got the 
Chicken Pox but he has a very bad croupy cough, which keeps me up all night with him. 
He probably will get them two weeks from now, it takes about that long for the disease to 
make its appearance, but we’ll most likely be out there then, and then it’s okay with me. 
Cammie seems to be getting better, or the Calamine lotion has relieved the itch, but her 
cold is bad, too, and she coughs all night. Ditto the baby, so you can see I have my hands 
full and in no mood to get all starry-eyed at the prospect of going to Frisco. 
 
But all that will be smoothed out in due time, if I can just get the reservations on the 
train. But I’m not going to beat my brains out going out there on the day coach or bus, 
and I’m not going to burden myself down with a lot of possessions like the bikes or the 
typewriter or such, because it sounds very easy to you to say check everything through as 
baggage, but that’s not saying how I’m getting it on the train. You know how the L.I. 
trains are--change here there and anywhere, and I have enough with the children and 
whatever I have to take to keep them comfortable. In fact the more I brood on it the less I 
like it. 
 
I haven’t heard anything further from Lt. Perron, so perhaps he has not been able to 
persuade his wife to come. That means I have to see about shutting the house up, and 
making some sort of provision for the livestock. The plants I’ll just have to give away or 
let die. 
 
I suppose after I mail this letter today I’ll get one of yours straightening everything out 
for me and I’ll feel foolish for being so disorganized. But honestly, Jere, you ca have no 
idea how I feel right now. Besides tired. And I still don’t know what to do about 
reservations. I expect you to figure that one out for me, because I called again just to see 
if there was any change, and it’s still the same. No reservations. 
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I see the mailman come up the street so I’ll say goodbye for now. Will write again 
tomorrow. 
 
With best love to you from the kids and me (especially me) 
 

************************* 
 

Tuesday, Dec. 3.46 
 
Dear Jere: 
 
Here it is Tuesday and as yet I have no word from you beyond that short note you penned 
last Tuesday. What am I to think?  If circumstances had permitted my going out to 
California yesterday, how should I have been able to go without money? 
 
I haven’t had an easy time of it since last week, and not hearing from you is almost more 
than I can bear. I realize Thanksgiving Day sort of put a crimp on the regular mail 
service, and I hadn’t actually looked for an answer to my letter until today. Now I’m 
hanging at the end of a rope--I don’t know what to do or what’s expected of me. The 
children are still pretty sick, Cammie as usual, had her cold settle in her ears again and 
it’s driven me frantic not being able to help her. I wouldn’t think of traveling until the 
children’s coughs are cleared up, but on the other hand I want to know what to expect. 
There are several questions to which I want to know the answer. Have you got enough 
money for fare, and what about Christmas. The children badly need their winter clothes, 
too. Have you thought about the reservations and is there anything further I can do about 
it?  I sincerely hope this afternoon’s mail is not too disappointing. 
 
I called up Skidmore and he told me he wrote you at the Maurice Hotel, so I guess you 
got it by now. 
 
The afternoon mail was just here and all he had was a notice from your lodge. I guess 
you’ve cast off your family for good! 
 
It’s gotten quite cold now, winter is upon us for sure. Well, I think I’ll say goodbye for 
now and see if I can catch up with the mailman. Please Jere, do write. If I am coming out 
I want to be there before Christmas anyway. It’s a funny thing, dear, I was dusting the 
books and on an impulse opened the bible and do you know what my eye lit on?  ‘and 
they gathered themselves onto David and said:  Behold, we are thy bones and thy flesh--
Thou shalt be Shepherd.’ So I tried again and this time the trusty old tome came up with:  
‘and they went forth---’  Well, looks like the trek is on...I feel better already, not quite so 
mad at you as I was this morning. I’ll give you one more chance--till tomorrow at one!  
And brother, there better be a letter! 
With our love, as ever 
 

************************* 
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Wednesday 
December 4. 1946 
 
Dear Jere: 
 
Really, this has become intolerable. Another day without a word from you. I’m not only 
angry I’m beginning to get worried. Jere, how can you do this to me, it is so unlike you, I 
can’t think of a suitable explanation at all. Even if you were ill, I’m sure you would have 
gotten in touch with me. 
 
Mrs. Binsack has been here with another young couple, will you sell for $10,500?  If you 
will, and want me to sell it, please furnish me with power of attorney, and tell me what 
you expect me to do. 
 
The children are still quite sick, and I think Bobby is coming down with the chicken pox, 
too, so it will be another week before I can think of leaving. I’m so exhausted and tired, 
I’m just living from one day to the next without any coherent idea in mind except to get 
through the day without a minimum of fuss. The baby is what has me stepping, she is 
crying constantly and sleeps only intermittently, and when she does, Bobby steps in the 
breach. Betty isn’t feeling well, and of course Mrs. Iger can’t do more than phone and 
ask if there’s anything she can do, I wouldn’t dream of having her in the house, as Billy 
hasn’t had the chicken pox yet. Irene is busy painting and getting the house ready for her 
mother-in-law and aunt next week. They all phone me daily, but as for actual help, I just 
have to do the best I can. I wouldn’t mind any of it, if I only had some word from you. It’s 
this uncertainty that is killing me. I know you are anxious to have us out thee with you, 
and I’m just as anxious to get going. It might do us all some good. But circumstances 
being what they are, it just isn’t possible right now. 
 
4:30 p.m. 
At long last, a letter from my Love. You can disregard all things I said, ---all is forgiven. 
But why oh why, did it take this letter so long?  It’s dated Nov. 29th and postmarked Dec. 
2nd and it got here just now. 
 
Well, let’s see where we are. The kids, as I said are still too sick to go out, and Oh, I’m 
keeping my fingers crossed that those couple of pimples that Bobby complained today of 
itching, are not what I suspect. If he gets the chicken pox too, it will be at least another 
week. Oh dear. 
 
There was a letter from the Maurice Hotel enclosing a card to the effect that Railway 
Express could not locate you at the address you’d given and would you advise them 
(Railway Express) as to what your wishes are in regards the laundry bundle. 
 
Did you get a letter from Mr. Skidmore?  He said words to the effect it would take two 
weeks notice to arrange for transfer of your initiation and he thought it might be better 
for you to wait until you get back. But as you said in your letter we might be there for 
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quite awhile so maybe you’d better find out the data he needs and go ahead down thee at 
their earliest opportunity. I called Walter too. 
 
Let’s see now, what else. Driving the car to Cal. is out. I wouldn’t attempt to go in the 
winter. I saw too many cars even good-looking ones, stalled along the way. Besides---no 
license (yet) 
 
Okay, we will not sell the house. (Goody-goody) I’ll call Sperry’s tomorrow, about 
getting reservations for next week. I had thought the same thing--I could have called the 
service dept, but I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea to let them know I was going out 
there. But I didn’t know whom to call, that’s why I asked you. 
 
Thursday morning 
I called up Eric this morning and he was no help at all. He said he couldn’t do it, it was 
too much red tape involved, and he suggested I call your boss, Mr. Lyons. Of course, I 
didn’t, and I didn’t bother to try to explain to Eric about the expense account etc. He 
didn’t sound too cordial anyway. Asked me if you were still with Sperry?  I called up 
Pennsylvania railroad again, and this time they came up with a section, upper and lower 
for Monday Dec. 9 having to take two berths I had to pay half fare for one child. That’s 
the best I could do. And unless I get the money from you right away and pay for the 
reservation by tomorrow afternoon, I may have to wait until January. No, this is no fun at 
all. I didn’t rent the house, so I’ll have to get a plumber to drain the house. 
 
And I’ll have a million and one things to do, which can’t be done until the last minute. 
Wish me luck, darling. I’m only keeping my fingers crossed that the children’s runny 
noses and cough is okay by Monday. It isn’t going to be easy, but if the baby should cry 
all night they’ll surely put us off the train! 
 
Write again if you can, will you Dear? 
 
With all our love as ever 
 
How much had you figured it would cost us anyway?  You never said. or if you had that 
much money. I’m just assuming it. 
 
 

************************* 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Friday, December 6, 1946 
 
My poor Darling: 
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You must be thoroughly confused by now---what with telegrams and frantic letters 
deluging you. Better take a deep breath---I’ll just bet you’re sorry you started the whole 
thing. Well, the way things stand as of tonight it’s this way---I had to send that telegram 
for money in hopes it would come through in time for me to pick up the ticket tonight, but 
that’s out now. So why didn’t you send me some money right away?  Or didn’t you have 
it?  You know how those reservations work, you have to pick the ticket up within a few 
days or no soap. All I can hope for now is a bit of luck along the same lines. And I won’t 
bother until I do have some money. A compartment or bedroom is out until January, and 
then it wouldn’t pay me to go. If I can’t be out there by Christmas I wouldn’t even bother. 
Roomettes don’t go beyond Chicago, and the only other solution is another section, 
meaning one lower and one upper, which gives us the sections for ourselves, and as the 
girl explained it, the lower makes up into a seat and that way we can stay put. In any case 
where there are two beds involved whether, compartment or bedroom, I would have to 
pay two fares, or in our case, a fare and a half. I couldn’t possibly squeeze us all into one 
bed. So much for that. 
 
I couldn’t get a hold of Col. (thanks) Peron at all, he may possibly have been moved on. 
But I got to talking with Mrs. Sturge, you remember her--in back of us, three kids, 
Dalmatian dog ‘Mike’) and she told me about her eviction notice, and I felt so sorry for 
her that before I thought I said, why don’t you use our house while we’re gone. The poor 
woman was so grateful she was practically speechless. (But wait till Betty hears about it, 
she’ll be off me for life--she and Mrs. Sturge do not agree)  Anyway, she said she’d 
consult her husband and phone me. You see, the way she puts it, she hates to take the two 
boys out of school, and if she could stay here until June when school is out for the 
summer, she could see about finding a place for the summer and it will give them that 
much more time. Her husband is in his own business and right now too tied down to 
invest in a house, but they hope to be able to at the end of the summer. The thing hinges 
now, whether they are able to secure a house for rent they heard of through a friend, 
which would be a permanent arrangement, as the owner had died and their heirs intend 
to rent. If they cannot come to terms with those people tomorrow (Saturday) then they 
will gratefully accept my offer. Of course I shant blame her for wanting something 
permanent, and I only offered our house as an anchor to windward, so they wouldn’t be 
out on the street. One way, I shall be glad to rent the house and have it taken care of, and 
on the other it is very distasteful to me to have someone living among our things. I have a 
great deal to do to make it livable for them, you know, empty closets and drawers and 
clear away all personal papers and stuff. And there’s your stuff in the cellar!  I know, 
they’ll do their best by us, but I know her, she’s easy-going like me, and Christy and 
Cleighty are now angels. 
 

************************* 
 

[via airmail to Mr. Jere Casagrande, 3745 Columbian Drive, Oakland 5, Cal. c/o Turner--
See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
 
Tuesday, Dec. 10. 1946 
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Dearest Darling: 
 
I got your letter dated Dec. 7th, this afternoon. Isn’t it awful?  We’re talking at such 
cross purposes it isn’t even funny, and when it takes so long for a letter to get there and 
an answer to come back---well!  Let’s see if we can’t make some sort of order out of this 
chaos for once and all. I got another reservation on the train for which I must pick up the 
tickets by this Thursday. It isn’t what we had in mind, a section consists of an upper and 
lower berth, no private toilet, and it adds up to $226.00. It seems like an awful lot of 
money to spend on carfare and not have the comforts you mentioned. But there is 
absolutely no chance of getting a bedroom or compartment, as they have only a few on 
each train, and they seem to be reserved for months in advance. Any way that’s what they 
keep telling me. If I could go by air it would save me a great deal of trouble and would 
make it more worthwhile. I do so dread taking the baby on the train under the above 
mentioned conditions. I called up Clark, but it was already late in the afternoon and 
although he said he’d call me back today, he probably didn’t have time to. No doubt I’ll 
hear from him in the morning. He knew of no arrangement such as you mentioned, but 
will find out, and if it’s so make reservations for me for some day next week, or any day 
after Dec. 16th. The money really is quite a sore point, and I truly don’t know how we 
can possibly manage it. As a matter of fact the more I think upon it, the more I wonder if 
we’re wise to spend such a sum on travel. (and we got to come back too) The children 
need clothes so badly, it seems a shame to take them on a trip in such threadbare outfits. 
I suppose I shall have to sell the car, and get what I can (at least $300 or thereabout, 
maybe $325) but then we shall have that money spent and I don’t know if we’ll have 
enough for another by the time we come back. Of course it will be foolish to hang onto it, 
if I’m going to California, and especially since we are so short. And the insurance and 
Christmas coming up! 
 
As to renting the house for the next four to six months, I’m afraid we won’t be able to, 
nor do I think it a good idea. I would far rather accept the loss, such as it is, and close it 
up. Housing is so desperate still, it would be simply something if our perspective tenants 
developed barnacle-like tendencies again. Even if you’re covered with contracts and 
such, it is so unpleasant and costly, especially costly, to get people out again. No I don’t 
think it would pay us. Of course if I had been able to arrange something like with that 
Colonel, or with the Strurges who would have wanted only a stop-gap, it would have 
been different. And even then, can one be sure? 
 
You said something in your letter about your questions remaining unanswered, so I got 
out your letters again and checked back. Why, seems to me I covered everything. I told 
you about the lodge, and sent your letter on, I sent the leafax, have packed your rubbers 
and gloves, as requested, in fact I told you all there is to tell. Yes, I did have Dr. Dery, as 
a matter of fact we owe him eight dollars. But you know how it is, he comes and 
reassures you and gives you some medicine prescriptions and tells you to call him if... 
The sleepless nights the fuss and bother are all mine, and I know there is nothing one can 
do until things get better. I spent a lot of money on medicine, too, but their lack of 
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appetite kinda made up for that!  Well anyway, that’s all over, and even the baby is 
getting her appetite back again and eating as usual. 
 
Mother came late yesterday afternoon and stayed overnight. She wasn’t feeling too good, 
but wanted to bring the children’s presents and see them again. She’d love to keep one of 
them, but I fear her health is not too good for that, and besides she’d want Cammie 
again, here is Bobby clamoring to go with her, and she wants Cammie. You know why. 
Cammie is wise now, and said “You are NOT going to send me to Grandma’s and go 
away again.”  I couldn’t. 
 
I made up my mind I’m not going to separate them. If one goes, they all go. Mother was 
trying her best, along with everyone else here in the neighborhood, to dissuade me from 
going. Oh, I know, it seems a waste of money which we could turn to much better 
advantage, both in the house and for ourselves, but no one knows how much I miss our 
not being a ‘family’. I suppose, now that one month is almost over I could stand it 
another two, if we’re sure you were coming back at the end of ninety days. Pop had said 
he’d come and get us for a couple of weeks over the holidays so we wouldn’t be alone for 
Christmas, and she keeps telling me all the things the kids need. All of which is true, I 
suppose, and if I had my right mind I’d flatly and firmly say ‘no’ to your request for us to 
come. But then, have I ever been able to say ‘no’ to you?  Even the butcher shakes his 
head and tells me Love is grand. And mother read me a long lecture when I got back 
about how it was time I forgot about being your sweetheart and putting the children 
ahead for a change!!!!  I had not been aware I had neglected them for you!  Yes, I’m 
aware it is costing us a lot more than we can afford, but if you want us to come, and it’s 
anyways possible, we’ll come. 
 
The people who are renting Isbsister’s house, just came from the west. They have two 
children, a girl of four and a little boy about two or two and a half. That was almost the 
first inkling I had of them---I looked for Bobby and found him clambering about their 
porch, and when I called him I found he was playing with the little girl. It didn’t take 
them any time at all to gravitate into the nursery and back yard, and that’s how I 
happened to meet their mother. She was looking for ‘em. Their name is Stearns (I think) 
do you know him?  He must be in the service department too, she told me they’d been in 
Frisco for a year and a half, and by all means for me to go! 
 
I finally got a sign of life from Rochester today. And after Mami preaching to me to be 
sure and not send them any presents, they were short on cash after buying the house etc. 
etc., what should come today, but a great big parcel with a doll for the baby, a doll’s 
chair for Cammie (something she wants, too) and one of those big beautiful steel jeeps 
for Bobby. Also something I’d meant to buy for him. Well, there’s nothing for it, I’ll have 
to wrack my brain for a specially beautiful present for Leo. 
 
I got Bobby a haircut this morning, he sure needed it, he looks cute again now, a regular 
fellow. I also made some pajamas for Cammie out of the stuff I had up in the attic. Oh, 
they need snowsuits so badly. Bobby came home yesterday with his heinie hanging out of 
his ski pants, they are absolutely beyond repair. Now I have to put that legging set on him 
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I’d made out of your old tweed suit, to fill in until I can get him something, although it is 
a bit too small this year. Kids!  And the way they grow. And if they don’t outgrow it they 
ruin it. I have to get him some shoes, too, there is nothing to sole on them. Like with 
Cammie having more than one pair I always have one pair fixed up which she wears the 
others. This time it really was a humdinger, and it kind of knocked me for a loop when the 
shoemaker asked 1.75 to have them soled and heeled. Whoof. You see, all that added up, 
and I had nothing to take it from except the money you sent for carfare. Gee, if I could 
just once have enough so I wouldn’t have to worry over every dollar...Well, I cried 
enough on your shoulder, now I can go to bed. Nightie-night Lover, you are still my 
dearest darling, and don’t let anyone kid us out of it, either. I took the films into town, 
and I ought to get them back one of these days. Also the enlargement you asked for. 
Golly, sweetheart, at this rate you won’t get a wallet from Santa Claus or nothin’, and 
we’ll be lucky if he’ll manage to find the kids with all this moving and such!!!  Oh my 
chin and whiskers!  Say, you know, I’ve been reading Alice in Wonderland to the 
children, and they clamor for it nightly. I thought it would be too old for them, but no, 
they hand on every word, and know all about it. If I should leave something out one night, 
they tell me, Kids! 
 
Love from all of us as ever 
 
 

************************* 
 

[‘green ink’ letter from J. Casagrande, 3745 Columbian Dr., Oakland 3, Cal. to Frances 
Casagrande, 151 Harrison St., W. Hempstead, L.I., N.Y.] 
 
Tuesday, December 10 
 
Dearest love, 
 
I have just sent you the telegram regarding Lt. Bizzell’s wife Marion. He asked me if you 
would care to travel with his wife, as he has been trying to find someone for her. She, 
however, wants to fly out, but he wants the car here. You could drive down the Atlantic 
Coast to the Gulf, around the Gulf to California, and up the West Coast to San 
Francisco. What do you think of the idea?  His initials are P.E., address 2183 Amsterdam 
Ave., Manhattan, no telephone. He is Electronics Officer of Fasron 8, ComFair Alameda, 
the main I’m working with now, just so you’ll have something to tell his wife. He thought 
the car, a ‘38 Buick, would handle the children alright, and I told him you can drive. 
Don’t let the license stand in your way. 
 
I would estimate distance as follows:  straight across country, 3200 miles--down to 
Georgia, Alabama, the Gulf, Texas, to California, and up to San Francisco, 4000. 
Driving conservatively, not killing yourself, possibly 10 days--just a guess. 
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Let me know in detail what happens, and by all means rent the house, even if only 
[through Nekton]. That is, I think it would be better to leave the house in his hands than 
to [desert] it, and it would be best to rent it with oil, gas, light, and water furnished. 
 
All my love, Jere 
xxx for you, sweetheart--chin up 
xxx for the children, Cammie, Bobbie, Diane 
 
 

************************* 
 
 

[See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
Thursday, Dec. 12. 46 
 
Hello Sweetheart: 
 
I seem to be spending the best years of my life looking up the street for the mailman, 
waiting for the letter that doesn’t come... 
 
Darling, things look very bleak as far as us being a united family around the Christmas 
tree is concerned. It sure looks as if Fate, the old battle-ax herself, were agin us. I called 
Clarke as I told you in my last letter and went to the office the next day to contact the 
Airlines, and each and every one of them are unable to come up with anything before 
January. I decided to wait until I heard from you and then your telegram came about me 
contacting Mrs. Bizzell. Okay, so I’ve contacted her by letter (no phone number listed) 
and am now waiting to hear from her. Of course if that poor woman has any sense she’ll 
say ‘no’ most emphatically; about traveling with three young children!!  Naturally I said 
nothing so derogative in my letter!  So we’ll see what develops. Driving I betcha, takes at 
least 10 days if not more. Especially if we have to take the southern route. Darling, why 
don’t you try to get a lift by plane and come home for Christmas yourself? 
 
Incidentally, you’d better go about giving another address to your friends and associates. 
Today a package come for you from the home office, with a couple of expense sheet pads 
in it. Shall I send them on or what?  They had been sent to the Hotel Maurice, maybe it 
was a mistake to give your home address under the circumstances, instead of the base at 
Alameda. Everything comes back here with the time lost and everything. 
 
I waited for a letter today, because I thought there might be an answer to some of the 
questions that are burning me up. You know, if I thought you’d be home in two months or 
so, I would give up all thoughts of trying to wrangle a way to go out to Oakland. So much 
agitation and all that money, I wonder if it is worth it, for such a short time. 
 
Later. 
Hell’s Bells!  I just finished putting the kids to bed, and giving Bobby his bath. Now I 
know why he didn’t want to eat any supper and was so listless today. Yes, you guessed it. 
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Chicken Pox. Well, this tears it. I am now perfectly willing to throw in the sponge. 
Another week of misery, and I shall go stark staring mad, so help me why, oh why, must 
these things happen to me, and always, ALWAYS around the holidays. Remember last 
Christmas?  Me sick, and no turkey cooked and company coming! 
 
Coming to think of it, shall I try for a plane reservation after the holidays?  I’m sure 
things must be better then. Are you sure you’ll be staying longer than ninety days?  
Because if I thought you would be out there for six months for sure, it would still be 
worth going. Honestly, this writing back and forth is hell, and it must be awful hard on 
you, poor sweetheart. Do you feel like a little lost chick?  Gollies, I almost hate to send 
you the enclosed Pin-Up of me. Incidentally, I got the pictures back that we had taken, 
and they came out swell. I’m only sorry I didn’t save them all to be developed at home. 
Although some didn’t come out at all, those that did are pretty nice. Considering the 
condition we took them under. The one you took of me, and I of you (sounds like a gag) 
the ones under the Redwood trees, came out very good. But not the close-ups of the trees. 
Even the one you took of that water fall place, remember?  Came out pretty good. They 
certainly do bring that wonderful day back full force. I want to show them around first, 
but one of these days I’ll send them to you. 
 
Well, darling, I’m going to bed now. “To sleep--perchance to dream--” 
 
Friday morning 
Your money order came this morning, so Now I can go down to New York this afternoon 
and pick up the reservation for the train. But that will mean that our Christmas this year 
will have to be celebrated a few days late. It will be up to Papa this year to get a tree and 
some kind of presents for the children. No, on second thought I think I’ll order some from 
Sears and have them sent to your present address. I’ll try and get a doll house that’s 
collapsible, and the furniture for it, and a fire engine for Bobby. You see if you can elbow 
your way into a five and ten and get cut-out books and paint books and crayon, 
something like that to make it look like a lot. And something to trim the tree with, just a 
little snow and a box of balls and such. 
 
Bobby, poor little guy, is feeling quite sick today, and I shall just hate to have to take him 
out with me. But as luck will have it there is nobody to mind the kids for me, and it’s too 
late to wait for Anita to come home from school these days. Guess I’ll just take the car 
down to the station parking lot and leave it there, that way he won’t have to walk much, 
and I don’t have to carry the baby so much either. I’m going to cash the money order 
while they both are sleeping, and maybe the mailman will bring a check from Sperry’s, 
too, then I’ll get that over with. 
 
Betty is going into the hospital next Monday or Tuesday, depending when they’ll have a 
bed for her. She has the jitters about it, still afraid it’s cancer. I hope she’ll be alright, I 
guess they take good care of them nowadays, though. 
 
Jere, I just got your letter of Tuesday. I really don’t think it a good idea to drive such a 
distance with three small children, and I can’t wait any longer. If I’m going to go out 



222 

there, I want to get there some time soon, not next year. And I’m going down to New York 
this afternoon to pick up the reservation I made come Hell or High Water. I’m sick of 
hanging around and there’s nothing for it but to make a jump one way or the other. I 
can’t let this reservation go by again and besides I don’t think that girl would like the 
idea, I know I wouldn’t. Ten days is an awfully long time to be cooped up with three 
children. 
 
I called up Mr. Nkton but he’s out, I explained the situation to his secretary and she said 
she’d tell him, etc. etc. So you will hear about it one of these days. I’m going out now. So 
goodbye for now. 
 

************************* 
 

[See “Cars Hate Me!” for additional paragraphs in this letter.] 
Monday Dec. 16. 1946 
 
Dearest Sweetheart: 
 
I just got your letter dated the 13th, well Dear, it looks as if I won’t get out there until the 
26th after all. As I explained in my last letter there simply was no reservation to be had 
on the plane and I can’t wait any longer. I figured we’d rather have our Christmas 
together, albeit a few days late. When I phoned about the reservation I’m pretty sure the 
girl said the 20th, but when I phoned them on Thursday to ask them to hold it for me till 
Saturday I found that the date was for the 23rd and for me to pick the tickets up on the 
13th, five o’clock sharp. They were very firm about that. Well, I was all set to let it go by 
again ,because I saw no way of getting enough money together by that time, but your 
money order, and the pay check both came through that day so I bundled Bobby and the 
children up, and sick as he was (and he WAS sick) I went down to get the tickets. To the 
devil with planes and compartments and comforts and such, I’m sick to death of hanging 
by the skin of my teeth, and I’m going although it will probably kill me. There is no need 
to tell you all over again what a time I’ve had since Friday with Bobby, I had the doctor 
and he said he’d never seen a case so bad. I tell you, there wasn’t an inch of his hide that 
wasn’t covered with pustules even the inside of his mouth. And that is what made it so 
bad, he couldn’t swallow, and he was so hungry poor little kid, but he couldn’t or 
wouldn’t even eat ice-cream or drink milk. On top of that, while we had two days of 
peace with the ‘droop-snoots’, both Camille and the baby and in due time no doubt 
Bobby, too, have runny noses again. In spite of the cod liver oil, which I never fail to 
pour into them. I’m so disgusted, you can have no idea. Night after night I go around 
from one bed to the other, until I’m ready to scream. But don’t blame yourself Dear, you 
know very well, even if you were here, there is not much you could do to help, except give 
me a shoulder to wail on. Today he is much better, anyway, and most of the little spots 
have gone away, now the big sores will have to heal up and he’ll be alright. He is the 
messiest looking little boy you ever saw, his face and scalp, oh, oh, but he is getting 
better, and is eating today. Cammie didn’t have it nearly as bad, mostly on her body, and 
very little on her face and arms, so she got over it before you could say ‘boo’, it was the 
cough and earache that bothered me so much with her. By the way I paid Dr. Dery and 
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sent your mother a ten dollar check and b ought some presents for the children and a 
nice one for Leo. I wish I could have gotten one for Bobby too, it was a magnetic crane, a 
well constructed toy, and it picks up pins and pieces of metal, and I know he would have 
loved one. But I bought mostly things I could ship or carry easily. As it is, I spent about 
ten dollars. 
 
Darling, you never answer any of my questions, and they still burn me up. And you never 
tell me which of my letters you got, did you get your laundry and what do you want to do 
about your lodge?  Of well, in ten days I’ll see you and Brother, I will wring your neck! 
(But lovingly) 
 

************************** 
 
 
[letter from f  in Hempstead to Mr. Jere Casagrande, 3745 Columbian Drive, Oakland 3, 
Cal. c/o Turner] 
 
Hey there:- 
 
Tell me, has the shock of us coming out at last frozen you good right hand, or what?  
Remember, I still like to hear from my dearest and nearest. Besides, how can you expect 
me to give a change of address if I have no address to give?  Answer me that. So give, 
will you.  
 
 This was one day I almost overlooked not getting an airmail envelope, when I got 
a wee square envelope with that precious yellow slip inside, yup, my license. Weee! I was 
so excited, honestly! Now I'm a real honest to God, full fledged driver, and can go up and 
look every policeman in the eye with a clear conscious. Up til now I've looked them in the 
eye but with my fingers crossed in back!  Betty came back from the hospital today, and it 
gave me the greatest kick in the world to meet her at the train and bring her home. She 
was a bit woozy poor girl, and mighty glad I was there I bet. [no taxi in site] she has to 
back after the holidays for a real job. I haven't been able to have a heart to heart talk 
with her yet. Every time I go over there's someone there, usually little Cliff who won't 
budge from her side. 
 
 I hope you get the parcel I sent intact. The mailman keeps right on dropping 
parcels in my lap and I keep on cursing them and wondering what to do with them. I 
honestly don't feel like lugging everything out there, but for the kids sake I guess I'll have 
to. There was a flock of packages from Sistie, plus a Christmas card. Gosh, she did 
herself proud this year. The one for us contained a tablecloth which I unpacked and put 
away for the time being. There was also a pop gun for Bobby but I gave that to the little 
Hilderbrand boy who is in the hospital with pneumonia. The others I stuffed into the 
trunk without opening. (The pop gun was marked Mr. and MRs., that's why I opened it.) 
 
 There was, also, believe it or not, a parcel from the A. Casagrandes in White 
Plains, which nearly knocked me for a loop. Books for the kids, from the feel of them, but 
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it was nice of them to think of the children, and there were also some cards. Incidentally, 
I sent out our Christmas cards the other day too. From the Sperry people I included only 
the Hammonds and Innerleys and Mrs. Sbister and Erick. Oh, and Charlie Brown. If 
there is anyone else you'll have to take care of it yourself. Another package came from 
Laura for Cammie, also a book from the feel of it. 
 
 I called up mother to tell her I got the license and am leaving Monday, and to my 
dismay I found them both at home sick. Pop has a bad cold and his back bothers him, but 
mother, gee, she really is in a bad way. Has gall bladder trouble, she told me she was all 
yellow; and she has trouble with her intestines and is on a strict diet. I thought that would 
happen. Nothing spicy or greasy. She sounded pretty sick when I talked with her, but 
would not hear of my coming out before I go. I feel pretty bad about that, and only hope 
that nothing happens to her while I'm gone. Of course, she's right, there's no sense of 
taking a chance with an old car in this cold weather and me with a reservation next 
Monday and a lot to do yet. I haven't heard from Nekton at all. I tell you, Jere, no one 
wants to rent for such a short time, especially in the winter. Now if it were summer, it 
would be different. I'm sorry you're disappointed, but it can't be helped, and frankly I'm 
glad. 
 
 I guess after this letter you won't hear from me again. In  the first place I won't 
have time and in the second place they're taking the typewriter on Friday. So by tonight 
I'll have to get the trunk all ready. I'll have to have the playpen and carriage folded up 
and tied and tagged and hope they will take them that way. The day comes nearer and 
nearer, but I guess I'll manage it ok (I hope I hope). We are leaving New York at 4:55 pm 
Monday, December 23, and should be in Oakland Thursday morning. I'll wire you 
exactly when, but you might find that out yourself too. By dear, wish me luck. Love from 
us all. F 
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1947 Letters 
 
letter from F to "Betty" 
On stationery “United States Pacific Fleet, Air Force, Fleet Aircraft Service Squadron 
Eight, U.S. Naval Air Station, Alameda, California] 
 
January 21, 1947 
 
Hi, Betty:- 
 
It was a pleasure to hear from you again, and it’s good to know you are back in 
circulation. Just take it easy and one of these days you’ll show ‘em there’s many a dance 
in the old dame yet. But not too lively please, you know old bones are brittle!!.... 
 
Seems to me all the news I get back from home is bad. Have I told you my mother was in 
the hospital for observation?  They think it’s gallstones or something like that, and they 
kept her at the hospital awhile, though they won’t operate just yet. The doctor wants to 
try something else first. If anyone should ask me (and they don’t), I think that doctor 
would make a very good shoemaker. He’s had mother under his care for so long, and 
knows she’s complained of pain, and I can’t see why he hasn’t suspected something like 
that sooner. I do hope nothing serious happens to her, I heel so darn helpless away out 
here, and I’d just never forgive myself if anything should happen and I couldn’t be three. 
I know she felt badly that I wasn’t there at Christmas time, and God knows, if I’d had an 
inkling that she was that sick I would have waited and spent some time with her first. 
Well, all that is water under the dam, and since one can’t turn the time back, there’s no 
use moaning. Life is full of such If’s and Maybe’s anyway. 
 
As far as we’re concerned, believe me, Betts, there is never a dull moment. As for 
instance only the other day I was in a particular hurry to get my work done because I 
wanted to go shopping (little ol’ Cindy was at the garage having her innards repaired. 
I’d brought her home from having her motor overhauled, and was beginning to 
congratulate myself on how smooth, for her age, she was running, when there was a 
clank and a clash--gear jammed!  And only a block from home at that. She’s very 
considerate that way...)  Well, I went to the laundry early, and was just letting the soapy 
water run out, when something happened and said soapy water went all over the floor. 
Before I realized the hose had come off we were almost ankle deep in water. I jammed the 
hose back on and went to mop up the water--and endless process, and in so doing I 
managed to knock my nice clean wash on the floor, and presto, it was not nice and clean 
anymore. Back I threw it in the water, and in my hurry to get done, I fed the wash too fast 
in the wringer and before you could say “stop thief”, my hand was in it too. Luckily it’s 
one of those where you don’t get hurt much if you shut it off right away and reverse it, 
and with those soft rollers there’s not much chance of damage. I kept my outward 
composure, but to you I can say I was saying nasty words to myself inside. The lady next 
to me said I was certainly good-natured about it all, and now I ask you what good would 
it do me to dissolve in tears and beat my head against the wall?????  Incidentally, now 
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that we’re here awhile, the blur of faces cleared up a little, and it’s got so I know some of 
the women. There are, like everywhere else, some that are nicer than others, and while I 
don’t know anybody’s name, we’ve broken down so far as to say hello and good morning 
when we meet. So democratic! 
 
I found a place down at the beach to take the kids to whenever the weather permits. It 
isn’t much of a beach for bathing, but for the children it’s fun to dig and play along the 
shore. There are great big rocks tumbled together with driftwood caught between, and in 
this particular place is a great big thick plank above the tide level with a big rock behind 
it, it’s sheltered from the wind and always sunny, so I sit there and read while the 
children play around, and the baby bounces around in her carriage. It gives us a place to 
go, and there is always something to see, as for me, I love the water, and this lazy life just 
suits me, I rush through the little housework there is and go out. I certainly wish I had the 
camera with me, all the things I can think of that I wish I’d brought!  Well, I’d love to 
take some pictures. It looks so pretty to see all those little white houses along the shore 
and the mountains behind them. With here and there a palm tree, it looks so tropical, or 
anyway it reminds you of what you think the tropics looks like. Some of the newer homes 
that are built along the water front are little gems. Most of them are white stucco or 
cement and they have great big huge windows, and when you go by, it seems as if they all 
are living in glass houses, you can see so much interior. And most of them have shelves 
along the outside with colorful pots of flowering plants on them. They are so gay and 
attractive. And there are flowering shrubs everywhere. Geranium grow like bushes and 
poinsettias like trees, a story or even more high, just covered with flowers. And the cacti, 
I tell you, this is a gardener’s paradise. 
 
Jere was aboard one of the carriers last week and was gone for about a week, he came 
back all bubbling over with what life on a carrier is like. He flew in one of the planes, 
and it must have been exciting. To be catapulted into space and come back again to the 
mother ship, wish I could be on one. I watch the planes all the time, in fact right behind 
this settlement is the airfield where the surplus planes are stored, and we can see them 
sometimes bringing one and taking some away. Some of them have their wings folded up, 
you’ve seen ‘em, I’m sure. Some have all kinds of scribblings all over them, that the 
pilots left on them, those are the fighters that are not used anymore. Oh, I think it’s so 
exciting to watch them. Well, when Jere’s ship was expected back, we went out to the 
point to see it come in, but to tell the truth, I’m much more excited about such things than 
the kids. All Bobby cares about is things on wheels and those wheels firmly on the 
ground. He’d follow a tractor around to hell and gone, but those big ships zooming 
overhead or the carriers here at the base leave him cold. Oh well. 
 
The weather has been consistently lovely, only for the past four or five days we’ve had 
those celebrated San Francisco fogs, but it seems to lift in the afternoon. I am getting 
quite unconcerned about driving in one, though sometimes in the early morning you can 
hardly see ahead of you, and the curb is invisible. But you know, I’m no speed demon, 
and the way Cindy and I crawl along we couldn’t possibly get into trouble, unless 
someone bites us in the rear. (which could very well happen)  You know, Jere gets quite a 
kick out of using me as a chauffeur. The other night I took him to see the secretary of the 
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Apollo Lodge here, and after leaving him there I came home again. Well, about ten 
o’clock I thought it would be nice to go and pick him up again, to save him that long walk 
home in that foggy and damp night. When I got there I couldn’t for the life of me 
remember which house it was, so picture me knocking on a door saying:  Pardon me, is 
my husband still here?  As it happened I didn’t even know the name of the man he went to 
see nor his phone number nor the number of the house. I felt like such a silly fool. And 
while I was standing outside again (no they didn’t know nuttin’) someone else opened the 
door and asked me if they could help. No doubt they were forestalling my ‘casing the 
joint’. Anyway I explained and he said, Oh you must mean Mr. Noes, and like a 
gentlemen took me to the door. Unfortunately ten minutes too late. So I came home. No 
Jere. I went out again, back the way we had gone and peered through the fog. No Jere. 
Home again, and still no sign of Jere. Once again I patrolled the street, taking in the ones 
we usually walk on. No Jere. I stopped for gas, this gage isn’t working either and I didn’t 
want to be stranded. Well, when I got home this time, there was Jere all agog saying 
“Where have you been?”, seems we just missed each other each time by a fraction, and 
he was walking around looking for me, and me doing the same. More fun I tell you! 
 
 

************************* 
 

February 11, 1947 
 
Dear Betty:- 
 
 I was sorry to hear about the loss of your father, and I know how shocked you 
must have been at the suddenness. Words are such poor things to tell a person how much 
you feel for them, but, Betty, please don't feel so badly about it. Remember death and 
sickness come to us all and we must bear it as best we may, and you mustn't, don't ever 
feel that is your fault in any way. It’s not a punishment visited on you, but one of those 
milestones we all must come to, sooner or later. Don’t grieve too much, Betty, just try to 
remember all the nice and pleasant things about your dad. It sounds so futile for me to sit 
here and tell you that, I know, and if it were my own I’d probably be broken hearted, too, 
but you know, too, I’d do anything to make it easier for you, if I could. It’s too bad it had 
to happen so soon after your illness, and you aren’t prepared for such a shock, so take it 
easy, Betty, and you must not think that any action on your part would have made any 
difference. Oh, how I wish I could be there to pat your shoulder and say: “There, there, it 
will be all right.” 
 
We’ll be leaving here on the 21st, Jere’s orders are up here, and we shall probably go 
down to San Diego after that, and God only knows what happens then. Home James!  I 
guess I haven’t gotten around to telling you yet that Cinderella turned into “Lady Liz.”  
Through a fellow who works for Jere he heard of a 1935 Ford V8 for only $375 and in 
excellent condition. Seems this fellow got a new car and rather than trade it in and get 
nothing for it he’d keep it and sell it to a friend. While we can hardly be classed as 
‘friend’, he nevertheless decided to let us have it. So I sold the old car and we bought this 
one. I went to get it myself (should I say ‘naturally’?) and it was quite a thrill to drive a 
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nice car like that home. I tell you Betty, I practically flew like a bird. I had to watch 
myself so I wouldn’t step on the gas too much. The motor purrs like a kitten and it takes 
the hills like a swallow. The original paint is still in good condition and except for a few 
rusty marks on the front fender it is in very good condition. Now Jere wants me to drive it 
home, and what’s more I’m more or less agreeable. First, as I’ve said we’ll go down to 
San Diego with it, and it is sure nice to have a car you won’t have to wonder if it will 
hold up. We could hardly wait for the weekend to roll around so we could really go on a 
ride. We’ve wanted to go into the mountains, but with the old car we didn’t quite dare. 
We had to take it easy, and the way things are around here, you have to go through 
Oakland before you get out into the open, and for the first half hour it’s nothing but 
traffic lights and shifting of gears. I tell you, after driving through Oakland a couple of 
times you can tell Big Cliff for me, that taking Jere to the airport would be a cinch for 
me. And as for driving in New York--poohpooh!  In this one short month I’ve become 
cynical and calloused about the other fellow’s fender, and I don’t wait around like a 
nervous hen waiting for an opening, no siree, and parking on a busy main street holds no 
terrors for me. But don’t get the idea I’m careless, no, it’s just that I’ve gotten used to 
driving. As I was saying, last Saturday we decided to go on a real picnic and drive up 
into the mountains. It was fun, and I’m sure we passed some breathtaking scenery but I 
wouldn’t know about it!  When I want to look at a view I have to look for a place to park 
first and get out and look. Oh for the life of a chauffeur!  I get a thrill out of driving 
though, and oh brother, those mountain roads sure can supply that thrill. First you crawl 
up in second and then you cautiously creep down the other side. Those hair-pin turns 
were enough to turn my hair (until I remembered to go into second). We had a grand 
time, and what’s more the kids did too, even the baby is quite contented in her bed. We 
meant to go again Sunday, but unfortunately it poured cats and dogs, and we spent a 
most miserable day as you may well imagine. Jere and me walking around like caged 
lions because we had our heart set on going out, and the kids clamoring for a ride. We 
tried it for awhile in the afternoon, but 
 
 

************************* 
 

West Hempstead, N.Y.                                          [Drawing of baby here.] 
151 Harrison Street 
April 14, 1947 
 
Greetings and Salutations:- 
 
 This was meant to be an Easter Special, but like all good intentions it went a little 
astray. Howsoever, better late than never they say, and while my halo is still on straight I 
think I'd better give an account of myself forthwith. I suppose your mouths are still 
hanging open the way us Casagrandes get about, here today and gone tomorrow, but I 
can tell you right here and now this time I'm staying put. Come to think of it that sounds 
awfully familiar so maybe I've said it before, and I'd best keep my mouth shut. Well never 
mind, before I completely forget the details of our trek across country I think I'd better  
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tell you about it. It was a lot of fun, and if I had to do it over, knowing what we're 
in for, I'd still do it again. Going by car is the only way to travel across country. 
With or without kids. As a matter of fact, I had less trouble with the children 
coming home than I had going out, and they were pretty good even then… 

 
************************** 

 
See “Cars Hate Me!” for the full story of the cross country adventure, and what an 
adventure it was! But Deedee wants to know who changed the diapers and amused the 
children who were cooped up in the back seat for a week? In fact, Mother told the 
“amusing” story of driving along and suddenly realizing that Bobby and Cammie weren’t 
in the car! They backtracked until they found us walking hand-in-hand down the street in 
some town where we had apparently got out, unnoticed, while they got gas. Deedee and I 
decided that, for us children, it must have been a nightmare of a trip. 
 

**************************** 
 

…Oh but, Ruth, (and Joe too) it was wonderful to see the skyline of New York 
appear again, and heavenly to ride over the Triborough Bridge and know that we 
were HOME again. I like California well enough, but to me New York will always 
spell HOME!  It was simply thrilling to get to our house and see the same old 
neighborhood unchanged (and why should it?) and the same kids playing on the 
street. I tell you it didn’t take them five minutes and they were all congregated at 
our house and weren’t the kids excited to be home!  Poor Cammie, she was 
almost hysterical, ran from room to room, and dragged her toys out and cried and 
was so excited there was no stopping her. And Bobby asked me that night:  
“Where are we going to sleep tomorrow night Mummi?”  Poor kids, I guess it did 
tell on them to have no security al all. This time I’ll really stay put, if only for 
their sake. Jere went back to Washington to take over his new assignment (Flying 
Missiles) and he comes home every Friday night and leaves again Sunday night. 
That isn’t too bad… 
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For the sake of the children 
 
Given the renewal of love on both sides in 1946, one can but wonder what changed in the 
last two years. Nevertheless, something happened in 1948 that signaled a major change in 
Mother’s attitude. Was this a particularly stressful period? What’s going on with Father’s 
job situation? Possibly it’s just simply that the ultimate straw finally break the camel’s 
back. In any case, in 1948 Mother begins another journal where she records very bitter 
feelings. 
 
Certain phrases come up again and again in this journal, phrases that shout out the cycle 
of abuse: “ 
 

1. The tension-building phase 
• “constant fear of displeasure,”  
•  “break out at any time for any reason,”  

 
2. Rumination/Blaming the Victim 

• “ it would turn out to be that he was the sole injured partner and the list of my 
own derelictions endless”  

• "Look what you made me do". 
• “I will always be the object of his wrath and the storm center in any case”  

 
3. The battering phase 

• “the brutality and vile language” 
• “a wonder my arms ever lost their bruises” 

 
4. The Contrition Phase 

• ” I have forgiven time and again”  
• “But each time I feel that this time it will be different” 
• “His words of love” 

 
************************************* 

 
May 30, 1948 
 
There is just one thing I regret--not marriage, not the children, how could you 
think of children the way I do and not want them!  No, I regret my error in 
judgment, of thinking that anything or anybody could change. But that was an 
error of youth and the illusions of youth, and I know full well that, given the same 
chance and the same circumstances, it would happen again, and in the same way. 
But after fourteen years of bitter striving I have become [certain] there is just 
no way of [dealing] with such a man [and still] serving your own integrity. You 
live in constant fear of displeasure, and the agony of suffering such scenes as 
last night is something I can't stand anymore. So it is just come to a choice of 
bowing meekly and jump to obey and the frustration of it is making me eat my  
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heart out. I've got to become a puppet for the sake of the children and the sake of 
society. 
 
 All right, I'll try it, but I fear it won't be easy or even that I can do it. I'm sociable 
and loving and I will forget easily as in the past. But I wish I could remember that love is 
not in his heart, self pleasure yes, but not love. He couldn't do those things if he truly 
loved me. His is an immature mind behind that facade of nobility. Oh how I hated to 
admit it, and that is the error of judgment I so deplore. To be so fooled into thinking that 
that was the exception, think rather it is sleeping while things run smoothly and apt to 
break out at any time and for any reason, any reason that runs counter to his pleasure, 
wishes or desires. We could have such a good life together, such a good life, and here it 
lies smashed and bruised, all for the indulgence of an egocentric though brilliant 
intelligence. "I want or else...", do as I say...or else. 
 
 Don't thwart him, don't deny him, he has the whip hand because his violence is 
real and without bounds. No sense of decency, no shame stays his fury, and I am helpless 
against it because my fury is assumed in self-defense and for the ultimate end. I might as 
well lie down and let him beat me, what does it ever get me to fight back, nothing but the 
doubtful knowledge that I'm not a submissive beast. I bear the bruises on body and soul, 
and the job of salvaging the pieces. Perhaps my mind is not as brilliant, but it is more 
adult, and that is also a curse. I can't behave with such childish antics and so am licked 
at the start. 
 
 If there were a God and I could believe, I'd pray with all my heart and soul to 
please let him grow up and face life like an adult not a spoiled child. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

May 31 
 
I don't know if it just the reaction but I feel curiously indifferent. I look upon him with the 
eyes of a stranger, someone to be polite to, and friendly because we are associated but 
that's all. His opinions and orations I listen to with tolerance and politeness but not even 
worth my while to dispute. Why bother, I feel I get nowhere, so why exert myself, it is of 
no consequence to me. And things brought out in conversation shed a highly 
unsatisfactory light upon his character. I no longer feel compelled to excuse and 
condone. He is an interesting conversationalist, a stimulating companion for an evening, 
it is true, but one I'd as soon take in smaller doses, and in my own time. 
 
 At the same time he is so dulled in his perception that he can't see our 
relationship has changed. If I were to permit discussion of that affair of the other night it 
would turn out to be that he was the sole injured partner and the list of my own 
derelictions endless. Discussion would only lead to further quarrels and nothing is ever 
gained so I'd rather have it at an armed truce. 



232 

 
 His cleverness repels me because I can't cope with it, it leaves me helpless, a 
clumsy inadequate fool and it is not a feeling I care for. It makes me uncomfortable and I 
am animal enough to want to shun discomfort. Any why should I not?  I don't believe in 
the hair shirt and the flagellation. My intellectual spouse would say that was the trouble 
with me. I shirk thinking if it makes me uncomfortable. But if I shirk mental discomfort, 
how does my clever Lover feel about physical discomfort and irritations?  Does he put up 
with it philosophically or does he say: "Away I say...out with it, get thee out of my sight!"  
If he cannot tailor it to suit, he would smash it to bits. 
 
 So Mr. Irascible-Clever, it comes to this. The things that matter to me will never 
matter to you, and vice-versa, and when love dies between us, there is nothing to hold us 
together any longer spiritually. You will go on saying clever things and know all the 
answers. And for the sake of the children I shall try to avoid any conflict, even if it means 
avoiding intimacy of mind and spirit. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

June 3 
 
 All life they say is an illusion, and if you tell yourself long enough and often 
enough a thing is so, then it is so. And if you can make an illusion, you can unmake it too. 
It all depends which makes you happiest in the long run. Telling myself I'm in love and 
my Dearest a gem of rare perception and sensitivity has made me very happy in the past 
and made the fall all the more agonizing. I'm slowly coming to the conclusion that such 
outbursts will take place any time and for any reason and I will always be the object of 
his wrath and the storm center in any case. 
 
 Shall I then encase myself in an armor of indifference and thus escape hurt or 
take the bitter with the sweet and continue to build an illusion of love and thus extract 
such sweetness and content and exquisite pleasure only the surrender to love's illusion 
brings. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

April 14, 1949 
 
 Well, it was just too much to hope that we might go on a trip without any scenes 
to mar it. Regardless as to who and what was the cause, it is, as usual, I who bears the 
scars, both physical and spiritually. It's easy for him to blow off and five minutes later be 
able to casually point out a cow to the children, but for me the whole trip was spoiled, 
and it isn't fair. I shall never be able to recall the beauty and wonder of all we saw 



233 

without also remembering the brutality and vile language. I no longer try to talk about it 
afterward because I know just what will develop. Sure, he is sorry and contrite as witness 
that outburst:  "I'm tired of apologizing to you..." and he will always claim I'm the core 
and cause of it. Well, I'm also tired of being made the scapegoat, and he wont have to 
apologize [able] for me or to me any more. It is always the same pattern, and if I could 
only develop some firmness of purpose and not lay myself wide open by association. But 
each time I feel that "this time it will be different, this time we won't have a scene, no 
matter what goes wrong."  But it never is. Sometimes the scene is minor and quickly 
blows over, but always, always we're just this side of a blow-up. Is it any wonder I can't 
work up an enthusiasm whenever he suggests a ride or trip. God knows I love to go and 
see different things but not under those conditions. And there is no use discussing 
anything. All he wants is a monologue, and just let him try to deny it. Any counter opinion 
is stupid and "you don't know what you're talking about."  Well, I don't have to talk; I can 
learn to be silent again. But Brother, that blow you struck will cost you dear. 
 
 As I look back all I can see is a long memory of unpleasant scenes whenever we 
left home to go anywhere. The trip home was marred by unpleasantness and back was 
just an endless succession of irritation and it's a wonder my arms ever lost their bruises. 
Even other people don't stop him from giving vent to his feelings and I wished I hadn't 
been so impulsive as to invite Ann to stay with us. I, too, am tired of apologizing and 
explaining plausibly. 
 
 A man who loses his temper loses his dignity and like a drunkard, a man without 
dignity is a repulsive sight. I used to feel pity for his weakness and blame myself for not 
being farsighted enough to avoid any cause for such outbursts, but now all I feel is 
contempt. His weakness is not only a quick temper but refusal to be responsible. It's so 
much easier to say "Look what you made me do.” 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

June 6, 1949 
 
 We've had scenes before and talked them over and made them up, but this last one 
last Saturday was different. I'll never make that up, never. I've shored it to the back of my 
mind and it festers there, an ugly spreading canker that eats away the contentment and 
happiness of my days. I would give a lot of forget it--wipe it away, but I can't. Like a 
foolish child I hug it to my bosom and let it eat my heart out. It would be so easy to turn 
to him and love him and in loving again be healed. He will never change and I know it so 
well. But I can't forget, I can't forget. All his words of love sound like a hollow mockery. 
You simply can't love a woman and do those things to her even in anger. I have never 
willingly hurt any living thing and my soul shrinks from violence and yet violence is 
visited upon me so often that I have forgiven time and again, but that he should let me lie 
in a faint and make no effort to revive me, no, he need never protest his  
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love again. I just don't believe it. And how can I live without love. Now I know 
that is what shocked me so and made this so different from all our quarrels. I had 
always counted on his loving me and now I have nothing, nothing. 

 
 

************************* 
 
 

Wow, I’ll bet this is the incident I remember!!!! Years later I told my psychiatrist of a 
vivid, visual memory I have of seeing my mother lying on the floor, moaning, while I and 
my two siblings stood nearby watching. I have absolutely no memory of what I felt. I had 
obviously already shut down my feelings. Is it surprising that, as the ACADV says, 
“when violence is a part of family life, children lilve in constant fear”? What IS 
surprising, is that we have no memory of the fear. 
 
Probably it was during these two years that the family moved to California. I think we 
moved first to Compton, where Mother made friends with Sophie Mae Duncan who was 
to be a life-long friend. The Duncans even eventually moved to the San Francisco Bay 
Area, in the sixties I think, so true reconnections were made. 
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The Fifties 
 
 

May 17, 1950 
It must be true that hope springs eternal...I must be forever hoping that somehow, 
sometime it will be different. It will never be. I shall always be the same and feel 
the same and he shall never change his ways either. Chained together forever by 
a few precious moments, enduring forever, hoping forever but secretly knowing 
that my life is ruined forever. I can't go back and I can't go on. Whatever my life 
might have been, the chance is gone forever. 

 
 
In June, 1950, I finished the second grade at Wiseburn Elementary School in Hawthorne 
[according to an internet search and a saved report card]. I think we then moved to 
Downey; I started third grade there in September, and Penny was born there in 
December. I have no idea why we moved so often—four houses in as many years. 
 
I don’t remember much about Downey. I remember absolutely NO fighting between my 
parents. Considering what had to have been going on, I must have suppressed my 
memories. I do remember that Bob and I bicycled all over the place and once returned 
home with a painting we had found in an abandoned barn. I also remember that once I 
threw up in my bed (the top bunk), and Mother yelled at me. Now, that’s probably a 
symptom of what was going on! 
 
Mother was Rh- and apparently had a lot of trouble with this, her fourth pregnancy. 
Probably she was not able to be as accommodating as usual. And obviously Father was 
not up to the challenge. Remember, pregnancy is threatening to abusers. 
 

 
************************************* 

 
 

May 17, 1950 
 If this illness of mine has taught me anything at all it's that you are never 
so alone and isolated than when you are not in possession of your strength. 
 
 I've prided myself so on my health and vitality and am brought so low in 
that all the things I did and did gladly when I felt ok are still expected of me. I 
don't know why I should be so surprised at this late date just as if I had never 
found out before just how selfish a man can be. "In sickness and in health”--that 
phrase echoes loudly in my mind. 
 
 It must be true that hope springs eternal...I must be forever hoping that 
somehow, sometime it will be different. It will never be. I shall always be the same 
and feel the same and he shall never change his ways either. Chained together 
forever by a few precious moments, enduring forever, hoping forever but secretly  



236 

knowing that my life is [ruined] forever. I can't go back and I can't go on. Whatever my 
life might have been, the chance is gone forever. I can never make a new start even after 
the children grow up. A drudge is I'll ever be and the one thing to look forward to is a 
few peaceful hours after my day's labors--alone. God, I yearn so desperately for 
aloneness, I'd join a nunnery if I knew that I  could still have my children. 

 
 He [irritates] upon me constantly and in my desire for peace I allow it. And what 
will be the good of saying what I feel. We must still live together if we  
are to live at all at least while the children need us both. And so who knows, but there is a 
new life [quickening] in my body. I would tear it from me if I could because to me it's 
another tentacle holding me. But if it shall be born I shall love and cherish and protect it 
the same as the others. Are they not given into my keeping and how shall I [lucky] that 
[time}? 
 
 

************************* 
 
 

October 8, 1950 
 He has broken and destroyed everything I've ever loved or cherished, including 
our marriage, and given me nothing but grief and the children for which I feel 
responsible. Every pleasant memory has this overtone of unpleasantness, and It’s all I 
can remember. Well, he isn't going to hurt me anymore, through anything or anybody, 
because I shant care for anything ever again, animate or inanimate, and be this 
indifference the seeds his tempest has wrought. Each time after a scene I've tried to pick 
up the pieces and build something again but to what avail?  How can affection, love and 
joy bloom under these conditions?  To be rebuffed and bruised in body and spirit time 
and time again will wear away in time even the strongest bonds until I can feel nothing 
but an aching search for peace. There will never be peace or tranquility with him, never. 
Must I wait for Death to bring it me?  His reproach is that I haven't given him love or 
companionship or affection for a long time. But again I say whose fault is that?  Not 
mine. As ye give...in like measure shall ye receive. And God knows I've given enough for 
a long time. I am not a dog to be petted one minute and kicked the next for being a 
nuisance and in the way. 
 
 

************************* 
 
 
Unknown month and year 
 
 Jere, you know that I am a lighthearted person and nothing bothers me too much, 
not poverty, or sickness nor adversity, but one thing is slowly crushing the life from me. 
 
 The thought of you striking me is like acid to my soul, every time someone looks at 
the marks on my face, my mind is in a turmoil. I'm ashamed, ashamed for you and 



237 

ashamed for me for you for doing this to me and of myself for allowing it to happen. It's 
not a pretty feeling and I know it haunts my action night and day. The bitterness is slowly 
eating me up. I can't think or feel anything except degradation and only one thing is 
clear. Like a rabbit in a trap, my one aim is to get away, away at any cost. You have no 
right, no right on earth to do this to me. No man has, and I must make my stand sooner or 
later. I have no wish to part from you, but this I cannot endure any longer. 
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April 18, 1993—Remembering Downey 
 
 

Camille: Do you remember in Downey going to that barn where all the hay fell 
down? and where I found the pictures, the paintings? 

Bob: Whewww, when you mention it I sort of recollect it, but it could have 
been any time, and there could have been other barns, ha ha h!  

Camille: No 

Deedee: No 

Camille: And I remember getting on the bus and I remember somebody blue, 
blue ribbon, something blue, I remember riding the bus and I 
remember a boy hit me in the stomach, and I went over to the teacher. 

Deedee: couuu 

Camille: and she said 

Deedee: fababaFA! 

Camille: Sit down' 

Bob: Tough 

Deedee: Lump it, you were on a field trip. 

Camille: No it was at school, this was two memories 

Deedee: Oh cause see I was little in Downey, I didn't go to school. You were 
teaching me to read so I would be. 

Camille: I was teaching you to read?? 

Deedee: Well maybe both of you. Probably you. 

Camille: Did you we had bunk beds? And I remember distinctly the bunk beds, 
and I remember throwing up while in the top bunk and mother yelling 
at me, YELLED at me! 
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Bob: Ha ha ha ha! 

Camille: …because I THREW up! I can't get over that! 

Deedee: Yeah. 

Bob: Ha ha! I don't remember that either, who yelled at you, I did? 

Camille: No Mother. 

Bob: Mother, oh.. 

Deedee: Like you did it on purpose. 

Camille: Yeah! like I did it on purpose. 

Deedee: Every once in awhile she'd do stuff like that. 

Camille: She couldn't, you see---Mother couldn't cope. She had three 
children… 

Deedee: Four. 

Camille: Pardon me, four children, well, most of the time three children. 

Bob: She had miscarriages didn't she? 

Camille: Yeah--you remember that? 

Bob: Yeah, sort of yeah. 

Camille: that's funny cause I don't 

Bob: She was in the hospital and Dad said--we got in FIGHTS while she 
was gone, I'd, maybe that was when Penny was born, I don't know. I,  
I, I, You and I would have blood curdling knock down drag out 
fights, and I remember once I was going to hit you with some pots, 
and dad stopped me. 

Camille: Ha ha ha! 
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Bob: Pfufff, no, he said, you can't do that, ha ah ah aha, but evidently he 
was letting us fight it out up to that point. 

Camille: More than what he couldn't handle. 

Bob: Physical violence, ha ha ha! 

Camille: Well he couldn't even handle us! Because he maybe, remember that, 
maybe he took us for five minutes, but we were shipped out. I 
remember, every, to this day, whenever I drive down highway 101 
past this certain exit in San Mateo I remember a lady who moved 
there after she lived someplace and I can't remember about this lady, 
but we had to stay with her, we had to stay with this lady, and then 
there was another time when and you told me you remember this, I 
think it was in Downey or somewhere where these people had 
RABBITs behind us… 

Deedee: All I remember is the kid peed in the bed. 

Camille: May be the kids, Penny was born… 

Deedee: …and I had to sleep with the kid and the kid wet the bed.--it was 
awful! 

Camille: He never took care of us. 

Bob: Well I don't know... 

Camille: Well now maybe it was not possible for him to take care of us, if we 
were not school age yet. 

Bob: Well we must have been 

Camille: Give the man a break! 

Bob: School age, come on. 

Deedee: You were but I wasn't. I didn't go to school til Hawthorne. 
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Father Tunes Out 
 
It’s amazing how out-of-touch Father was. Or maybe he was just so self-involved, it was 
beyond him to notice what was going on with Mother. In the following letter—written 
during what must have been an arduous trip by car from southern California to northern 
Washington-she continues to be, for him, his ‘dearest love,’ his sweetheart.  

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

letter from J at Chidester Cabins, 12914 Empire Way, Seattle 88, Wash. 
 
Wednesday, Jan. 10, 1951 
 
Dearest love, 
 
 Are you well, and our four sprouts too?  This is the first chance I have had 
to write. I got the telegram off yesterday afternoon:  it cost almost as much as a 
phone call, $1.85. 
 
 For want of ideas I'll go right thru. Traffic was heavy up Sepulveda, 
especially near Sunset. Up 99 over the Ridge was fast and clear but just the other 
side south of Bakersfield, heavy fog, which stayed with us without a break. Often 
it was so thick that cars fifty feet ahead were invisible. 
 
 I was my usually bad but lucky self. Somewhere near Merced I passed a 
couple of cars on a divided highway going about 72 mph. The second car was a 
police car, and a few minutes later a purple light shone in my mirror (this was 
about 7:30). I pulled over and the officer said I passed dangerously close and 
fast, but he wasn't concerned so much with the speed. Here again I thought I had 
plenty of room. He said I looked tired and advised me to rest. I had been looking 
for a gas station, intending to have a cup of coffee. Well, he issued a warning, 
which will go on my record. Following this I drove on some miles looking for a 
Richfield station and between towns ran out of gas on a narrow section. A little 
farther on I found a station, had a bite and drove on to Sacramento. Here I 
wandered around in my inimitable manner, finally getting on the right road north 
of the city when I bedded down for the night at about 1am. 
 
 At 6 in the morning I was on my way, the fog still with me, and the road 
wet. Around an S curve I lost control of the car with a ditch ahead and a truck 
approaching--I thought I'd be wrecked sure. I skidded first toward the ditch and 
then towards the approaching truck which had almost stopped. In the nick of time 
I regained control and proceeded on my way, chastened and wiser. The  
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experience stood me in good stead, for I had no further trouble from this score even on 
very bad S curves in the mountains. 
 
 The Sacramento valley is quite similar to the San Joachin, and had the same 
dense fog. Eventually I arrived at the mountains, where rain and then snow were added. 
All the time I was traveling between 70 and 80, road permitting. At [Drencurve] I 
stopped for lunch and had about decided to take the mountain road 97. I asked a native 
for advice, and he was emphatic about sticking with 97. It was well that I did because I 
found out later that 97 was iced up. 
 
 These mountain roads were tough for me and I became very tired, aching in every 
bone and joint, every muscle sore, and my seat especially bothersome. I concluded that 
auto seats are not properly designed. In the evening I put the pillow under me which 
much improved the situation and raised me enough to improve visibility which eased the 
strain a little. My neck was about broken by then. I had intended to travel to Seattle that 
night, but by the time I reached the outskirts of Portland I was simply unable to proceed. 
It was then 9:30 p.m. 
 
 Since it was dark until late and I was very tired I slept until 7:30. True to form, I 
got lost again in Portland, found myself going down a one way street--yes, the wrong 
way. Then I went threw a red light without seeing it and without meeting anything--you 
see, my guardian angel works very hard, I know not why. 
 
 In the outskirts of Portland, on the rite road, I breakfasted while the sun came out 
in all its glory. It is truly beautiful country, becoming more so as you go north. 
Washington is very attractive, has good roads but rigidly enforced traffic regulations. In 
Portland the car ahead went through a changing signal, I stopped, and then I saw a 
patrol car watching me--ha ha. 
 
 A truck driver had told me to cut off 99 on 5H. Driving along and saw 5, and 
thinking the H had been left off I drove down it--it turned out to be 100 miles of mountain 
road thru Ranier National Park. Some short cut? 
 
 I finally arrived at Boeing at 2pm and waited around for two hours fruitlessly. It 
turned out that one of the boys had gotten himself in the hoosegow and was being bailed 
out and fired. 
 
 Boeing is very large, perhaps larger than NAA. It is difficult to say anything about 
the setup at this time. Seattle seems like a pleasant place, although I haven't yet seen the 
city. The country is wet--that is to say, the ground and vegetation is soft, saturated, fresh, 
green, rivers and lakes are everywhere, mountains in all directions, and all snow 
overhead. I drove thru some of them. Rain is to be expected at any time, clouds are 
always in evidence, but still the sun shines occasionally, with a burst of glory and beauty. 
It is considerably colder than southern California, but not overcoat weather. I think a 
sweater or jacket under a raincoat would work. Oddly enough, the road reflection at  
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night, which is longer here because of the latitude, trouble me the most. I find it 
difficult to see my lane and to keep in it. In addition, the terrain is not  [easy]. 
 
 Sweetheart, this is the end of the stationery, so let me say I love you, the 
girls Camille, Deedee, Penny, my little man Bobby. Kiss them all for me, I do wish 
you were here. It appears that I'm a family man at heart. Too bad! 
 
 Please take care of yourself, my love, and do telegraph should you need 
anything. I feel it may have been careless of me to leave you at this time. 
 
 Again love to you all, 
 
 Jere daddy 

 
************************* 

 
Amazing! Dad was perfectly capable of driving over 1000 miles(?) from Los Angeles, 
across three states, to Seattle, Washington, and yet whenever Mother was available, she 
was always required to be his chauffer. Dad had no self-control behind the wheel, and he 
had a lousy driving record. Once he actually drove onto the sidewalk to get around some 
slower cars! 
 
So before long he was depending on Mother for all driving. She drove him to work, she 
picked him up at lunch time, brought him home for lunch and back to work after lunch, 
and picked him up at 5:00. If he needed to do research, she drove him to the library and 
waited for him while he perused the stacks; if he had a job interview, she drove him to it 
and waited in the car. She did most, if not all, driving on vacations. 
 
The sad thing was that whenever she was behind the wheel, Dad subjected her to a 
constant stream of abuse—yelling, screaming, vile language, insults. All car trips were a 
nightmare. We children cowered in the backseat, afraid to say “peep.” Penny remembers 
one time peeing into a jar she found there because she was afraid to interrupt his tirade to 
mention that she had to go to the bathroom. 
 
One characteristic of wife batterers is their dependency on their partner. Driving was not 
the first, but perhaps the most obvious way, that Dad ended up totally dependent on 
Mother. 
 
Dependency is uncomfortable to Borderlines and makes them anxious. They have learned 
that they cannot trust anyone. Dutton writes: 
 

Moreover, borderlines experience intense anger towards those upon whom they 
depend, not only because their dependency shames them and exposes their 
weakness, but also because of the others’ power in having “forced” them to yield 
and acquiesce.72 

                                                 
72 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 146. 
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It’s interesting that Father thought “I feel it may have been careless of me to leave you at 
this time.’ With Penny a month old? And Mother suffering the consequences of a fourth 
RH negative pregnancy? I think SO!  
 
I believe Penny suffered neglect from the beginning, and I think she is also a borderline.  
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1952 Letters to Mutti 
 
I think we were only in Downey one year and moved to Hawthorne in 1951, but I don’t 
remember. No diaries, letters, or journals exist to clarify. Nevertheless, in September, 
1952, I started the 5th grade at Eucalyptus School in Hawthorne. In Hawthorne I began 
accumulating memories. Interestingly, memories of abuse continue to be blocked. I think 
it is not until my memories are of high school that abuse is a part of them. 
 
To my knowledge Mother never mentioned the abuse she suffered to any living soul. Her 
letters, including those to her mother, are invariably lighthearted, funny, and full of the 
details of the busy life she led. In the fifties she appeared to be an ideal wife, mother, and 
friend to all. And that’s exactly the way I remember her.  
 
It is interesting to read, however, the clues. Father drank a lot—sauterne—and even 
letters reveal this. He doesn’t come across as helpful—he wasn’t. He doesn’t come across 
as understanding—he wasn’t. He also wasn’t considerate or thoughtful. He was 
demanding; his needs came first. But he was generous--he bought presents 
occasionally—and generally a good provider, at least until the end of this decade. 
 
 

************************* 
 

Hi, Honey Lamb:- 
 
If this letter is a little bit choppy it’s because, like a dope I cut my finger on Jere’s 
electric saw. It was one of those days when everything goes wrong---I stuffed a lot 
of cardboard boxes into the fireplace and because I was mad at the kids and their 
messy rooms I turned my back to scold them and looked up in time to see the 
flames licking over the outside of the fireplace and though I put it right out still it 
left the paint all blistered and burned, Holy Cow!  Now we’ve got to paint...While 
I was still mad at myself about that Bobby asked me to cut out his boat for him 
and although I should know better I reached over the saw for a piece of wood 
without turning it off first and whang---I had it, but good. Blood dripped all over 
the joint, while I stood there and read Bobby a moral lesson about why now he 
should know why I want him never, but NEVER to touch that saw...Oh well. To 
get back to your letter, I also am full of questions...like do they want to live in a 
motel while they look the situation over?  Are they looking for a furnished house 
or apartment?  Are they coming out by car, plane, or train. And shall I meet 
them?  (Wear a white carnation) Our phone number is in the book, in case they 
should lose it. It’s Osborne 5-1748. Gosh how I wish it was you I was 
expecting...Of course, I’ll have them to dinner and do all I can to help. Too bad I 
can’t put them up, but of course you realize that’s impossible, with Jere and the 
kids and the house so crowded. If I knew them it might be managed, but total 
strangers, no matter how nice a set of people they are, is something else again. 
We can be on our best behavior for an afternoon or evening, but those early  
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morning hours when everything is at sixes and sevens and there is a mad scramble to get 
the kids dressed and fed, you know how it is...Sure, I’ll keep the paper for him, I can see 
why even if you don’t. Ads, remember?  Ads for jobs, ads for houses, ads to see what the 
score is. Luckily it’s only the two of them, so the housing situation isn’t too bad. There 
are lots of furnished apartments, close by and everything, also trailers. I’m enclosing a 
clipping from a local paper to give you an idea. 
 
Honeybunch, we are not that broke that we can’t have company for dinner. Remember 
our well-stocked meat locker?  Don’t worry, I’ll look after them to the best of my ability, 
and so will Jere. 
 
Now to your questions, one at a time. Our trailer cost a thousand dollars everything 
included, hitch on the car etc. We took a note on the car, so now we own a trailer and 
still have $800 to pay on the note before we can own our car again. No, me myself, I 
haven’t gotten me a camera yet, the one we had fell off the icebox in Downey and 
shattered into a million pieces on the cement floors we had there. It was plastic, you 
know. Jere bought a good camera for fifty dollars that he takes those colored slides with. 
I had him make up some pictures, but they are not too good as pictures, though very 
lovely when looked at with a viewer on a screen. The trouble is they are so expensive and 
I wanted just an ordinary little old camera to take snaps with to send to you like I used to. 
I asked for one for my birthday but got the purse instead. But Christmas is coming up and 
I’m still hoping!  Though Jere and I bought each other a fireplace set, screen, and so 
forth, and we got Camille another accordion. So Christmas is going to be slim pickings 
for our family. She said she wanted nothing so much on earth, if she could only get a 
lighter accordion. The one we had bought for her has a lovely tone, but it IS heavy, I 
know, I get pooped myself after about fifteen minutes. She never wanted to take it 
anywhere to play for people, said it was ugly and she hated it, so one day at the stores I 
overheard a man say he had a little one for sale for a hundred dollars, his daughter got a 
better one, since she was ready to go on professionally and I asked if I could see it. It was 
exactly what we had in mind, and I had priced the same one I had priced at the store for 
three hundred and twenty five, so quick as anything I grabbed it. Now Cammie is happy 
and making the [walkin] ring morning noon and night, I never have to remind her to 
practice.  
 
Darling, I have to cut this short, will try to fill in the details in a later letter. Bye now. 
 
 

************************* 
 

Monday, June 30 
 
Hello, Sweetie pie 
 
Maybe you’d better fumigate this letter before you start to read it--it must be as full of 
germs as a dog is of fleas. Bob of boy, what a session we’ve been having!  Wait until I put 
on my nurse’s cap and finish taking temperatures...Deedee came down with the mumps 
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and is one sick and unhappy little girl, and all of them have the whooping cough. Poor 
little Penney has it worse than any of them and it just about breaks your heart when she 
begins to whoop it up, and those deep circles under my eyes are not from the great night 
life I’ve been leading but because I’m up every night a half dozen times wondering if 
she’s going to last the night out. Poor Baby, she just doesn’t understand it and every 
attack leaves her faint and limp as a dishrag, although she is much better now. As a 
matter of fact, aside from having Deedee come creeping into bed with me is the very first 
night I haven’t had to get up for Penney. You should just see the array of medicine bottles 
sitting on the dresser, and I line them up knee deep with an assortment of teaspoons to 
give them their medicine four times a day. 
 
And here we had Cammie all packed and ready to go to camp this week, and Deedee was 
enrolled in summer school, supposedly a special privilege reserved for the brightest and 
best pupils. And of course there was wailing and gnashing of teeth because all that is out 
for the summer. Happy Days! 
 
To get back a little, I sure have been one busy little girl for the past month or so. First of 
all one of my neighbors was suddenly stricken temporarily blind, she is a diabetic and 
one of the veins behind her one good eye broke, and the doctor ordered her to bed to lie 
absolutely quiet lest it become permanent, and since she has a couple of little girl twins, 
Deadeye’s age and what with medical expenses and such, unable to hire a housekeeper 
us Neighbors rallied round and took turns going over to do what we could for her. One 
would give her breakfast, and by ten I was caught up with my own work to go over and 
take care of her until noon, see the kids off to school, dash home and make lunch for my 
own family, and before I could catch my breath Jere would be along to have me drive him 
hither and yon. He was doing some sort of research that meant I had to drive him from 
one place to another and spend hours sitting and biting my nails thinking of all the 
ironing piling up at home. The kids all helped a great deal until they got sick, and even 
then, they were good little troupers. By now, I hope he has it all lined up and I can relax 
a little. His vacation starts next week, but of course now we’re going to spend it sitting on 
the patio. We had meant to go away for a week while Cammie was at camp, and I had 
planned to send Bobby off too, that would have meant only the two little ones. Oh well, 
the best laid plans--- 
 
Myra’s husband has shifted to the night shift now so he is home during the day, and I 
only have to pop in at night to give Myra her supper, and she sent the twins to her sisters 
for the summer. Makes it a lot easier on everyone.  
 
I still have the cubs every Tuesday afternoon, and until this epidemic broke out at our 
house, I used to take the kids in the neighborhood to the pool and leave them there for the 
day. One day all the boys, and Bluebirds had their Fly-up ceremony and are now 
Campfire girls, and I’m through with them for the summer, and I’m trying to get up 
enough nerve to tell Sophie Mae I won’t resume my role as co-leader in the fall. I just 
don’t see how I can. 
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Let’s see now what else is new around here. Oh yes, I got a new gas stove--a beauty, with 
a stainless steel chrome top and a cover that makes up into a shelf, griddle in the middle-
-the works. and I’m so proud of it that up till now if nothing else gets done in the kitchen 
the stove gets polished up first. We also got us a set of new tires and slip covers for the 
car. Sears had a sale on them, and I bought them but nobody told me it would take days 
and days before they got around to putting them on our car. I went up three days in a row 
and put my name down on the list and they never did get up to my number. So on the 
fourth day I got mad and said unless they put them on right away they could have them 
back. You know how far you get with that kind of talk, so I got my money back. And since 
we got such a wonderful deal on the stove through a discount house (Northrop’s 
employees get cards to different houses and they get as much as 20% off) we had looked 
at them all over town, and priced it at 300 dollars and got it for 235.00  So Jere called 
them up and asked about slipcovers and next thing I knew I was trotting off to Downey to 
order them, and picked them up the following Thursday and had them installed. They are 
awfully pretty, grey quilted plastic on the top and a green, gray and tan striped plastic 
material on the seat. 
 
Last Saturday an Indian came by the house with the prettiest handmade jewelry while I 
was out and Jere bought me a bracelet, earrings, and pin to match. It’s silver, with set-in 
turquoises. It’s supposed to be an anniversary present, and I love it so much I haven’t 
taken the bracelet off since. He also got Pop a tie clip, which I hope he will like, and 
which finally got in the mail yesterday. The kids had pooled their money and bought him 
some skin bracer and he better write and tell ‘me he just adores the stuff and it’s just 
what he always wanted, they got their daddy the hair lotion, just what he needed of 
course! 
 
The weather is lovely again today, and I’d give anything if I could take my brood to the 
beach, but until Deedee’s swelling goes down, that’s out. Gee, I feel just like Typhoid 
Mary, nobody comes near us, though the do call me on the phone every day to see how 
my poisonous brood is coming along. That God for television!----- 
 
That Indian came back again and I got Jere a watchband, it’s silver and made like a 
buckle, and it’s a pity it doesn’t fit mine. She looks nice and he likes it a lot. 
 
I’m running out of inspiration, gosh, I’m so darned tired, I get no place fast, and I don’t 
know where the days fly to. Well, I’ll mail this, and maybe things will ease up a little and 
I have more time to write to you. I know, I have been a stinker, but honestly Mumsi, time 
goes so fast, please don’t be mad at me. 
 
I haven’t heard from Filmore, so I guess I’d better write again. I was talking to Myra and 
she told me her sister (the one she sent the twins to) lives in Santa Barbara which is not 
too far from there, and she knows everyone and about everything, and she will ask her to 
look into the place for me. I have done a lot for her and I know she’ll be tickled to do 
something to return the favor. 
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Well, goodbye again, and have a happy birthday darling, I will put your present in the 
mail this week, and it will be a little late, but I haven’t forgotten you, angel. 
Lots of love from the kids and me 
P.S. Cammie has been fooling around with the typewriter to pass the time away, and she 
doesn’t do too badly, so she wrote you a letter, did you get it? 
 
 

************************* 
 

Thursday, August 7. 1952 
 
Hi, Parents:- 
 
Excuse me while I wipe my fevered brow and catch my breath first----what a week, what 
a week. First let me thank you both for your letters, long looked for and very, very 
welcome, thanks again, I’ll get around to them later, but let me tell you of our latest 
exploit!  Pop, you are so right when you say you wouldn’t be surprised if we mailed a 
postal card from the moon, although after last Sunday ‘Heaven’ would be more like it. 
 
Well, we decided to go up to Palomar State Park for the week-end and because Gary, the 
kid next door, practically belongs to the family now, he and Cammie are so much 
together, we took him along too. Jere had put a cot up over the table in the trailer, so 
ostensibly we’d have enough room. After a hectic and frantic day Friday, I finally had the 
trailer stocked with food and clothing and the beds made up, ready for the kids to crawl 
into when dark came and after supper we stuck the dishes into the sink and off we went. 
Everything went along smoothly until we got near Elsinore. It’s been over two years 
since we’d gone out that way and I distinctly remember the road making a sharp right 
turn by an old farmhouse. So blithely I turned right and after a quarter of a mile ran 
smack into a barricade, and what a time we had turning the trailer around on that 
narrow stretch. I always get out and let Jere do it, figuring, if he ruins the car or blows a 
tire, he isn’t going to bawl me out, and he really did it quite neatly, even though he 
practically plowed through a barbed wire fence to do it. Well, it was dark by then so we 
bundled the kids off to bed and set off again. Seems they built a new highway and cut out 
all of the old road with its twists and turns and pot holes. We were barreling along at a 
good clip when finally Jere succumbed to the wine and the monotony and went to sleep. 
That would have been alright if this new highway hadn’t completely thrown me off my 
stride, the map didn’t show it, and I hadn’t the faintest idea where we were going or how 
to get there. I finally succeeded in waking Jere up but it was too late. The road kept on 
winding up and down through the mountains without a sign of habitation or signposts 
that looked familiar and consequently we went about thirty miles out of our way before 
we finally in a round about fashion found ourselves on a road that said “Palomar State 
Park, 26 miles.”  We went a little way up the mountain until I found a convenient 
stopping place and we pulled up for the night. Bright and early the next morning we went 
on, and it was sure fun, nobody on the road, nothing but chipmunks and deer and 
squirrels, but it was rather a steep grade, and between Jere telling to shift all the time 
when I could see the motor wouldn’t take it, I guess we were a bit hard on the 
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transmission, and the upshot of it was when we got to the top and into that fine dirt the 
poor old thing couldn’t take it. Oh, the motor purred alright but the car wouldn’t budge. 
And we smelled something, brakes, transmission, or what have you, and there we were 
stuck right in the curve of a narrow dirt road. Brother!  With a trailer behind yet!  But the 
woods are always full of helpful people, in this case a bunch of boy scouts and their Scout 
master, and he came to the rescue. We unhitched the trailer and pulled it to one side and 
then after the car had sat awhile we were able to pull it into a vacant spot and the scout 
master hitched our trailer onto his truck and pulled it up into place too. And we had 
breakfast. That’s the lovely, lovely part of camping, as far as I’m concerned and some 
day I shall just quit!  I drive us there, and we pile out and everybody wants to eat, so who 
fixes it?  You know darned well, poor tired cramped little me. Before I can calm down 
with a cup of coffee I have to make it myself first. Oh well, that’s the way it goes. Well, we 
ate and washed the dishes and took a hike, and although it was hotter than the hinges of 
Hell, we had a lot of fun. And that’s the time I found out I had come away without my 
purse. I had my driver’s license and a couple of dollars, and a credit card for Richfield, 
and us pretty near out of gas!  Holly cow!  Jere had forgotten his too. So we didn’t dare 
take the car Penny riding my neck I sure enjoyed myself no end, you can imagine. Well, 
we decided to go down further where we had been once before and where I remember a 
stream running through a meadow. The kids had brought their bathing suits and wanted 
to go swimming, but the lake there had dried up so much it was nothing more than a 
puddle good for fishing only. So we piled the kids in the car and took off. But when we 
got there, there was no trace of water, it had all dried up. But we did find a campsite that 
was much nicer, under a great big old tree, where the branches hung clean down to the 
ground and made a nice breezy canopy. There was one old trunk shaped like an 
elephant’s trunk that the kids could swing on and have a wonderful time, so we decided 
to move the trailer down too. That night we built a campfire and sat around it until late at 
night. The kids, Gary and Cammie, played the accordion and we sang all the songs we 
could remember, and I even gave a rendition of some of the German songs I knew, like 
“Lorelei” and “Lindenbaum”, boy could we use a good voice!  The next day we started 
for home around one o’clock, and everything was going along nicely, we found that 
because of the downgrade we probably could make it into Temecula where I remember 
there being a Richfield Station. But no, there had to be a slow car in front of me, and I 
had to keep applying the brakes to keep from running up the back of him. Well, the next 
thing I knew, I’m stepping with all my strength on the brake and yanking on the 
emergency and the darn old car keeps right on gathering momentum. I tell you, I’ve 
never been so scared in my life. Bad enough to have the whole family spattered over the 
mountainside, but Gary!  So the only thing I could think of doing is to try to pull up at a 
cutout, and I aimed the car straight for a roadside marker, hoping and praying it would 
stop us. It did. And how. There was the darndest crunch, and there we were hung up and 
a big boulder, in a ditch yet. Practically the only way it would have stopped us. Jere got 
out, boiling mad, visualizing a crushed in radiator, or smashed oil pan or something 
worse, but all we got was a scratch on the bumper guard. Of course we were still hung 
up, and Jere and a couple of young men on motorcycles, worked like mad, to jack the car 
up and roll stones into the ditch until they got the car out. Then they had to get the trailer 
out too, and it was caught on the rock too, but finally we got back on the road, and I told 
Jere nothing could persuade me to get in that car with the trailer on it. So the kids and I 
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started to walk and he drove off and I walked along thinking if I looked good in black, 
and how much insurance I could get, and seeing Jere and the car smashed up in a gully, 
when we met him walking back. He said apparently the overdrive hadn’t engaged and 
here we were barreling down the mountainside in free wheeling. Jeepers!  Jere had 
pulled up around the bend and threw the switch and it was now quite safe. I got in with 
trembling and trepidation, but I could feel the motor drag right away, and knew it was 
alright. If I could only have realized before that there should have been a drag going in 
first, oh well, some day I’ll learn, but times like that I curse all modern inventions and 
wish I had a plain old regular motor in the car like old Lizzie had. This overdrive 
business gets me all balled up. But like Jere says, I have the luck of the Irish, and seem to 
have a special guardian angel watching over me. (Kids, drunks, and fools you know) 
 
Maybe I ought not to tell you of our experiences and just say we had a lovely time, so I’ll 
do the next best thing--I’ll promise faithfully on my Girl Scout Honor to drop you a card 
each Monday following an excursion so you know we’re home safe and sound and in one 
piece. Okay? 
 
In a weak moment I took the cubs fishing from the Manhattan Beach Pier, and Bobby 
caught a mess of fish, for which I was duly grateful, it being ebb-tide in my housekeeping 
money. I left them there for the day, and the rest of the time I was in an agony of suspense 
wondering which, if any, had fallen off into the water. But they got along beautifully, and 
had a wonderful time. Next thing I knew I was scouring the town for the most inexpensive 
fishing rods, and incidentally that’s where your five dollars went. The rods were the 
cheapest things of the gear, but the reels, and line!  Brother, they added up. But we have 
happy kids now, and I just hope we will continue to like fish, because they always come 
home with a pail full. Comes Sunday morning at the crack of dawn and there’s Penny 
slapping me in the face with my slippers as a gentle hint to be up and doing. Oh my 
aching old bones!  That baby is sure growing like a weed and is as active as a flea. She 
sure enough keeps me hopping to be one skip and jump ahead of her... 
 
Nellie went east to Pennsylvania and I was sorely tempted to go with her, but now we 
have the trailer to pay for, and she made up her mind at the spur of the moment so it 
didn’t give me much time to think about it  She left me her pregnant cat to take care of, 
though, and I had a high old time keeping her around the house. Practically every day 
you could see me hunting through my neighbors backyards calling “Here, kitty, kitty.”  
Well, she managed to birth on a Saturday morning just when we were ready to take off, 
and the next thing you knew you couldn’t get into our backdoor because it was knee deep 
with kids, their noses not more than six inches away from the process. I should have 
charged admission. She had four, but the very first minute the mother got out of the box 
to stretch her muscles, Tarbaby, that bad old Tom of ours, quicker than greased lightning 
went and caught one of them and killed it. And after that he never paid them the slightest 
attention. Cats are sure funny critters. Well, Nellie didn’t stay away very long, only about 
three weeks and now she is back and took them away, cat, kittens and all. 
 
I took the car to the garage the Monday following our trip and had it checked, realigned, 
and the wheels switched. Now we’re all set to go off again. Jere has taken another week 



252 

off, and this time we’ll go to King’s Canyon again. I hope Saint Christopher works 
overtime, he looks after travelers, you know, and he’ll have a full time job looking after 
us. 

 
I had given Bobby a birthday party 
at the beach, with the Cubs, and 
they had a swell day. No, that was 
Michael’s party, the week before, I 
took them to Ladera Park, because 
one of them had a cold and 
couldn’t go near the water, so we 
decided on the park instead, so he 
wouldn’t always be left out. I no 
sooner got there and unloaded the 
car, an ice chest full of soft drinks, 
the cake, with smeared icing, and 
the presents and candles and what 
have you, when we discovered we’d 
left one of the cubs behind and had 
to run back and pick him up. It sure 
is hell to keep track of so many 
active little imps. We had bought 
Bobby an ‘atomic space gun’ 
(heavens to Betsy, when will he 
outgrow guns!) and a set of space 
men and rocket ship, which kept 
the whole crowd busy for hours on 
end. Your dollar as usual, was 
spent over and over again, and he 
ended up by buying more space 

men--oh well, it made him happy, and would have done your heart good, and been worth 
more than the slip of paper, to see the eager anticipation with which he received it. 
 
Cammie on the other heart (you see those lockets are on my mind and more of that anon) 
I meant hand, settled for a five dollar bill in a wallet, rather than a party, and then turned 
around and planned a beach party for her friends after all. Sent out the invitations and 
bought the franks and buns and potato chips and drinks out of it, and all Mama had to do 
was lug them all up to the beach and spend the afternoon there. The very thing I was 
trying to get out of. Oh well!  You can hardly ever win with kids. She sure counted her 
pennies and made it go a long ways, and even managed to squeeze out a pair of shoes. 
Oh she had such plans for those six dollars (yours included), and she really does quite 
well with her money, and those years of allowances haven’t been wasted. 
 
Oh yes, those lockets and watches, they still got them, and wear them mostly on Sundays, 
and the watches sure come in handy when they want to go off someplace and I want them 
home a certain time. 
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I went to a couple of Stanley parties, the sewing club met once, and I had a cub scout 
meeting, and in between I’m trying to squeeze out enough time to sew for fall. While I 
was waiting for the car I traipsed around town and found a shop that sold the new bubble 
picay, the stuff you don’t have to iron, at two yards for a dollar, and I bought scads of 
material. I even got some gold-print for myself and made a darling dress, that cost me all 
of two dollars. I love the way the stuff sews up, and looks so nice, gee how I long for one 
of those new sewing machines that do everything but wash and iron. But don’t worry--
one of these days--- 
 
Well, darling, I guess I’ll close for this time, I still have to get the trailer ready to take off 
Friday afternoon, and it takes a lot of preparation. Will write again next week, no not 
next week, unless they have a post office there in King’s Canyon, but the following 
Monday, for sure. 
 
Bye now, and don’t worry about us, Sweetheart, you know:  unkraut verdirbt net. And 
besides, we all got to go sometime, can’t live forever. It doesn’t pay to worry about things 
that might happen, and if your time is up, you’ll slip on a banana peel and break your 
neck in front of your own house. I tried to talk Jere into letting me take the trailer east 
next June, but so far no soap. He says it would be lots nicer if you came out here for a 
visit. More fun for you, too. How’re things going with you?  Still working hard, and 
perishing from the heat in between? 
 
The kids and Jere send their love, and so do I, oodles of it. I got to go and clean that 
darned old stove again, it sure is a vicious circle, I cook, and then clean it, and then it 
looks so nice the icebox needs to be wiped, I wipe it, and then I see the fingerprints on the 
woodwork, and so on, and net thing I know I’m cooking again and start all over. I wish I 
were an Indian and lived in a tent!  So back with the nose on the grindstone, and I’ll be 
seeing you (in print), 
Love to you both, 
 

************************* 
 

Friday, October 2, 1952 
 
Hello, Sweetheart:- 
Gee, my conscience bothers me, and if I want for those mythical free five minutes, I’ll be 
old and grey and you’ll be in your grave before you get a letter from me. So to heck with 
the dishes, I’ve locked Penny in the backyard, disconnected the door bell, taken the 
phone off the hook and here goes...(something tells me locking Penny in the backyard 
was not wise, I hear the water running, and shall have to debate whether I should wait 
until she’s good and muddy before I go out and turn it off, or try to rescue my flowerbed 
before it gets turned into a mud puddle...)  Honestly, Mumsi, I’m busier than a dog with 
fleas, and my good intentions are strictly not legal tender, on other words, no good of me 
saying Gee, I meant to write, when what you want is cash on the line or a letter in the 
mailbox.. 
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Right now, and working backwards (as usual) we’re getting sidewalks put in and never in 
my life have I seen such a messy job done, our lawn is now practically non existent what 
with the gravel and rocks and dirt clods all over it. And now I’m waiting more or less 
patiently for them to come back and fill in the huge gaps they left between the cement and 
our so-called lawn. Being a corner lot it would take at least two truckloads of top soil or 
so it seems to me, to fill it in, and I’ll be gosh darned if I’ll go to the expense, not after 
what they are charging us taxpayers for the job. The fruit man gave my son two boxes of 
soft plums and I spent a hectic day putting up marmalade and jellies, and now I’m trying 
like mad to give them away. Do you like plum jam, dearie?  I had given the cubs my last 
bit of paraffin and here I was, surrounded with glasses of hot jam and not a smitch of it 
in the house, and the kids in school. So I stuck it all in the icebox, but not even in our 
maddest moments can I expect the kids and me to eat fifteen quarts of it in the near 
future. It’s good, too, but there can be too much of a good thing around, can’t there? 
 
I had the cubs that day too, and they were busily varnishing coasters, so when Jere came 
home that night, he wasn’t sure, judging from the smells, whether he was going to have 
jam, varnish or stuffed peppers for supper. Last Thursday I took the kids to the Pomona 
Fair again, and we had a wonderful time. Came home, dog tired, but full of excitement 
that hasn’t died down yet. Not while that chameleon we bought there lives, anyhow. I 
seem to be spending the best years of my life taking care of Bobby’s zoo. Because if that 
poor old lizard is going to eat flies, it will sure as shooting be Mama that does the 
catching. Right now we also have a little white and black rat, and if you were to pay me a 
surprise visit you needn’t be surprised to see me walking around with a rat on my 
shoulder. In fact I’ve been reduced to setting him in the window sill and talk to him while 
I do my dishes, and he makes better company than my no-good family who enjoy the TV 
while I slave my life away in that old kitchen. The week that Jere was away I had high 
hopes of having a little peace and quiet, but it was not be to. That’s when they started the 
sidewalks, and I worked madly for several days carting the sod and topsoil into the 
backyard to fill in the space under the clothes line where the previous owner’s foolishly 
had gone to a great deal of expense to put pebbles. And said pebbles naturally turn up all 
over the lawn, and in the house, and I went nuts trying to get them to leave them where 
they belonged. Thank goodness they are a thing of the past now. The grass has grown 
together nicely and it was well worth the effort. Then I had to move the tree in front, and 
that took care of another day. Boy, I sure worked that week. 
 
I bet you were surprised when you came home and found Jere there. 
 
Good grief, here it is Wednesday again and this letter is still sitting around. Jere stayed 
home Monday and Tuesday to look at, of all things, the World Series., and how in heck 
can I get anywhere with him bouncing in every two minutes to give me a blow by blow 
description of the last bit of play!  Yesterday I went over to Nell’s in desperation until he 
phoned me to say the game was over. Monday night I went to a Tupper Party at Myra’s. 
A Tupper Party you say?  Don’t you know Tupperware yet. My God you haven’t lived!  
And in spite of Jere saying as I went out the door:  “Don’t forget now, we have the trailer 
to pay for yet,” I went in hock to the tune of seven dollars. I bought the three sizes of 
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juice pitchers, with their no-leak covers, which is just what the doctor ordered for the 
trailer, Jere is always putting his wine in and getting it spilled on those jouncy rides we 
take. And I also bought a big whatjamacallit, like a huge three cornered sink strainer 
with the cover on it, to put my garbage in. Now Jere won’t have to yak at me about 
garbage sitting around in the open. And I hate garbage cans under the sink, and there’s 
no place else to put one. Talking of doctor, or were we?  Anyway, Cammie’s been home 
from school with a couple of boils on her thigh, and how in heck she got a boil from I’ll 
never know, but they drove her wild, and me too, what with putting wet compresses on it 
all day, and then she got one right under the eye and closed it up. But now she’s okay 
again, at least, they are healing nicely, though we practically murdered her on Sunday, 
getting the core out with the help of a hot soda bottle. Suction you know. She screamed 
so, every kid in the neighborhood came 
running in. But it worked, and now she has to 
take some sort of pill to clear her blood and 
help speed up healing. Honestly, this has been 
one heck of a year, just one dratted thing after 
the other. The very first day of school she 
manages to get her foot caught on the school 
ground fence and had a deep puncture wound 
that had to be treated by the doctor, and the 
amount of Epsom salts we’ve used around 
here lately is phenomenal. Soak her foot, soak 
her leg, then Bobby stepped on a board and 
drove a splinter into his foot and here we 
were getting the old Epsom salts out and 
soaking him, but the splinter popped right out 
and no fooling it was at least an inch long. 
Kids!  Honestly, when you have more than 
one, seems like it’s always something. Our rat 
problem seems to have been taken care of by 
the cat. Anyway, Penny was forever taking 
him out of the cage, and when I came home from Myra’s Monday night they told me the 
rat was gone, and Tarbaby has been sitting around with the most contented expression on 
her face and for all of a morning never once hounded me for something to eat, so I drew 
my own conclusions. Tough to be on the safe side I cleaned up the kids bedroom and 
closets, and moved every stick of furniture to see if he was there. Anyway, the bedrooms 
got their spring cleaning, and I managed to throw out a bushel full of junk from each 
closet. Myra and I went to see her sister up in the foothills, and she gave me a permanent. 
Came out okay too, but it only looks really well when Myra sets it for me, and I hate to 
ask her too often because, you know she is still partially blind, and it puts too much of a 
strain on her eyes. But at least I don’t look like a skinned rabbit every other day, when it 
gets the least bit oily a curl won’t stay more than a half day, but now I look like the 
bottom end of a mop, unless I put a card full of bobby pins in to hold it in place. 
 
I wanted a little old box camera for my birthday so I could take some pictures to send to 
you, the ones we get from our new camera are in color and in slides, so it doesn’t do me 
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any good, but when I took Jere down to the Union station when he went East, we found 
ourselves with an hour on our hands so we browsed around Olivera Street and he bought 
me a hand tooled leather purse, something I’ve been wanting a long, long while, but 
never thought I’d get because they cost so darned much, listen, sixteen dollars ain’t to be 
sneezed at, but I guess all that expense money burned in his pocket, and he figured he’d 
get it out somehow, so here I am with a simply gorgeous purse. Some fine day, before it 
wears out, I want the shoes to match. 
 

Monday October 13th 
Okay, okay, I know, I’ve been a bad, bad girl, good grief, I wished I knew where the time 
goes, all I know is, it goes...I just came back from my training course, I’m taking it every 
Monday for the next month, when the mailman handed me your two letters. Letters did I 
say?  Hah!  Sweetheart, I love you. And so help me I’ll get this letter off today or die 
trying. And let not rain nor snow nor the fact that I haven’t a stamp in the house delay 
me. 
 
Nothing new has happened lately, same old routine. Now that we have the sidewalks 
everybody wants skates, Bobby I hardly ever see anymore unless he comes in for 
something to eat. He’s grown into such a big boy, and is always out with the kids, playing 
football and using his archery bow and arrow. Getting real good at it too and one of 
these days we’ll remember to take his bow camping with us so he can have a try at an 
honest to goodness rabbit or something. Over the weekend we still try to take the trailer 
out whatever chance we get and while the good weather lasts. Cause when the rains 
come, we’ll probably head for New Mexico and the dessert. When we were up at Crystal 
Lake the other week, we ran into rain and it sure was cozy to sit it out in our little trailer 
home. Sure, and it had to start while we were in the middle of the lake in a rowboat, I’d 
taken the kids out to teach them to row, and they were just getting the hang of it when the 
first drops fell, and I had to take the oars and row hell bent for shore and make a dash 
for home. Home in this case being the trailer. 
 
Well, I guess I’ll sign off for now, the baby just woke up, and if I leave her locked in her 
room too long she turns it upside down and it makes more work for me to pick it all up 
again. Honest darling, I’ll try to do better in the future. We’re having our pack meeting 
this Thursday, and my boys have quite a lot to do in it, and I’ve been wracking my brains 
for a couple of weeks just how to get it done. They’re hosts this time, and I made them 
make paper corsages for the mothers to wear. We need fifty, and I could get them 
concentrating only long enough for about twenty, that meant I had to make the rest. Then 
they’re in a skit, and I’ve had to turn out the props in my spare time. What spare time, if 
any, I don’t know. One of our mothers made the posters for me, after I gave her the idea, 
and I made an imitation camp fire out of papier-mâché, what a struggle, nobody could 
tell me exactly how it’s supposed to be done, so I had to figure it out for myself. Next 
month we’re having a booth at PTA to sell things they have made so we’ve been turning 
out coasters and hot dish pads by the score. I sawed out the first batch then turned it over 
to one of our fathers, and the boys were supposed to cut out flowers, birds or what have 
you and paste them on and varnish the thing. But it meant I had boys running in and out 
of the house for the last month. Oh well, just think of the fun we have!  The PTA is having 
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a carnival and Myra and I are supposed to be Fortune Tellers. On brother!!  And this 
neighborhood has a party at Halloween where we all go in costume and of course before 
the night’s over you don’t sleep anyway, so you see, there’s always plenty doing around 
here but not anything you can put your finger on or put in your diary. Just doings. Some 
day I’ll join a nice quiet old lady’s home, but not just yet, I’m having too darned much 
fun, even though it keeps me stepping, at least it keeps me on my toes too, and I don’t 
have time to sit around and sign. 
 
Gosh, darling, I’m sorry to hear you’re not feeling well, what is it this time, too much 
work and not enough play?  Cold in the head?  Getting up too early?  or something more 
serious? 
 
Well, I said goodbye once and kept right on talking, but this time I mean it. Best love to 
Pop and you as ever 
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February 5, 1994—Remembering the Broom 
 
 
 

Bob: Well even as a kid I remember when we lived in Hawthorne, and I 
don’t know how old we were. I guess I must have been 5 or 6. 

Deedee: No you were older than that 

Bob: 8? 

Deedee: 7 or 8. and I was 5 

Bob: Cause I started the 4th grade at least the 4th grade up here, maybe the 
3rd grade up here, anyway I remember that a kid across the street, 
and I don’t know how old he was, he must have been a teenager or 
something like that, had the broom, and I don’t know how he got the 
broom, but it was our broom, and dad went out and got in an 
altercation with him and wanted the broom and I don’t, I remember 
seeing the action but not hearing the conversation, and dad took the 
broom and smacked this kid over the head with the broom and broke 
the broom, and the police came and arrested him, took him to jail 

Camille: Do you remember what you felt? 

Bob: Nope. 

Camille: We talked about this one before, that’s why you have bits and pieces 
cause you didn’t have them all at once. 

Deedee: You didn’t know he went to jail. 

Deedee: You told us before that you and dad were cleaning the garage or 
something and you left the broom out. 

Bob: I left it out?  I don’t remember hahaha. 

Deedee: You said that you left it out, you know being an irresponsible kid, 
and you went in to eat lunch, and that’s when the teenager found it, 
and he told dad I found this it’s mine 
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Bob: Is that what happened? 

Deedee: That’s what you said 

Bob: Oh, God, I don’t remember this hahaha. 

Deedee: Cause I didn’t know any of that, all I knew was the doorbell rang and 
I answered it and looked up at this police officer who took my father 
away and my dad was in jail for the night and didn’t come back til the 
next day, we weren’t in school so it must have been Sunday. 

Bob: I can’t handle, EVER talking that way to an adult, I mean if I had a 
broom, and some guy came screaming at me that it was his broom I’d 
go, “here.” 

Deedee: Yeah, but you see if you didn’t like that old asshole Casagrande, you 
know, if you thought he was a real asshole, and, and he said gimme 
my broom and you were a cocky teenage kid you’d say, ‘what 
broom?’ 

Bob: I wouldn’t do that. 

Deedee: You know a little kid. They would today that’s for sure. 

Bob: Today, oh today they’d probably pull a gun and shoot you! 

 

********************** 

 

Father was apparently arrested and spent the night in JAIL! He must have been extremely 
embarrassed and humiliated. I remember learning that as a condition of release he needed 
to go to a psychiatrist for six months. This could have been an opportunity for Father to 
make some changes, but his response was to move the family to northern California as 
soon as “his sentence” was up.  
 
Deedee says that years later they were talking about psychiatrists, and Father said he 
didn’t like them because “they always blame everything on the mother.” Interesting. And 
how unfortunate that psychiatry in those days knew nothing about Borderline Personality 
Disorder.  
 

*************************** 
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Mother may have been addressing that incident when she wrote the following: 
 
 

We must all stand on the strength and weakness of our own character, however it 
may be. Only a moral coward shifts the blame for his shortcomings elsewhere. 
His mother, she either had too much or not enough; his environment “we were 
too poor, or too rich. his neighbor, ‘he made me angry so I hit him’ or “I had to 
hit him before he hit me.”  Always the fault lies elsewhere. When will men learn to 
stand up and say:  alright, I was mad, so I lashed out at my neighbor. I’m sorry. 
Tomorrow the sun will shine and I will feel more kindly. As for me I will take my 
life in both hands and savor what I can of it. When the heart rejoices and is glad, 
that will be my reward, whether it is because of the baby’s sweet smile or because 
I’ve given Candy a little pat and yes, even when Jere and I had had a lovely 
minute. I won’t let the unpleasantness of my life touch me anymore. I will and 
must repel any invasion of my “self” and refuse to accept the blame for another’s 
unhappiness. Why should I ravage my soul trying to analyze what makes up 
someone else’s happiness, when moods shift so constantly like a kaleidoscope. I 
would be beset and bound about with more laws and commandments, rules and 
taboos than there are hairs on my head. 
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Today My Husband Died to Me.’ 
 
 

January 24, 1953 
 This has been a bitter day for me, for on this day my husband died to me. I 
can no longer endure it and neither can I cure it, though I laid awake thinking of 
ways and means to escape this intolerable existence and still keep my children. 
And since I can't, the only thing left is to build a wall and shut out this evil in my 
life until Death breaks the shackles or time brings another solution. I shall be like 
the oyster and build around the source of irritation; that will be the only way I 
can survive. In moving my bed, I moved myself out of his life, and to me he is as 
dead as he will ever be, and oh how I shall mourn my lost love. 

 
 

************************* 
 
 

Humm. It wasn’t the last time she moved her bed out of the conjugal suite, but somehow 
it didn’t make any difference. She always ended up back with him. 
 
In any case, the day after her husband “died” to her she wrote the following letter to her 
mother. “Nothing much new,” she writes, confiding nothing; at most I can say that it was 
atypically short, and the last paragraph a bit somber. 
 
 

************************* 
 

January 25. 1953 
 
Greetings, Family:-- 
 
Here I set--in shorts and with the blinds drawn because the sun is so hot and think 
of those newspapers you sent me, blizzards, sleet and all, well, all I can say, 
honey lamb, is “It’s lucky when you live in California.”  You can keep that lovely 
white feathery stuff all to yourselves. Only thing is, when it’s so hot I lose 
absolutely any ambition I might ever have had and inspiration forsakes me as far 
as this letter is concerned. Rose and Jack were here Friday night to view some of 
the pictures he took of the Rose Parade. I’d promised to dig up a projector so we 
could all look at the pictures at the same time, and when I cajoled one of my 
neighbors into letting us use hers and brought it home and unwrapped it, it turned 
out to be a moving picture projector. After frantically phoning around, because I 
expected the Groethers any minute and they were bringing a neighbor, too, I 
finally came up with the bright idea of renting one. And so I did, why didn’t I 
think of it before, it’s really very inexpensive and a lot less trouble. The pictures 
he had taken were very beautiful, I’d never realized what a riot of color those 
floats are. Of course he still can hardly wait to go home to New Jersey, honestly,  
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Mumsi, what a viewpoint!  They came out to have fun and see what there is to see, so why 
not do it, and accept the bad with the good...It makes Jere real cross to hear him talk. But 
I do like Rose, she is very sweet. She showed me your letter.  
 
MOTHER, whatever do you mean by saying I don’t write. I’m glad you got the package. 
Like Grapefruit?  Huh?  I have some more presents coming up, just to drag Christmas 
out until Easter again...The kids are all at the movie and the baby is asleep, boy, it’s 
peaceful around here. But it’s so warm it’s making me sleepy, too. 
 
Nothing much new. One day rolls into the next without effort and the groove wears 
deeper all the time. You know what I mean. I finally got around to using my new sewing 
machine and I’m just crazy about it, when I get caught up on my mending and sewing,, 
why I might even experiment with embroidery and such like. 
 
 

************************* 
 
 

February 1 [Journal Entry]  
 
 All the foregoing pages were written in the heat of anger, in bitter frustration and 
the natural letdown after emotional chaos, and now I feel I ought also to set down my 
thoughts after time has had a chance to smooth out the turbulent upheaval of emotions. 
God, in his wisdom has seen fit to grant me the barest glimmer of understanding and with 
understanding comes maturity and with maturity some measure of wisdom. After a frantic 
seeking through the words written by sages, philosophers, and other works for some balm 
to my bruised spirit, I found some that express much better than I ever could, a way of life 
for me: 
 
 Epicurus says: "The blessed and immortal nature, knows no trouble and causes 
trouble to no other so that it is never constrained by anger or furor,  for such things exist 
only in the weak"  So I shall strive for serenity...laugh and philosophize at the same time 
and do my household duties and employ my other faculties...we must try to make the end 
of the journey better than the beginning. 
 
 As for my relationship with Jere...no bad man is all bad, nor a good man all good, 
so take what is good and wall off the bad in his nature. So I shall try to 'remember that 
foul words and blows are not in themselves an outrage but your judgment that they are 
so, when anyone makes you angry, know that it is your own thought that has angered 
you.'  Don't be resentful. 
 
 

************************* 
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April 15, 1953 
 
Hello, Family:--- 
 
Remember me?  Gee, it really has been a long time this time, hasn’t it?  And I 
have so very much to write about, too, I don’t even know where to start. I told you 
on the phone that Jere is up in Redwood City, since last Sunday. You know Jere, 
every so often he gets the itchy foot and distant pastures look greener and seems 
like every Spring he wants to go North with the birdies. Well, he finally talked me 
into it, and for the sake of peace in the family I consented, but I was quite firm 
that he go up by himself for awhile until he gets a chance to look around and 
settle down and be quite, quite sure this is IT. In fact for awhile it looked as if I 
had the choice of staying here with the kids and lose a perfectly good husband or 
going along with the idea. Of course you know, when he puts it that way there’s 
only one answer... Honestly Mami, it will just about kill me to leave these dear 
and kind people behind and go move away. I will never, never, find a nicer bunch 
of neighbors again… 
 
… Well, in the meantime, every single day I’d take Jere to work in the morning 
and every day around nine he’d call up and come home… 
 
… The kids have been awfully good since Jere went away, and they get up in the 
morning and get dressed and et and get washed without me having to hound them 
at all. In fact Bobby has been simply wonderful, he even combs his own hair and 
remembered to take the garbage out and brought the pail in without having to be 
told. It absolutely floored me, because as a rule, I have to remind him at least half 
a dozen times. And when I tell him to come into the house at eight he does without 
a murmur. I heard him tell the kids in the backyard last night, well, fellows I gotta 
go in now, see you tomorrow”, and he came in and put his pajamas on and they 
all stayed inside as good as gold. The ladies usually come around eight-thirty, 
and there wasn’t a peep out of any of them. And don’t think that isn’t miraculous. 
Yes sir, it sure has been peaceful around here since Sunday. 
 
I haven’t heard from Jere yet, and if I were the worrying type, I’d sure have 
plenty to worry about. I don’t know whether to keep the house clean expecting 
him to pull up any minute now or whether I’ve lost him for good!  I suppose he’s 
been busy and hasn’t had a chance to write yet, and if he did I wouldn’t get it 
anyway until today or tomorrow. Well, I’ll see. 

 
********************* 

 
The house was put up for sale, and Father remained in northern California. Below is a 
fragment of a letter. 
 

************************* 
 



264 

 
…When I called the other night I had completely forgotten about the Pack. I could 
have called a ten just as well. Camille took down the address and she and Deedee 
assured me they were taking good care of you and missed their daddy. It was a 
great disappointment to be unable to hear your voice. 

 
Did anyone come to look at the house?  Let me know how it looks and what the 
prospects are. Camille said you got the check--how much was it?  I would like to 
pay all our debts. Incidentally, I can’t find my check book, so please send a few 
checks. I sent off the state income tax return two days late and without a check. 
The amount was $30.78, and at least $8 should have gone with it. You will 
probably receive it back. I signed your name to it. Let me know when you receive 
it. 

 
I shall not drive back to Hawthorne unless I can get someone to go along. 
However, I may be able to find someone and will let you know in time to send 
your milkman away. 
 
I’ve been up here about a week now, and the countryside looks better everyday. 
Always clouds, sky, sun, hills, trees, birds. We’ll love it. It does appear that we 
can get much of what we want. 
 
The job looks good. I’ve spent the week learning about tape recorders and the 
Ampex standards. I expect to start my assignment next week. It is a very important 
project for an oil exploration company in geophysical prospecting. It looks like a 
difficult one, and one that will tax all my powers. 
 
Goodbye love and love to Deedee to Bobby, to Camille, to Penny, and you, to 
Candy and Tarbaby--but especially to you 
 
Daddy 

 
************************* 

 
 

Humm, not quite as loving as those letters from the 40’s. Well, Father is now 45 years 
old. Mother’s letters still begin and end with endearments, but they’re just filled with 
financial or household matters. 
 
 

************************* 
 

Monday Morning 
April 20, 1953 
 
My own Darling:- 
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Faithful Penelope, that’s me, and I can tell you one thing, by the time my Lord and 
Master has come back from his seven year’s odyssey, he will find Jack the Odd-job and I-
fix-everything Man has muscled in on his territory. Why, oh why, must the old furnace 
give out on me every time you turn your back, and of all times how, when the doctor’s 
order specifically stated “keep her warm and quiet.”  I even crawled under the house 
clutching a flashlight in my hot little hand, and…  
 
Darling, I wouldn’t say this to the kids, but was I ever glad to have that phone call 
Thursday, even though I wasn’t here to receive it.  
 
… Sweetie, I’m so glad things worked out so well for you. See, I told you once you get up 
there and talk things over it would be alright. Just the same I’m also glad I insisted on 
staying on down here until June, gives us just enough time for you to settle into your new 
job and know whether or not it will be permanent, and for us to have a breathing spell.  
 
 

************************** 
 
Thursday afternoon 
April 23, 1953 
 
Ave, imperator! morituri te salutant. 
 
And Boy, I’m not just a-kidding either. I had everything figured out so neatly on paper 
and every time the mailman comes by he drops another bombshell in my lap. Now get the 
latest--the State of California gives us notice that they’d like us, nay, they insist we do, 
come across with $52.43 for the taxable period ending Dec. 1950. Didn’t we file that 
year either?  That lops off ninety dollars right then and there from my nice fat little nest 
egg. Plus the forty-eight to Madden, plus the seventy-five for the house. And the new 
phone bill came in--thirteen dollars alone for your calls to Redwood City. I’m dead! 
 
If and when the answers to those letters I’ve been bombarding you with come through I 
shouldn’t be looking for the mailman in vain, like I’ve been doing, at least for awhile. 
You dog, you. You mean you didn’t set yourself down over the weekend and dash off a 
nice long loving letter to your Dear Ones at Home?  Shame on you, now you get that 
Redhead right off your lap and start missing us. 
 
I dragged your picture out of the mothballs and displayed it prominently in the living 
room. And Bobby of all people, came out with the amazing statement this morning, that 
whenever he sees it he starts to miss you something awful. Your faults, dear, are 
completely forgotten, and all we can think of is that all of us together make a family, and 
that’s the way we like it to be. For better or worse… 
 
 

************************* 
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letter from j at 523 Eaton Ave., Redwood City, Ca., to Frances Casagrande, 12202 
Sundale Ave., Hawthorne, Ca. 
 
Redwood City, Calif. 
Tuesday, 28 April, 1953 
 
Dearest Love, 
 I arrived here safe, but tired. The night ended with a very heavy rain. It started by 
my arriving at the USO after a miserable drive, only to find that my [marine] had left, 
and no one there wanted to go. I was  mad enough to tear down the place. I drove down 
to [Sunset] and wound around for what seemed an eternity and finally arrived at 101. I 
drove alone to the far side of Oxnard, and there picked up another sailor (no marines for 
me!)--it turned out he had been a truck driver and was going to Hunters Pt in San 
Francisco. I turned the car over to [him immediately] and he drove to Paso Robles and I 
took it the next hundred or so, and he took it the rest of the way. We had an enjoyable 
(used advisedly) journey and in spite of two stops for food made it in 9 hours thru the 
rain. Incidentally, they couldn't find my credit card at [Solience] so check for signature 
any debits we receive from now on from Richfield 
 
Monday morning I got up at 7:30 and went without breakfast. Had a cup of coffee and a 
doughnut at 9. Was very nervous and tired all day, just about made it thru the day. 
Monday night, in order to relax I set up the amplifier and tuner. Found I had forgotten 
the [outring], so I had to improvise one by taking a portion of the speaker line and the 
clip leads. Now there is a piece of [lay]card for the FM tuner, throw two clip leads to the 
ceiling lighting fixture and to the wall. It works fairly well, and there are more and better 
stations here. 
 
Did the children have anything to say when they came home and found me gone?  I don't 
believe they realized I would be gone when they returned. 
 
It rained all morning here Monday, was pouring when I left in the morning, and the place 
here was quite muddy, so my shoes were [soiled] muddied. 
 
I got a good sleep last night and felt my usual self today, thank God. 
 
This is a very beautiful place. Look in any direction at any time of day and there is 
something of interest and an individuality of color and form. Clouds, hills, [hobelchai,] 
the bay, always variety, interest, stimulation, esthetic satisfaction. The feeling is, here I 
will tarry awhile. It distresses me that I must needs tend to my driving instead of the 
sights. It was a beautiful day this day, and I [boted] to take time out for dinner and a 
[bais] out. I find it significant that no one with whom I have talked is otherwise than 
enthusiastic about the area. Some prefer this part, some that, but all prefer this above all. 
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I am writing this on the chess board, resting on the bed, listening to an FM station in 
Berkeley which is supported by listeners satisfaction. The material has been varied, from 
Bach to Boogie-woogie, science, current events, a wide variety of well chosen material. 
Right now I'm listening to a good jazz pianist, Newel. 
 
I must close now as it is late, love to you all, to Cammie, Bobby, Deedee, Penny, but 
especially to you, sweetheart, 
Your "head of the household" 
daddy 
 

************************* 
 

Wednesday 
April 29, 1953 
 
Light of My Life: 
 
It’s a little difficult to write when your fingers are chewed clean up to the knuckles--and 
this suspense is killing me--DID Jere pick up that Marine and DID he arrive safely and 
WHAT TIME?  And was he half dead the next morning?  and HOW did his job go?  Tune 
in in two weeks and get the answers to these burning questions. I should live so long! 
 
Well, let’s see what happened in our little groove since you left… 
 
 

************************* 
 

Redwood City, Cal 
Saturday, May 2, 1953 
 
Dearest love, 
 
You must see “Moulon Rouge”--the [colors form] are the best I have ever seen, the 
technique something remarkable. The tale is an interesting one, and I saw nothing that 
might be considered subversive by any stretch of the imagination--a truly good picture, 
one long to be remembered, a work of art. 
 
I wrote to Camille and to Garry. I thought it best to wait on the others until they write to 
me--yes? 
 
 
Monday 
The Corls (pronounced Corral) invited me to have dinner with them last night, Sunday. It 
was pleasant to eat with someone I knew for a change. I usually manage to do so at least 
once a week--Sheffield, Hkofean, home, here. 
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I finally received a letter from you, this evening, May 4. What was the trouble with 
“little-little”?  Was it the closing phase of the measles? 
 
It was quite warm here today, and the ventilation in our labs is poor, ditto for the 
restaurant where I usually dine, and I had a white shirt and tie. 
 
Tuesday, May 5 
I usually awake at 6 or so to the rising sun and loll until 6:45. Breakfast at Kings drive-in 
(that’s the one we frequently stop at, the good one) and get to the office (being that my 
desk is in the lab it should probably be called something else) early. 
 
I’m writing this in bed by the light of the early sun to the accompaniment of birds chatter. 
An occasional distant car, or the low cling of a train peaks the curiosity. It is quite 
peaceful here, and life can be very pleasant. All we have to do is sell the house, move up, 
find a place, and settle ourselves--that’s all. I plug my ears to your anguished outcries. 
 
Love to you all, to Penny, to Diane, to Bobby, to Camille, but especially to you dear, 
daddy Jere 
 
 

************************* 
 
 

Monday morning, bright & early 
Mary 4, 1953 
 
Hello, My Darling:-- 
 
Here we go again, bringing you all the news that’s fit to print, and I get to wonderin’, 
would you rather have several letters a week or have one long ‘diary-style’ epistle once a 
week?  We (us girls, naturally) were talking the other day about getting mail from our 
nearest and dearest, and several said they never could find anything to write about to 
keep a chain of letters going every day. Not me--give me five minutes and my trusty 
typewriter and I could talk your ear off, with nothing very consequential. D’you mind?  
Of course, I have no breath taking scenery to describe but things do happen here during 
the course of the day, and you must be pretty bored by now to hear me mention the kids 
etc. etc. etc. But here we go anyhooooo… 
 
 

************************* 
 
 

May 12, 1953 
 
Greetings, Lord! 
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There’s no getting around it, Light o’ my Life, if you expect to get a letter before the 
middle of the week I’d have to practically send it off before the thunder of your Jovian 
Wrath has faded from our ears… 
 
Monday morning I got so desperate about Bobby’s contrary behavior that I finally blew 
my top and told him if he didn’t want to pull his share of the load and that if he felt he 
was too imposed upon to consider himself as a separate entity, as far as the rest of us 
were concerned there was no Bobby. I wouldn’t ask a thing from him, because there was 
no B0obby, and proceeded to ignore him from then on. I’m afraid that was not the proper 
thing to do, because sometime around eleven or so maybe even after lunch, I forgot, 
anyway, his teacher called me and said I’d better come in for a little chat. He had driven 
her beyond endurance too, and she had lost her temper and spanked him. I told her not to 
worry about it, that under the circumstances he no doubt deserved it but that I would be 
in to see her anyway. To make a long story short, we had a long talk after school, and the 
upshot of it is, the same old story, Bobby is apparently laboring under a heavy burden of 
inferiority, and he has to try to assert himself at whatever cost. He brags, he teases and 
doesn’t know when  to quit. He’s got to be the firstest with the mostest and in his book the 
whole world is out of step but him. His teacher has had to give up praising him because 
of his bragging and then he said right out loud that she never called on him for an 
answer because he knew it all, although she tried to explain to him that she knew he knew 
and she was trying to draw out some of the others and get them to participate. Well, she 
had to speak to him about one thing and another several times during the morning and 
then when he went to his seat at her request she said he had the most sneering 
supercilious ‘superior’ look on his face. Anyway, you must get the picture by now. I sure 
wish I knew how to get it across to him that while he is not the only people on the beach 
he gets his fair share of rewards and punishment, and that everyone, at home and 
outside, gets according to the need, and that there is a difference. I tried to tell him that 
babies get more attention and tolerance because their helplessness makes it necessary, 
and girls and boys and younger and older people all have their special needs and 
differences and you treat them accordingly. At the same time I told him if I heard no 
further reports of his teasing and obstreperousness at school he would have all privileges 
curtailed for the rest of the school term. And that means no allowance, no movies, and no 
fraternizing with George. He certainly is a chastened little boy today. I hope it lasts. He 
is still trying to earn a dollar and by gum, he did, too. He washed windows for Myra and 
mowed the lawn for Lucille and is now a dollar and 60 cents richer. He still wants to buy 
that model airplane motor and the wires and batteries that go with it. 
 
Camille has been a wonderful help to me, each night she washes the dishes and cleans 
the kitchen spick and span. She makes beds and tidies the house and earns every bit of 
that dollar extra she gets. We’ve decided not to pile so much responsibility on Deedee, 
but to treat her like the seven year old she is. She goes to bed at eight with Penny, come 
Hell, High water or “I love Lucy”, and does only the lightest of chores, such as the cans 
and garbage and picking up her own messes. There is no reason why she should compete 
with the two older ones anyway. She is after all, only seven, and in a different class than 
the two older ones. There is a difference, too, between Bobby and Cammie, which has 
nothing to do with age, and I must allow for those differences, whether they like it or not. 
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Well, we’ll see how it works out this week, but it won’t be easy. I know Bobby feels he 
must assert himself with the girls, but after all, he has to live with them, I can’t drown 
them to suit him, so he’ll just have to learn to like his role as the only boy in a family of 
females without getting his emotions all tangled up. Like is not the word I should have 
used, ‘accept’ is more what I had in mind. He must learn to accept things, even the 
unpleasant ones such as failure or coming out second best, or even losing. But how do 
you teach him that. I wish I knew. 
 
Sometimes I wonder why I ever wanted to become a parent… 
 
There had been an ominous calm and on investigation I found her quietly sitting on her 
bed surrounded by a mess that defies description. Our precious youngest had gotten the 
big box of band aides, the mercurochrome, the can of B.F.I. powder and applied first 
aide all over herself. What a mess!  Her legs, hands and pretty sun suit completely 
ruined. Excuse me while I go and have a nervous breakdown. Now not even the medicine 
chest is safe from her marauding little hands. All this, because she got a tiny little ‘hurt’ 
on her leg. 
 

************************* 
 

Redwood City, Cal. 
May 16, 1953 
 
Dearest love, 
 
Time seems to slip away, almost like fine sand through the fingers at the beach. 
Monday evening I assembled the bicycle and have been using it as my means of 
transportation. Tuesday was the first day, and I sorely missed the mirror--finally got it 
replaced Friday. The roads are a bit rough in spots, and with somewhat of a grade. This 
in combination with the stiff seat and the long gap without cycling gave me a sore seat 
Wednesday. The distance must be between 4 and 5 miles most of it with some traffic, part 
of it with heavy traffic. However, it is not too bad, and I like better than driving. 
 
Last night I walked the almost two miles into town to the local movie. The walk was 
alright, but the return was quite cold. I had to walk very fast to keep warm. 
 
I forgot to mention that it was very windy here on Wednesday and Thursday, and the ride 
home was very tough--uphill against a 40 mile an hour wind, through traffic, without a 
mirror. But we made it, by gosh. 
 
Walking here at night is an experience. The first mile and a half is along a winding street 
flanked by expensive houses, large trees, a suburban atmosphere. The last half mile is 
along a straight stretch uphill in pitch blackness. Many large trees nearby, the houses 
mostly back from the road, all giving an impression of being off in the middle of nowhere. 
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Received your letter Friday afternoon. First as to the house. I discussed that with 
Madden. The mortgage principal will be approx. $8200. I want 2500 net. This adds as 
follows 
 

8200  
2500  
600  

11300 absolute minimum 
 
I believe we decided to list it at 11500 or there abouts. I think it would be worth while to 
move up here and leave the house vacant if necessary. 
 
Bobby is a problem, indeed. Tell him anyone can be a winner, but it takes a real man to 
be a good loser. Again, since many compete and only one may win, an individual may 
expect to lose much more often than he wins. Thus it is clear that it is more important to 
be a good loser, to be able to lose with grace, savoir faire, to hold the admiration of all 
thereby. The test of a man’s character is his ability to face adversity, and especially 
unexpected adversity. 
 
O another tack, tell our boy that we are each tried in proportion to our ability. Those of 
us who can do much are required to do a lot, those able to do only a little are required to 
do only a little. For example, if a boy is playing baseball and is a poor batter, to strike 
out is no disgrace  However, if he is a good batter, he must get a hit, maybe a homerun, 
and should he strike out his team mates will think he let them down. This does not mean 
that we must all be homerun hitters, but it does mean that homerun hitters are expected 
to hit home runs. The same can be said of school work. Some boys can spell well, others 
cannot. The good spellers must be right all the time, the poorer spellers are allowed some 
misses. Tell him that there are so many things to do that no one can be expert at them all, 
so any one boy finds he can do some things easier than others, and people expect him to 
do them well. Some of us can do many things well, but still not everything. For example, 
daddy can’t speak German, or sew, or cook, and daddy’s woodworking is not very good. 
Mother accepts it because she knows that is daddy’s best, and it is good enough even 
though Mr. Farham might be able to do a much better job. When we are young our 
teachers and parents decide how much is expected of us in each direction, and they try to 
make it easy for us by little stimulations, by making up games, giving challenges, offering 
subtle incentives to extra efforts in the weak areas. 
 
I think I’ll fly home Friday night. I’ll write in time I hope, and would like you to meet me 
at the airport (LA) 
 
I stopped in at Ford service station this morning and discussed the overdrive problem. 
The manager thought it was caused by a defective cut out switch, so when I got home to 
the car shorted the switch out with a clip lead, and that seemed to clear it up. I shall 
therefore replace or repair the switch, which isn’t very good anyway. The car is now 
sitting out in our parking area unused while I concentrate on the bicycle. 
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The day is overcast, the sun has not shone its face all day. I went to bank this morning to 
cash a check after breakfast, and found it friendly place as banks go. 
 
I think I’d better wind this up and take it to the post office. 
 
Love to you all,  
 
Jere daddy 
 

************************* 
 

Redwood City 
May 26, 1953 
 
Dearest love, 
 
Yesterday I was too tired to write, and just managed to get home and to bed. I got very 
little sleep on the train and shall not use it again. And to top if off, we were 47 minutes 
late starting, so you could have waited with me. When I got to Redwood City the 
restaurant was not yet open, so I had that long 35 mn walk up to the house on an empty 
stomach, on wet streets, it had just stopped raining. 
 
While I think of it, when you come up this week bring my sweater and a case of wine. And 
how did you make out on the hole in the bedroom wall?  Incidentally, we don not get a 
holiday this week, but get the Friday after Thanksgiving Day instead. 
 
I talked to John Hosford last night. We think we can refinance it and realize enough that 
way to get by with the 2500. He arranged for an appraisal and perhaps by the end of the 
week we may have a commitment. He seemed to be most interested in the July 15 date, 
and every effort should be made to spur on Madden. It seems that Hosford has an FHA 
commitment on the bill for July 26 (or 21?). Then, if this refinancing falls through we can 
take the 850 for the car, and the 550 from Commonwealth total 1400, and thee we are. So 
I think our only worry is the house sale, and I repeat, we must spur him at every 
opportunity, without being merely a nuisance. 
 
The shaver works very well, and I’m quite pleased with it, on this, my birthday, thank 
you, dear, it was a good choice. 
 
I’ll close now, in order to take this to the post office. Love to you all, even Deedee, but 
especially to you, dear (are you my dear?), 
daddy Jere 
 
 

************************* 
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Wednesday, afternoon 
June 10. 1953 
 
JERE, how can you do this to me!  Not a single blessed word from you since I left up 
there, a whole week and a half and not a sign of life. Even if you haven’t been able to 
accomplish anything about the house, at lest you could have answered my letters. I didn’t 
expect to hear from you until Friday, Friday of all days a letter from you would have 
practically saved my sanity, but nothing, nothing at all, and every day I’ve waited 
patiently for the mailman and I just cannot understand this silence on your part. Wht’s 
wrong? 
 
I’m sending along that note for you to sign and look over. I’m much too wrought up to 
write a coherent letter, besides a one-sided conversation isn’t much fun. 
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Belmont 
 

Eventually, the Hawthorne house was sold and the Belmont house (not first choice!) 
bought. It was to be the family home for almost 10 years!  All us kids grew up there, all 
our memories are of Belmont. It was our “home, sweet home.” Sadly, it was also where 
Mother’s love for Father finally and irrevocably died. She never wrote another diary or 
journal entry after 1961. But beginning in Belmont Mother wrote a million letters! I am 
including only a few here; see Cars Hate Me! for Mother’s letters from 1946 through 
1990??? I think in her letters she lived a fantasy life where abuse didn’t exist, but they 
could be interesting and entertaining.  

 
 

************************************* 
 

Box 561 
Belmont, Cal.  
August 19. ‘53 
 
Hi, Parents:- 
 
At long last I finally get a chance to sit down and write you an honest to God 
letter with all the latest details. As you can see by the fact that this letter is 
typewritten and not painfully hand printed, we finally made it. But it was the 
darndest fiasco of “A Comedy of Errors” it has ever been my misfortune to 
encounter in buying a house. I can’t remember whether I’d written you about this 
before, but when we arrived here on the nineteenth we found that the loan we had 
applied for and thought was all taken care of, had not gone through in the amount 
we had been led to believe. So we had to apply at another company for a higher 
amount. Of course that meant we wasted two weeks, it takes about that long for it 
to get approved. But Jere being the impatient type, just wasn’t going to sit around 
for another week-end listening to Choo-Choos shake the foundation of the house, 
that could only end in a straight jacket or an a murder. So we tried to get a hold 
of the builder to ask him to let us move in before escrow was completed. I think I 
wrote you that they hadn’t done any of those last little details that were still 
lacking to call this house complete [.................]  As for me, I love it here. It’s 
beautiful country hereabouts, reminds me a lot of Dover. Our house is on a hill 
and overlooks a little valley and the other side of another hill, and I never get 
tired of sitting in the living room and looking out of the picture window at the 
landscape. We’ve had simply grand weather too, except for that one or two rainy 
day. The skies are clear and blue and the sun shines brightly, and there is just 
enough wind to keep it from being too uncomfortable for me. There are some big 
old trees next door on the hill and the kids have a heavy rope hung from it on 
which they swing by the hour in the shade. 
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I’ve been busy for the last couple of weeks trying to create order out of this chaos 
of boxes, and it seems to me that every other one I opened contained clothes to be 
ironed, and no matter how much time I spend at the ironing board I haven’t been 
able to create a dent in it yet. The backyard is still one yawning raw hole in the 
ground and the front yard slopes so much I don’t think I’ll attempt a lawn. The 
girls from the sewing club had given me a lot of plants that I nursed along all this 
time and finally got into the ground for better 

 
****************************** 

 
 

The letter below was found in a box of loose papers so I don’t know if it was actually 
sent. Mother was, however, an avid reader of Sunset. Unfortunately, I don’t believe she 
ever solved the problem of the backyard. 

 
 

****************************** 
 

I have a problem and the stacks of “Sunset” magazines I’ve accumulated over the 
last two years have not come up with an answer to it, yet. We fell in love with our 
brand new house because it is located on the south side of a hill, overlooking the 
Canyon, and rising to the skyline of the hills beyond. Unfortunately the builders of 
our little homestead saw fit to scoop out the side out of the lower part of the hill 
and [therefore] this so-called backyard of ours has been my despair ever since. 
My neighbor’s dry walled fence towers above me and I’m not just kidding when 
with each winter’s rains I expect to find him angrily sitting where my clothes line 
ought to be. The soil is strictly ‘soil’ and how the weeds and wild grasses can 
grow so luxuriously in all that rock and shale is a source of amazement to me. 
However, if weeds flourish there, I don’t see why, with a little imagination, a lot 
of hard work, and some well-chosen shrubs and trees, I can’t have a backyard to 
be proud of. 

 
Surely somewhere in your vast experience there must be an answer and I would 
anxiously look forward to an article at some future date wherein someone has 
dealt with the knotty problem of working a garden out of a hole in the ground. 
 
Sincerely yours, 

 
****************************** 

 
September 1, 1953 
… Jere went out to visit a local lodge tonight and I can only keep my fingers 
crossed and hope he finds a few congenial souls and is willing to go again. I don’t 
think it’s a good idea to stick so close to the house all the time. Our constitution 
(the kids and mine) just can’t stand the strain of having him underfoot so much. 
The first few weeks herein the new house he almost drove me to a nervous  
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breakdown, he was so darned fussy about everything, the kids hardly dared breathe or 
come in to go to the bathroom, mealtimes were an agony, they must needs act like ladies 
and gentlemen or else. And so help me, if he said one more time words to the effect of 
turning over a new leaf, I’d have strangled him. I finally blew a fuse and said this was a 
home and not a museum, and though I’m as willing as the next guy to keep a neat house 
that’s no reason to act as if he’d never heard of soap and water. With Penny, you know, 
you always have to keep one jump ahead of her with a mop, she gets into the darndest 
messes. Well, anyway, I guess he saw my point and he doesn’t ride us so hard anymore, 
and life is a lot more peaceful. He enjoys his fireplace and his view from the picture 
window and drops his pearls of wisdom into my not unheeding ears and everything is 
peachy-keen. As for me, if I don’t take my mending or a fresh-baked pie down to my 
neighbor soon, I’ll be talking, or rather, mumbling to myself. I see her every day when 
she goes by for her mail and I’m outside watering my flowers, such as they are, and each 
time she asks me to come down and I say I will. I also say come and stay for a cup of 
coffee some day, and she says she will, and there we are, unable to break the ice further. 
Ah well!... 
 

************************* 
 

Belmont, Cal. 
September 15, ‘53 
 
Hello there, Light of my Life:--- 
 
There’s nothing like losing your front tooth to make you feel like an old hag and the 
mood to turn blue. Boy, how I miss you today, Sophie Mae, old friend. I’d give my good 
right arm to turn our Golden Chariot towards Compton, of course that letter of yours 
was most welcome… 
 
… Ever since the kids went back to school I’ve had moments when I wandered around the 
house like a caged lioness, and despite all the tasks staring me in the face, waiting to be 
done, I’d be bored and restless and would have given anything for one of those welcome 
interruptions I had back in Hawthorne. I’d sit over my solitary coffee cup and smoke a 
pensive cigarette and even a Science Fiction Magazine (my secret vice) couldn’t pull me 
out of the doldrums. But the day I don’t feel like talking to someone there were three 
visitors in a row. Ho hum. One of my neighbors is an English war bride, her little 
daughter is Deedee’s age and goes to the same class room, and for weeks now I’ve seen 
her pass the house on her way to the mailbox and she’d say ‘come and have a cup of 
coffee with me’ and I said I would, and I’d ask her to stop, and she said she would 
sometime, and THIS is the day she picked. The other lady also has a daughter a year 
older than Deedee and stopped to pass the time of day. Kids are sure great little 
icebreakers, aren’t they?  My third visitor was the gal that sheltered us the first day we 
came to Belmont, and I’ve gone up to see her a couple of times, but she has two little bitty 
children, and is expecting another, and she seems always so very busy I feel like I’m 
interrupting her, so I rarely go anymore. However, here she was knocking at my door 
bearing an armful of geranium slips. 
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…We have even regained some of the tranquility of our early married life, now that I’m 
not on the defensive all the time. This eternal battle of the sexes has ceased and we can 
begin to enjoy a sunset together or a walk at dusk without rehashing the children’s 
refraction of rules and regulations. Our weekly jaunt to the movies has become a ‘date’ 
again and not an armed truce. We saw “The Seven Deadly Sins” the other night and it 
was the best picture I’ve seen in a long while, and not because it was a foreign film 
either, as a rule I find it tedious and boring to have to read English captions while trying 
to follow the plot. You know the sort of thing, they make a speech and the English 
translation says bluntly “yes.”  However, this one was good, and I didn’t mind after 
awhile once I caught the drift of the plot, no wonder they rated it so highly. It certainly 
was a welcome change to go to a show and see just one picture, the one you go for, and 
not have to take a grade Z western or comedy along with it. Besides we got home fairly 
early, though it did take the kids by surprise, and they got bundled off to bed before they 
knew what hit them, while papa and mama indulged in a deadly sin or two themselves... 
 
 

************************* 
 

Tuesday, Sept. 29. 53 
 
Greetings & Salutations:- 
 
I half expect to drop this letter into the mailbox with one hand and take one of yours out 
of my box with the other. Anyway, with a half dozen tasks staring me in the face I’d 
rather sit down and visit with you for a little while. It’s a lot more fun than swishing a 
dust mop around the place. Honestly, Soph, judging from the amount of dirt I sweep out 
every day it’s a wonder there’s any left outside… 
 
Yesterday I had a birthday again (from now on I’m starting to count backwards!) and 
since nobody remembered I was firmly resolved to let the day come and go without 
saying a word about it. But you know human nature. No matter how indifferent you claim 
to be, that certain little core of Ego that makes you YOU wants you to make the most of 
that special day, that birthday, that gives such importance to your life once each year, 
and no matter how hard you try, you want to shout to the world “Today is my birthday”, 
as if anyone cared beside your own immediate family!  Anyway, Jere was cross with me 
about something at breakfast, some trivial little thing and I can’t even remember what it 
was, anyway, I started to hum “Happy Birthday to Me”, just like Lucille Ball, remember?  
And of course I won my point hands down, there were no presents (we’re too broke for 
that) but I had the happiest birthday anyway, my family was loving and thoughtful all 
day, Cammie baked me a cake and after supper my two darling daughters went into the 
kitchen and forbade me to enter, and by gum and by gorra, they had that kitchen 
sparkling. Even washed the icebox, stove and cabinets and washed and waxed the floors. 
I was stunned, no kidding, and it was the best birthday present I ever got. Besides I can 
always go out into the yard and admire my pepper tree, which grows and flourishes and 
gets nicer all the time. I struck gold, too, at the post office, and there was a pack  of 
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letters and cards from my friends back in Hawthorne. Bless them. You know, Sophie Mae, 
that’s something that never fails to delight me, the way everyone has written--long lovely 
letters from some, short notes and cards from others, and people I never been too 
intimate with have been sending me the friendliest letters. I knew I had sunk my roots 
down deep in that community but had no inkling that others felt about me the way they 
do. And I feel that we were the better for having come to know all those folks back there. 
Everyone I knew there has in some measure made my life richer and fuller for having had 
their acquaintance, sharing their life and sharing mine with them has made me feel less 
alone. You know in the last analysis each one of us just an island surrounded by 
loneliness, and words are the bridge we build to communicate with each other. The urge 
to share our experiences and thoughts is just a desperate bid for recognition of our 
Selves. Without it our soul drowns in loneliness. Of course we need all of us sometimes to 
draw up the bridges and be by ourselves to collect our resources, sort out our thoughts 
and evaluate experiences. 

 
Darn it, just when I get carried away on a philosophical strain, my baby dumpling comes 
in and distracts me. Oh well, a mother first last and always, and a philosopher in my 
spare time... 
 
Well, Sophie Mae, the afternoon has fled, and me with no dish washer. I’ve got to earn 
MY keep by the sweat of my brow, you know. You might know I couldn’t get through the 
day without losing my mind over Penny. Yes, Penny. I keep telling myself it’s my last 
chance to enjoy a baby and to ENJOY her, but oh my aching back, all those rhapsodies 
don’t mention the lipstick on the wall, the dirty pants just when you think you’ve got the 
toidy problem under control, the pot lids strewn all over the place, and the WHINING 
that’s the last straw. I could cope with practically all her naughtiness, but that whining 
(how the duce do you spell it anyway, too tired to look it up) she just exhausts me. She 
tugs at my skirts and fusses and is usually at her worst when she knows she’s done 
something. Then she beats me to the punch and moans piteously:  You’re always mad at 
me, why are you always mad at me?  or she’ll cry You just don’t spank little babies. 
Where on earth does she pick that up anyhow. To listen to her you’d think we beat her 
ALL the time instead of just once in a day!  She’ll peek around the corner at me and say:  
Don’t look at me, and then I spring into action, that is generally the forerunner of some 
of her worst behavior. And then as a last resort just as the wrath of God is about to 
descend on her she looks like a little cherub and twinkles I Love my Mumi. WHAT can 
you do with a soft soaper like that?  Go and wipe up the lipstick, I guess and swear to go 
with a naked face in the future. 

 
I’ll see you in the padded cell, bye now 
with best love, as ever 
 

****************** 
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Wow! Poor Penny is THREE YEARS OLD!!!! Obviously, she suffered greatly from the 
repercussions of the spousal abuse. Clearly Mother wasn’t able to mother her properly. 
She doesn’t seem to have anything left. But neither was it Penny’s fault that living in an 
abusive home made her subject to “irritability or inconsolable crying.73” We can infer 
that, like her father before her, she didn’t receive the attachment nurturing needed. Now 
James74 suggests that Penny’s environment may have caused her to develop 
 

high-pitched "excessive" scream, poor eating habits, and disruptive sleeping 
pattern Toddlers exposed to violence in the home inhibit acute behavioral and 
emotional problems that have significant negative impact of the child's early 
socialization skill. There is also a significant difference between the behaviors of 
the two sexes. Boy's behaviors are more "externalized" while girl's behaviors are 
more "internalized"). 
 

Well, neither was it Bob’s fault that he went the bed, yet another symptom of children 
living in abusive homes75. The literature lists so many symptoms faced by children in 
violent homes, that I only consider us lucky to have as few as we do. We didn’t develop 
into murderers. 
 

                                                 
73 ACADV 
74 James, M. (1994) "Issues in Child Abuse Prevention (No 2). Domestic Violence as a Form of Child 
Abuse: Identification and Prevention. National Abuse Protection Clearing House; Australia 
75 Burman, S., & Meares, A. P. (1994). Neglected victims of murder: children's witness to parental 
homicide. Social Work. 39 (1), 28-41. 
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1954, Chauffeur in Bondage 
 
February 13. 1954 
Greetings and Salutations, Old Friend:--- 
 
Christopher Columbus, WHERE does the time go anyway?  I’m more than a little behind 
with everything and no wonder my mailbox has slim pickings lately. Me and my big 
mouth!  Whatever happened to my good intention of sticking in my own four walls and 
tending strictly to my own business. The business of cooking cleaning and raising a 
family. Hah!  and double Hah!  I thought of catching up when Jere had to go to Houston 
again the week before last (good grief, has he really been back a week already?) but I 
found myself in the same old rut and not even the ironing got taken care of. This has been 
the heck of a busy month for me. Before Jere left he thoughtfully enrolled me in a 
Christian Educational Training Program, he ought to know by now I never have the 
chance to be either lonesome or bad when he goes away. Not with a bunch of kids 
underfoot. They all thought this an excellent opportunity to have overnight guests, and I 
had one batch hop-scotching in the garage and one playing army, and Deedee and her 
friend playing house in the living room and Penny unable to make up her mind which 
gang to bless with her presence. Monday night I went to this here school equipped with 
pad and pencil and my thinking cap screwed on tight to see what information I could pick 
up to keep little ones on the straight and narrow. Did I tell you I got roped into teaching 
Sunday School?  The nursery class, yet!  Tuesday night the PTA asked me to go on the 
Mother’s March for the march of dimes, and I grabbed my little old peanut butter jar and 
walked up and down endless flights of stairs. This is hilly country remember?  
Wednesday I helped Ruby with the Brownies, Thursday Cammie and her friends went 
square dancing (I took them and picked them up again) and Saturday I went to pick Jere 
up at the airport. I’m not even mentioning the fact that I went every single afternoon from 
Wednesday on to meet the plane because my darling had said he’d be home Wednesday 
night. The week before he left the Men’s Club had their little dinner, I bet I never 
mentioned that The Light of My Life raved so much about the way I cook red cabbage 
and offered my services so freely that I ended up cooking red cabbage for about two 
hundred people and nearly lost my mind over it. But at that it wasn’t too bad, I went 
around for a couple of weeks mumbling to myself:  if one head feeds six and takes two 
spoonfuls of sugar and vinegar how much would it take to feed etc. etc. etc. and how 
many spoonfuls for twelve heads etc. etc… Even Jere is in it, with might and main, and 
full of griping, as usual!  but doing a good job as you would expect of him. He even 
teaches the Adult Class now. So with that, and the choir and the Men’s Club, he is really 
in it up to his neck, and it’s so good for him and all of us. Who would have thought the 
day would ever come that the whole doggoned Casagrande family would be off to church 
in the morning at nine and stay there until twelve!  Why, my whole schedule is turned 
topsy-turvy--I used to sit over endless cups of coffee and read the funnies and fix dinner 
at noon and maybe even bake a pie or some butter horns. Butter horns, that reminds me, 
Jere did it again. Tht MAN, words fail me. It was his turn to have refreshments at the 
Men’s Club last Wednesday and he thought it would be no trouble at all for me to bake 
some for the fellows. Twenty hungry men. You know what it’s like to bake with yeast, 
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your whole day is taken up what with letting it rise, punch it down, let it rise, shape it, 
etc. etc. etc. NO TROUBLE ATALL. But my honor as a good cook was at stake so I did it, 
and baked a chiffon cake, too, just to make sure there was enough, and all he brought 
home was two little measly horns and one piece of cake, just enough so I could sample 
my own baking and see whether it was good enough. It was… 

 
 

************************************* 
 

April 26, 1954 
 
Hello, Parents: 
 
And a very weak ‘hello’ it is, too. Here it is Monday morning and there are a hundred 
things I ought to do to catch up and just thinking of it makes me tired. So maybe I just 
better sit down and write that weekly report to you, and what a week it was, too!  It 
started the day before Easter when all hands fell to to clean up the church for the next 
day, THE DAY we opened it for our first service. Jere ,and can you just imagine Jere who 
never does a darn thing for me, Jere went to work with a will cleaning windows, the week 
before he’d spent his spare Saturday painting the kitchen… 
 
Tuesday, May 4.54 
You see what I mean, Mother, “Der Geist ist willig, aber das Fleisch ist schwach!”  I 
never really get back to finish the job, there are always so many things to clamor for my 
attention. Jere called me to take him over to the University in Palo Alto for some 
research, and really, I can’t think of anything I’d rather NOT do than sit in a parking lot 
riding herd on Penny waiting for him to come back… 
 
June 2, 1954 
… All last week my household went to pieces while I chauffeured Jere to Berkeley and 
Santa Rosa. Three days in a row we came home at eight or thereabouts. Oh it was a 
beautiful drive, we’d come home along the coast and prettier scenery you couldn’t hope 
to find anywhere, but I keep thinking of all the things left undone. Every morning this far 
I’ve had to iron a couple of dresses before the girls could go to school and it looks as if 
I’ll never catch up with myself, especially of this Spring Fever of mine lasts. All I want to 
do is stand around with the hose in my hand and water the garden. Oh, of course it was 
grand to be able to pick a nice place to eat without having to worry about cooking 
it...Jere had a birthday last week, too, and the night before he treated me to dinner in one 
of the better places up on the hill overlooking the bay area, drinks and all, and a show. 
So the next day I thought I’d show him what a good cook I am and went all out, 
strawberry shortcake with whipped cream and steak and mushrooms--the works--so what 
does he do but go to Santa Rosa again and not come home until midnight!  And me 
pacing the floor wondering if I should send out a police call for a missing husband. Or 
maybe I should have washed that man right out of my hair... 

 
************************************* 
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June 23, 1954 
 
Dearest Mumsi & Pop: 
 
… Jere’s been home since last Monday and I haven’t had a peaceful minute since, never 
saw such a man for wanting to be on the go all the time. 
 
Days later 
Well, I’ll make another try at finishing this letter, darlin’, but I make no guarantees. For 
one thing Cammie and Gary have gone to Hawthorne and my, oh, my isn’t the house 
peaceful now! and Jere has gone back to work, bless his wicked little heart. Honestly, I 
never know from one day to the next what to expect of him. With Gary coming to stay for 
two weeks and the first week of vacation and he had to go and have a falling out over 
policies at his job and quit cold. Now you know why I wasn’t in any light-hearted mood 
to write bright letters, and there would have been no point in worrying you. Not that I did 
any worrying myself, things have a way of turning out okay, but it’s the strain of having 
him and the kids and the thought in back of my mind that bills have a nasty habit of 
coming in promptly on the first of the month. Not to mention the fact that I had to 
chauffeur him around and couldn’t take the kids to all the places we’d planned. I didn’t 
tell them naturally, so they thought their daddy was downright mean to spoil their fun. 
Oh well, we managed to get to the beach and the park and Jere was so darned restless 
(no wonder) he wanted to go to the movies practically every night. So they had a fine time 
after all.. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Well and let that be a lesson to me, now I know exactly where I stand. Let there be an end 
to my being the Patsy and Fall-Guy for everyone around here. I know it’s childish to feel 
this way, but I always had told myself that above else I was cherished. I could have borne 
everything secure in that knowledge. Cherished, indeed!  I’m less than a servant who gets 
paid for his effort and has the privilege of quitting, I’m a slave held in bondage I’m 
supposed to do what I’m told or suffer the consequences. Well, I have one weapon left, so 
I’m a slave, well, I can’t be fired either, only left or given away, and from now on I’ll do 
just what I like and the devil take the hindmost. Maybe the break will come that much 
quicker. 
 
Such a little thing, really, and nothing much to get upset about. But that’s the way women 
are, it’s the little things that count in the long run. A little affection, a little tolerance and 
a little thoughtfulness go a long, long way toward contentment. So I drove him to the 
Dollhouse for lunch and waited around, so he came out munching a piece of candy and 
brought me nothing, so alright he went to L.A. and spent twenty dollars for presents for 
the kids and brought me a dollar book about L.A., and I bet that was incidental. Sounds 
infantile to get upset, doesn’t it?  But there it is. No thoughtfulness. I thought surely he’d 
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have the sense to pick me up a candy bar at the movies last night, especially since I left 
the sewing club to pick them up. But there you are. I’m just taken for granted but not 
anymore. I’ll scream loud and long for what I feel is my right after this. And I will not go 
along like a docile mule any longer, sure, I’ll probably do it, but not graciously, no siree, 
my ladylike gracious days are over. I read someplace you get just what you ask for, and I 
seem to bear that out, make a foot of yourself and don’t be surprised if you’re taken for a 
fool. Well, I’m through buying affection, it bought me nothing but trouble and all I ever 
hear is “You never think of me, if you thought etc. etc. etc.” and “what am I around here 
anyway?”  From now on I expect nothing and nobody need expect anything from me. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Saturday November 27, 1954 
 
Greetings to you, Old Pal ‘o Mine:-- 
 
Rudolph is beginning to breathe down my neck again, and a faint tinkle of bells can be 
heard in the distance. My eyes are getting glassier by the minute--who’s got time to write 
letters?  You do, by the looks of that nice fat one I just retrieved from the mailbox (along 
with a fistful of bills) Oh Soph, you would have to heap coals of fire on my bowed and 
shamed head...a still small voice tells me that I owe you a letter from since when???  
Anyway, I was delighted and thrilled to get one from you and enjoyed every word in it. I 
sat on Jere’s bed and giggled myself through it and kept him in a state of suspense as to 
who or from why. (Tsk, tsk such ENGLISH!) I s’pose I ought to at least inform you why 
I’ve been such a long time not writing (gad, here I go again, and I want my eldest girl 
child to get good marks in English--I simply must break myself of this habit) anyway to 
dig back into a hectic and dim past, say, when DID I write you last?  Have I told you 
about Jere and me getting all involved in PTA?  Parent Education Study Groups, no less?  
He’s chairman and I do all the work. Hah!  … 
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1955, the Tape Recorder 
 
Saturday and raining yet! 
February 26, 1955 
 
Hello, Brainy:--- 
 
And I don’t say that with tongue in cheek either, I certainly do envy you. Anybody that 
can get up in front of a crowd and make with a speech has my sincere admiration. The 
only time I ever had to get up in front of the PTA and say a few appropriate words on 
behalf of my Cub Pack I died a million deaths and couldn’t have told you afterwards 
exactly what I did say. So I’d say you won that Oscar ‘fair and square’… 
 
Jere is in the throes of going into business for himself, with two partners, that is. This has 
been brewing up for quite awhile, and now they have a chance to bid for some business at 
Moffet Field, and I have been going crazy driving him here there and everywhere. One of 
the fellows lives in Palo Alto, and the other night when I met him at four-thirty he wanted 
me to drive right away to Palo Alto and be there by four-forty-five. At the peak of the 
rush hour yet, and without a chance to call the kids and tell them we’d be late. And late 
we were!  I did get a chance to get to a phone and told them to fix themselves something 
to eat if they were hungry, and to look after Bobby who is in bed with a fever (it jumped 
from a hundred and three to a hundred and one and up and down like that for a couple of 
days, now he’s on the mend). We didn’t get home until seven, and this man’s wife is one 
of those heartless wenches who left me sitting alone in her living room without so much 
as a cup of coffee or a word of cheer. Later on the other partner-to-be and his wife came 
up to discuss the blue prints and stuff like that. Listening to them makes me feel like the 
dope I am, and this gal is right nice and very clever and capable. If this is getting 
confusing, don’t be alarmed, it’s my natural state of mind these days. To get back on the 
subject, I think it would work out very well, and those three guys work well together, one 
would be public relations and make the contacts (he’s the one that rustled up this bid) 
and the other one, (they live in San Carlos) would do the mechanics, and Jere the 
research and electronics. However, not one has any capital to speak of, and they will 
continue in their jobs and do this on the side until they can get the capital together to 
incorporate  If this pans out, and for all their sakes I wish them every success, they might 
even make enough to get a start. I don’t know too much about it yet, and will keep you 
informed as I absorb it. But it means a lot of putting heads together and they talk far, far 
into the night and all this night life is leaving me slightly bleary. 
 
To get down to my level again, we’ve had some lovely weather and I got into the planting 
mood, planted three threes, an apricot, a pear and a black walnut after bribing Bobby to 
dig the holes for me and following Go-Go around with the wheelbarrow to season the 
soil with his ‘liquid gold’. Now I’m right pleased to see the rain, it will give them a good 
start. You know, Soph, if I sound a bit depressed and inferior, it’s because of this 
association with all those clever people. No kidding, after another evening spent with Lyn 
and her husband Jean (the San Carlos couple and partner-to-be) I feel like a stupid clod, 
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and really I shouldn’t, I don’t know what’s the matter with me, or even why I tell you this. 
She’s really awfully nice, but so ultra-ultra modern it scares me. Their home has a 
‘dingus’ dangling from the ceiling and their lighting is a Chinese lantern contraption 
hanging from the ceiling, too, and the chairs are wrought iron and canvas slings, you 
know the kind, and a couple of Siamese cats slink around, she paints in oil with a palette 
knife, and adores modern art with ‘moods’, oh heck, what IS the matter with me. I like 
her and yet cringe inside with all this bright talk, I must be jealous because she really is 
clever and it makes me feel inadequate. I was just going to drive Jere over and the go up 
to Janet Katchen and have a nice cheerful talk about such things as Brownies and kids 
and the husband whom she just divorced and look at her television (since ours ain’t 
functioning) and instead he insisted I come in, it would only be for a little while, and two 
hours later I was still sitting there talking about modern art, or should I say listening to 
other people talk about modern art. All the way home I was as grumpy as an old bear 
and couldn’t have told you why. The only thing that tickled me that evening was an 
article in one of those slick magazines lying around on “non-conformists versus 
Conformists” that had a picture on one side of six houses all alike on the outside and all 
furnished differently inside, and then six houses all different in the modern trend on the 
outside and all furnished identically with a mobile hanging from the ceiling, sling 
canvass chairs and an identical modern painting over the identical modern fireplace. Get 
it? 
 
Well, I think I’ve mooned long enough, and I’d better cut this short and get back to my 
Sunday school lesson for tomorrow. Our Mama rat had ten little babies again in spite of 
my separating them, so Jere put his foot down and said those rats have got to go. Now we 
have just one left, Harlequin, and a little limb of Satan she is too. I let her out for a little 
while every day and it’s a tonic to watch her and Bootsie play together. She thinks 
Bootsie is an oversized rat, too, and follows him around and he in turn thinks she is the 
nuts and no better toy was ever invented. Doesn’t hurt her either, so by now 
Lovingly, as ever 

 
************************************* 

 
March 17, 1955 
 
Greetings & Salutations:- 
 
Jere just called and said he was going out to lunch, so that gives me a few extra minutes 
and it suddenly dawned on me that I haven’t heard either from you or my Mom in ever so 
long, must be almost a month. What’s up, friend?  Busy?  Mad at me?  sick?  or 
something?  As usual we’ve had the usual hectic time around here and I guess the only 
thing to do is start where I left off and go on from thee. I s’pose both Harvey and you are 
wondering how Jere’s business venture has turned out. Well, after working like beavers 
on costs and production and what have you they finally came to a decision on their bid 
and (naturally) after I typed up the necessary papers I rushed over to Moffet Field with 
them. Now Moffet Field was an experience in itself for me, I wandered around like a lost 
soul in all the restricted areas looking for this particular place, and each person I asked 
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for information sent me off on another wild-good chase. Next time I’ll take a guide along 
with me...I finally found it, and after the usual red-tape of filling out forms in triplicate 
and practically swearing my life away that I had no fire arms, camera or sinister designs 
on Uncle Sam I was allowed to enter the hallowed halls. I dropped off the papers and 
fled. That afternoon I took Jere back when they opened the bids and clutching tightly to 
my rabbit’s foot I waited breathlessly in the car for the results. The results were sad to 
contemplate. The fellows lost out by a couple of hundred dollars. Most of the bids were 
higher and most of them almost a third as much, but this one little outfit from Marin 
County, I think he said, underbid them by a couple of hundred dollars. I just can’t get 
over how close it was, but who knows, it might have been for the best. They hadn’t had 
time to incorporate yet, and Jere was doing it under his name, and if things had not 
worked out the way they were planned he would have been solely responsible for a six 
thousand dollar contract. (Goodbye house, goodbye Belmont!)  Ah well, but my darling 
has not given up. The kids and I had cleared out the garage and I had the junkman come 
and haul all the clutter and junk away, including the bikes we didn’t use, and all the 
wheels and bearings and kiddy cars and stuff my sonny-boy had accumulated; we’d even 
taken away the swing and stacked all the firewood neatly in a corner, and the very next 
day Deedee had taken to housekeeping there and let Bobby use the trailer for his ‘kite 
headquarters’ and club house. Then Jere got the brilliant idea of enclosing the back end 
of the garage and make his workshop there. He left me just enough room to put the car in 
and Mac’s been kidding me ever since about knocking the wall out when I park the car. 
Mac’s been coming up in his spare time and doing the job, and boy, does it ever look 
nice. There’s a door with a lock (thousands of dollars worth of equipment will be stored 
there I’ve been told) and there are workbenches running around two sides, and shelves 
florescent lighting--the works. And my better half will be busier than a one-armed paper 
hanger with the itch. He has to make a working model of some kind of measuring device 
or instrument to show at an exhibit or something like that coming up in a couple of 
months, and they hope to get orders for it on the strength of it. Meanwhile they are still 
trying to dig up contracts to bid on like the one at Moffet Field. They will use the garage 
as a workroom until such time as business booms (?) and they can expand. 

 
 

************************************* 
 

April 11, 1955 
 
Hello Mumsi: 
 
It’s the day after Easter (and of course the beautiful card I bought you is still sitting 
around waiting to be sent in ’56, darn it anyhow!) and after combing colored eggshells 
out of my hair for the umpteenth time, I can now sit down and relax a little and at long 
last get around to having a little chat with you again. Have you about given me up for 
lost again? 
 
We finally decided to sell the trailer, the kids aren’t doing it any good, and every time I 
go to look at it something else has broken or gone wrong with it. Somebody came by the 
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other day and asked if it was for sale, and after talking it over we decided we might just 
as well realize a little something on it. What with the T.V. set that Jere brought home and 
that other little surprise that I haven’t gotten over yet, we’ve got to lay our hands on 
some extra money. Jere brought home a tape recorder and I was so mad about it I 
wouldn’t speak for a whole night and day. But the family is so enthused over it, everyone 
wants to get in on the acct, and it sounded like so much fun, I gave up sulking in the 
kitchen and rattling pots and pans (no more dishes to rattle). My curiosity got the best of 
me and I crept closer and closer to the living room and just couldn’t resist hearing how I 
sounded. I found out, oh Horrors! Just awful, now I know why everyone still asks me 
where I was born, why I have an ACCENT, ME! Jere turned it on one night at the dinner 
table, and oh boy, you never heard such bedlam in your life. Penny crying, Deedee 
whining “It isn’t fair”, and Camille sounding just ducky screeching “Why me all the 
time, let someone else go”, Bobby yelling, I want more, I didn’t get enough. Oh brother!  
And this is what’s known as a nice peaceful quiet dinner hour... 
 
… Well, anyway, we have a lot of fun with it, though it seems to me we have to be amused 
an awfully long time to make up a hundred dollars worth, that paltry little sum is nothing 
to sneeze at. Jere tells me that the reason he got it so cheap (cheap, hah!) is that the 
fellow who ordered it got into a fight with his wife over it, well all I can say, for awhile 
there it looked like the Casagrande family would break up over it too. Good thing I’m a 
reasonable woman, I’m not saying a word mind you, but I’m just going to gather up all 
our bills and serve them for breakfast, lunch and dinner. This will be ammunition for a 
long, long time to come, whenever My Nearest and Dearest gets mad at me and tells me 
all I ever do is spend money, hah, will I get my licks in then!  Meantime I got downright 
reckless and instead of just window shopping at the Nursery I went all out and bought six 
dollars worth of shrubs and plants. Oh boy, am I ever a spendthrift...Oh incidentally, this 
year I actually went and got me a new dress for Easter too. The Sears catalogue had a 
darling dress in it, and I just happened to mention it to Jere and he said magnanimously, 
Why don’t you get it. Well, why don’t I?  So I did, and it fits beautifully and looks just 
lovely. Though whatever will I do with the parasol that some with it, I’ll never know. I 
can’t see myself strolling in the hot sun shading me lily-white complexion with a parasol. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

May 9, 1955 
 
… Jere did such a fine job with his Parent Education Program that they’ve asked him to 
run for School Board Trustee, and the way things have gone around here you’d think he 
was running for President!  Meetings, and writings up in newspapers, and this morning I 
took him to the Redwood City Tribune to have his picture took, yet, tonight we’re due at 
the Luis Barrett School PTA meeting for him to say a few well chosen words as to why 
he’d make a good School Board Trustee. The phone rings, more letters to type. WELL. Of 
course I honestly do think he’d make an excellent one, but there are five applicants and 
only two openings, and all five are well chosen. One is a teacher at the local high school, 
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two are active in PTA and other civic organizations, and one is a business man and 
father, and of course there is Jere Casagrande, well qualified for the job. The election is 
on May 20th and then I’ll either have peace or could be I’ll wish we’d never heard the 
word, Jere being the type who carries his claque (ME) around with him. Maybe I’ll even 
have to hire a gardener, can’t be seen with dirt under my nails you know, and hire a maid 
to serve afternoon tea on the family heirlooms from the five and dime. Like I said so many 
times before---never a dull moment!... 
 
I was up at Ruby’s this noon, because my Lover Boy had phoned to say he was eating 
lunch out, and I wanted to talk to her about our Brownies without interruptions. Hah!  
Not five minutes after I sat down to a cup of coffee the phone rang and My Lord and 
Master was on the line to ask me to trot down to S.F. to pick up some text books for him 
on Market Street. Well, that seemed as good a time as any to get my own private personal 
copy of the Field Book of Wild Flowers for Amateurs (that’s me) and so I did. I s’pose the 
next thing on the agenda will be a flower press and scrapbook and Latin terms will roll 
off my tongue like oil, at the drop of a petal. Oh, Soph, Life is so full of a number of 
things I hope I’m around this good ol’ earth for several centuries to catch up on all the 
things I want to tackle… 
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April 18, 1993—Remembering the Parenting 
 

Deedee: well we started thinking about what we were allowed to do, I mean 
our parents were just OBLIVious 

Camille: oblivious!! Do you know what she told me?  Tell him about the, you 
and Harrelson going on the bus 

Deedee: oh! Harrelson and I were in 4th grade. He had been on the  

Camille: 4th grade, remind him how old 4th grade 

Deedee: 4th grade. ok, 4th graders are nine years old, and Harelson's birthday 
is in April, and mine's in March so we might have been not, we might 
have been just turned nine, 

Bob: or been eight or 10 

Deedee: or been eight, and we were on the traffic patrol, safety patrol,  

Bob: I remember that, little white belts and badges 

Deedee: and little yellow slickers...and they said that as a treat they gave us 
tickets to things, like they might give you tickets to Great America or 
someplace like that, and they expect your PARENTS to take you, 
right? well they gave us a ticket to Cimerama, remember when 
Cimerama was, the big, wide 

Bob: un huh 

Deedee: screen and everything 

Bob: you mean in San Francisco? 

Deedee: yes, in San Francisco 

Camille: ha ha ha how astute of you! 

Deedee: so, we, the two of us, all by ourselves, got on the bus down in 
Belmont. Mother probably drove us down there, 
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Bob: ha ha ha 

Deedee: and got us on the bus. We took 

Bob: well you don't know that for a fact, you might have done it on your 
own 

Deedee: no, we had to get from up on the hill down there so somebody had to 
drive us. I don't think so. I think somebody probably drove us. So we 
took the bus to San Francisco, got off in the bus terminal there and 
then took a city buses and we ate in the little drug store across the 
street from Cimerama, we went to Cimerama 

Camille: you know there are ADULTS who couldn't cope with that. 

Deedee: and then after that we took the bus to the TRAIN station, think about 
where the train station is, in this seedy side of town, and we drove the 
train home. 

Bob: yeah, I know exactly where it was, and I know where the bus station 
was too. You took the bus up and the train back? 

Deedee: uhhuh, by ourselves. 

Camille: nine years old. 

Bob: well, I, I have mixed feelings about that kind of stuff because on the 
one hand 

Deedee: I wouldn't even have let Mandy go to Oakridge by herself 

Bob: I think it's very dangerous but on the other hand what we end up with 
in our children when we're too protective is that they're unable to do 
things, so it's a real trade off. 

Camille: yeah, well, we're, I agree with you...ye, but we're coming to grips 
with this not because of a criticism of childrearing practice so much 
as a recognition that mother and father were just not, not 

Deedee: tuned in 

Camille: not tuned it. 
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Bob: well it is a criticism of child rearing practices; that's exactly what it is 

Camille: yeah, well, it, but, not a discussion on child rearing practices, like not 
something like 'should we be more or not' because what it boils down 
to is that, mother, especially as we read about ACAs and stuff like 
codependents and stuff like that, is like all her ENERGY went into 
coping 

Deedee: coping 

Camille: with him and when she writes in her diaries it was a REVELATion to 
me for my entire life I thought she was, well we both thought, that 
she didn't care, she didn't care about us, and what, that all she cared 
about was him, you know, he got the pork chops, we didn't 

Bob: ha ha ha ha ha ah ah ah ah 

Camille: but that's what I thought! 

Bob: yeah but haven't you ever asked yourself what effect did that have on 
you?  I would always give the pork chops to my kids. 

Camille: so would I 

Bob: and I don't understand, in fact if the situation arises where there's not 
enough, or better still, we're playing a game! I let them win it, I don't 
tell them I let them win 

Deedee: that's right 

Bob: it, I just let them win! 

Camille: in fact 

Bob: uuuhhhhhh! 

Camille:  exactly, bob, exactly! being a parent teaches you, and you look back 
and you say, my GOD, WHAT could have caused them to be that 
way? there's something wrong! 

Bob: maybe it was the time, too 
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Camille: no it WASN"T, there was something  wrong, 

Bob: you mean there are other parents who weren't that way? 

Camille: absolutely 

Deedee: oh yeah 

Camille: there was something very wrong, and what was very wrong was um it 
was a dysfunctional home and whether you want to call it alcoholism, 
child abuse, I mean not child abuse, 

Deedee: wife abuse, 

Bob: spouse abuse 

Camille: whatever you want to call it! there was something wrong. and to read 
those letters and to have mother say, and she to this DAY!!!, Deedee 
and I made her cry,  what did we say?, she said the most important 
thing to her was her children, they always came first. 

Deedee: oh yeah, and we said we didn't think that. 

Camille: we didn't perceive it that way 

Deedee: we thought he came first 

Camille: she just 

Deedee: she started to cry 

Camille: and when you read her diaries you realize that from, there was a part 
of her that was a normal mother who really did put her children first 
and she stayed and put up with that because, this would have been, 
this would be hard to take, especially if you're a man and not a 
woman, I don’t' know it you can identify with it, but I can, because I 
had the same problem with Gina, I mean I can't commit suicide 
because, he, he, I would have to leave her with her father, I CANT 
DO THAT!! and that's exactly what mother said. She can't leave the 
children with him, and she 

Deedee: and she couldn't 
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Camille: and she couldn't take the children with her. so she had no choice but 
to stay and take that abuse and when 

Bob: the only problem I have with that it 

Deedee: she THOUGHT she had no choice 

Bob: yeah, early on there weren't any children so why did she stay then? 

Deedee: because she thought she could change him 

Camille: she thought 

Bob: there's always an excuse!  What I'm saying is 

Deedee: you see that's very typical! 

Bob: the person who isn't strong enough to break the chain or whatever 
you want to call it always has a reasons for not doing that. That 
doesn't mean they're correct reasons, so ok I understand that that's 
how mother felt and that's why she stayed 

Camille: yeah but the point is, the point that I'm trying to make is that she was 
dysfunctional. 

Bob: I have been in some, ok maybe, I don't know...I have been in 
situations where I didn't like the situation and I wanted to change it 
but I didn't leave it until after I had an alternative, but I would be 
working on the alternative from the getgo. If I had a boss I didn't like 
I wouldn't quit; I would go look for another job on the sly and when I 
found one, then I'd quit. Actually, ha ha aha, I've never had to quit, 
but I would find another situation that I would like better and then 
move, but not say, that's it I quit, so mother could have been in that 
scenario where she was felt obligated to stay until she was able to 
build a situation that would allow her to do it, but she never worked 
on that, she never did it. 

Deedee: but you have to understand everything about her, about being left 
behind when she was 13, all kinds of things, 

Bob: all right so there are reasons 
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Deedee: 10 or 11, not 13, she got over here when she was 13 

Bob: that explain it, the point is I don't buy into it that she couldn't do it. 
She wasn't emotionally able to do it maybe, but it could be done. 

Deedee: it was possible but it was not possible for her. 

Bob: ok, 

Camille: personally I don't even think it's relevant. What matters to me is 
acknowledging what the behaviors were and that it had an effect on 
me, part of it is relevant in the sense that I needed to understand so 
that I could FORGIVE, if you will, I mean I know they didn't do it on 
PURPOSE but some people, like Penny for example, isn't there yet 
and she hates mother, 

Deedee: yes 

Camille: whereas I don't hate her. I accept the fact that she did the best that she 
could under the circumstances 
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1955, Deadening Security 
 
Thursday, June 2nd. 1955 
 
Greetings & Salutations: 
 
Well, next to having you live close enough to borrow a cup of sugar I like getting nice fat 
newsy letters. It always lifts me out of whatever doldrums I happen to be in just then, and 
believe you me, I’m just the gal to have them, doldrums, I means. Luckily they don’t last 
long--to busy with too many things to brood. 
 
…Lover Boy did not make the school board election and my little heart is just broken. 
Think of it. No meetings to attend to, no endless correspondence to write, no waiting 
outside this place or that place, no phone calls to make, no house calls, oh, how can I 
ever bear it!  Oh sure, it was a little deflating to the ego, but after all, there were two 
posts and five candidates and those other four a lot better known over Belmont than Jere, 
a veritable newcomer. Personally I was relieved… 

 
 

************************************* 
 

June 7, 1955 
 "So does necessity make cowards of us all..."  Who said that I wonder, some like 
Shakespeare, he had such a rare understanding of human nature. What would I not give 
to be able to take my life into my hands and tear myself loose from this miserable 
bondage, this deadening security. Surely, oh surely, a crust of bread eaten in peace is 
better than having every meal soured by this eternal bickering… 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

My Dearest Mother (I still have a mother, I hope!) 
 
April, May, June and now July, good grief, don’t you 
ever answer a letter, or are you on another sit-down 
strike?  But before we throw brickbats at each other I’d 
better remind myself that I haven’t exactly bombarded 
you with letters during all that time either, so alright, I’m 
a rat and time doesn’t stand still even for a rat. You’d 
never believe, no, guess after all these many years of 
being late with my cards, you probably would at that, but 
anyway, I now have two Easter cards reposing in my 
messy drawer, both bought with love and good intentions and both never mailed off. Now 
they also have a Father’s Day card to keep them company, I really am slipping aren’t I?   
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Please don’t be cross with me but no kidding, the days are so very full of so many 
things and the older I get the more forgetful I get...Gollies, sometimes I think it 
would be an absolute relief to have a job, work eight hours a day, and sit on my 
laurels the rest. If I had time, which I don’t lucky for me, I’d sit down and have a 
nervous breakdown thinking of all the things that keep me occupied. It’s the same 
old merry-go-round, and if I gave you a blow by blow description of my days, 
you’d have a nervous breakdown just reading about it. But enough of that, I have 
to fill in the picture for the last three months and I have to save my breath for 
that. 
 
Since school’s been out I’ve been operating a regular shuttle service taking the 
kids to the swimming pool and once a week to the matinee. The idea being I’d 
have a little peace to catch up with my work, but somehow it never works out that 
way. By the time I take Jere back to work after lunch, get the kids off to the 
swimming pool or wherever else come back home for a quick cup of coffee, comb 
Penny out of my hair, it’s almost time to start picking them all up again. When I 
go out and putter around the garden I have to keep one eye on the clock all the 
time, or Jere would meet me half way home, which wouldn’t be so bad either, I 
think he’d need the exercise. All he ever wants to do is walk, walk, walk after 
supper when I’m so bushed I’d like nothing better than to go to bed. Yep, I guess 
I’m getting old at last. 

 
******************* 

 
Poor Penny. According to Deedee, Penny remembers only that mother punished her 
unfairly. Once she brought a kitten to school (she was like 5) and mother spanked her. 
Once mother spanked her and called her a liar when Mrs. McCoy complained to mother 
that Penny had picked her flowers. Penny denied it, said it was a friend. Once again she 
spanked her and called her a liar when she denied having the Tupperware lids that mother 
later found melted at the bottom of the dishwasher. Deedee thinks mother did this kind of 
thing when she was embarrassed—course that doesn’t explain the Tupperware incident. 
 
I searched the entire text of the fifties and never found Mother writing a single nice thing 
about Penny. Mostly she wrote negative things. Penny internalized the feeling that she 
was “a brat.” By comparison, Deedee is mentioned 21 times, Bob 23 times and I 47 
times.  
 

******************* 
 
September 10, 1955 

… I guess my mind isn’t functioning very well in this weather, I read over what I’d 
written and found I repeated myself. I babble and don’t say nothing. After what happened 
to me today I guess I’m entitled to sound a little crazy. Yesterday I worked myself into a 
frazzle canning plums and pears and making jam. Jere’s partner, Herb, had brought 
three boxes of fruit and I had to do something with it before they spoiled and with what 
the kids didn’t eat. You must remember what it’s like, preparing the stuff and getting the 
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jars ready and then watching the clock and so on and on and on until you wish you’d 
never see another pear or another plum in your whole life. Well, today I was still tired 
and it’s still hot so I wander around in a daze--put the dishes in the dishwasher and 
wanted to soak the pots. I put them in the sink and ran the hot water and then wandered 
off into the bedroom to do a little ironing. Jere had gone to his workshop and the kids 
were all downstairs playing ping-pong. Much, much later Bobby came upstairs and 
started yelling for me. I looked up and the water came meeting me in the bedroom. 
Water, water everywhere and HOT water at that. Honestly, I didn’t know where to begin. 
It was inches deep I the kitchen and I got to worrying about the hardwood floor and the 
inlaid linoleum. Well we all fell to swabbing the deck and had it pretty much under 
control, when I discovered that all the drawers by the sink and the cupboards were full of 
water, and we started all over again. Just when I thought we’d see the end of this, Bobby 
came rushing upstairs to inform me that it had started to leak into Jere’s workshop and 
all his tools etc. were getting a good soaking. Oh Brother!  He had some T.V. sets 
downstairs that he was working on and that didn’t even belong to us, and I had to madly 
try to dry everything off at once. He came home while I was still trying to dry things out 
and of course he gave he H*E*L*L. What a day!  Supper was two hours late and now I’m 
sitting here at ten o’clock at night trying to compose myself and this letter. I sent the kids 
to the movies, the atmosphere was positively poisonous around here and now I have to 
stay awake long enough to go and pick them up. I’m too mad at Jere to go in and watch 
T.V. (so much the good for you) though what I’ve got to be mad about I’ll never know. 
Sure he flipped his lid, but why shouldn’t he?  Even though a still small voice inside me 
keeps saying, all right so it was my fault, but once the milk is spilled there’s no use crying 
about it, you have to go to work and clean up the mess… 

 
 

************************************* 
 

November 10. 1955 
 
My Poor, Darling Mother:- 
 
… We’ve also had another little communication from the Los Angeles Welfare Agency, 
registered mail this time, to make sure we got it. About Jere’s mother. Jere wrote them a 
letter explaining our situation, and if they feel we can squeeze out thirty dollars a month 
for her they’ll just have another guess coming. After reading over the figures they’ll 
probably come to the conclusion that WE should go on relief. I feel a little bitter about 
that anyway, because she was useful to George and Laura for the past ten years and any 
money that Jere would send her would only help them out, let them look after her, they 
owe her some responsibility, outside of raising Jere for seventeen years she never did a 
darned thing for the kids or me. You know, if she had shown the least bit of feeling or 
affection for the kids I’d be breaking my neck to see that she got something, no matter 
how hard it would be for us, but it’s always been just Laura and Adelaide and Albert, 
well, the three of them can take care of her now. Jere was so mad about it he said if they 
force him he’ll move out of the state. He would, too, it would be just like him, especially 
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now that he’s beginning to feel hemmed in with all the building going on around us. Gosh 
how I wish the house next to us were sold so I’d know what sort of neighbor I’d have. 
… For the last three weeks we’ve been having our summer weather again, in other words 
it’s been hot. After putting all the summer clothes away, I’ve had to dig out my shorts 
again, and you know how hot weather affects me. I feel like a wrung out dishrag and 
everything is just too much effort. And yet, the wash has to go out and be brought in and 
sorted and put away, the yard has to be watered if I don’t want to lose all my plants, the 
kids still come home from school and want to find a cake or cookies to eat, and I get so 
doggoned annoyed with Jere saying “Now be sure and get a good rest this afternoon” I 
guess he’s worried the old grey mare will collapse in harness one of these days. 
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1956, Mother Goes to Work 
 
My grandparents came out to California to attend my graduation, but I think they really 
came to pick up some pedigreed dogs because apparently they left hours before the 
ceremony! Mother went to work for the first time since the 1930’s!!!! Money must have 
been really tight. There were no more letters to the friends in southern California either. 

 
 

************************************* 
 

June 24. 1956 
 
Hello, Folks: 
 
Gosh, the house sure seems awfully empty after you left, and we all miss your face 
across the table from us. I sure do. Ruby and I have waited with bated breath to 
hear from you, whether you got there safe and sound and picked up the excess 
baggage and whether the shock of that pretty near killed you. We hope with all 
our hearts that it was all right, but honestly the way you two feel about Bostons, 
Toby couldn’t have a better set of owners. 

 
Please, mother, loosen up and write a nice long, newsy letter. I realize you 
probably put your nose right back on the grindstone the following Monday but 
have a heart and give... 
 
It’s been one hectic weeks for me, I’ve gone job hunting starting last Monday. I 
went to Lenkurt in San Carlos, they always seem to be taking applications and 
from what I hear they pay well. Since I’m doing this strictly for the money I 
thought I’d start with them. When I got there Monday they handed me an 
application to fill out and told me to bring it back next day. I also stopped in 
several other places but no luck. Tuesday I figured to just drop the application off 
in the morning and told the kids I’d be right back. Didn’t even bring my cigarettes 
from the car. Well, to my surprise they 
told me to take a seat (along with about 
thirty-six others) and wait. So I waited and 
waited and waited. They called them 
in in bunches of six, some came back and 
some didn’t. The suspense was about to kill 
me. Well, around ten-thirty it was my turn. First they handed me a set of questions 
to determine my I.Q. Fifty questions to answer in twelve minutes and some of 
them mathematical problems and you know right well arithmetic was never my 
strong point. Well, again they called three of us out and the rest of us sat and 
waited. Next came another test to put pieces into a pegged board. That was okay 
too, but on the eye test I failed. I couldn’t make out the fine details on the smaller 
little squares and the girl suggested I have my glasses checked and come back  
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again. I made an appointment with the optician for that afternoon and also made an 
application in the five and ten down here in Belmont. He didn’t say aye or nay, just said 
he’d call me. Well, when I went back for my eye test I found to my dismay it was no 
wonder I couldn’t see to thread the needle on my sewing machine--my glasses were badly 
out of focus, and it’s a wonder I got by for so long. Well, even if I don’t get a job, at least 
I had my eyes checked, only trouble is, my new glasses will cost my about thirty-eight 
bucks. Seems I have to wear bi-focals from now on. When he adjusts them for far vision I 
can’t see close up, and when I can see good close up I can’t see in the distance. Now I 
know I’m getting old--bi-focals yet! 
 
June 26. 
I’d better get this letter written because something tells me I won’t have too much time to 
write pretty darned sooon. I got my glasses yesterday and went back to Lenkurt this 
morning. Got there a little before nine and the place was jam-packed with people 
already. Once again I waited and waited AND waited. Passed the eye test with the 
greatest ease thanks to my new glasses, and oh, what a difference they make, I don’t see 
how I bumbled along with the old ones for so long. I can see objects at a distance with 
clearness and clarity and the printed page close up a lot better. It’s just getting used to 
that in-between space will be a little tough at first. Anyway, next I was given the aptitude 
test, fitting pegs into holes with both hands and putting washers, collars and more 
washers on as quickly as I could. Then I waited some more. By that time it was twelve 
and they sent us out to lunch until two. As it was I picked Jere up half way home and it 
was one gosh awful hot day. What I call hot anyway, around eighty, nothing like your 
hundred which would kill me for sure. Anyway, I went back at two and waited some 
more. Had my interview and was told to report for training classes on July the 9th. In 
other words until I’m told to the contrary I am now a working gal. I’m just a little leery 
about my citizenship status. What if they ask me for my papers?  Which I ain’t got. They 
did ask me to bring my birth certificate when I report. I spent another half hour making 
out forms and more forms. Seems I have to join the union, at twenty-five dollars. Gosh, 
that and my glasses and I have to work a week for that alone. I’m going to start at a 
dollar and fifty-five cents an hour, and boy, that ain’t hay. Maybe if I work just for a little 
while it will put our financial standing on an even basis. I was also told I’d be on a 
probationary period of sixty days. Oh well, if I just work for sixty days I’ll have a nest 
egg. 
 
I got your card and today the letter. Gosh, you sure kept us in suspense... But I’m glad 
you are both home safe and sound and it’s okay wit the doggies. I’m so very sorry I 
couldn’t be with you those last few hours, but I’m kind of glad I stayed at the graduation, 
I wouldn’t have wanted to miss it for the world. The girls and boys looked so serious and 
sweet walking up the aisle in pairs, and when it came time to hand out the diplomas and 
awards you could have knocked me over with the proverbial feather. They said:  And now 
for the award of merit for outstanding scholastic achievement--Camille Casagrande. I 
was so darned proud of her. The honor student of her graduating class, think of it! 
 
This has been such a hot week, and I’m always so thankful for that cool breeze that 
springs up just around the afternoon. All I do is sit around and pant until it cools off.  
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Anyway, I just wanted to finish this letter even if it kills me, my fingers are so 
sticky and the kids have the record player going full strength. I would have done 
better to give in and take them to the swimming76 pool this afternoon. But I had 
told them payday was Friday and I simply couldn’t afford to run around and use 
up the gas. I made up my mind to pay for the gas in cash even after the Richfield 
bill is paid up. Boy, I can hardly wait for my first paycheck. I know it’s going to 
be rough on the kids this summer not having me drive them hither and yon and 
having to take care of Penny and do the housework, but after all, it’s for them I’m 
doing it, not for myself. 
 
Bobby had a windfall last Sunday, he was walking down to the store and found 
fifteen dollars, a ten and a five, one right after the other. Gollies that kid is lucky. 
Of course he lent it to me and it couldn’t have happened at a better time. I got the 
films and I do think they turned out swell. Bye now darling, until the next time. 
 
With love from all of us, and we do miss you a lot. 

 
 

*********************** 
 
July 9, 1994 
 
After I finished typing that letter, I found myself curled up on my bed crying my eyes 
out. Typing these letters has been difficult for me, yes, but this was the first time I cried. I 
wondered why, but it didn’t take me long to realize why. 
 
I’ve suffered from low self-esteem--or whatever it is--all my life. All I know is I never 
get to feel good about myself. So it felt really strange to read that forty-one years ago I 
was some kind of special honor student at my eighth grade graduation and I DON’T 
REMEMBER IT AT ALL. Nor have I ever heard anyone else in my family mention it. 
My daughter Gina also graduated from the 8th grade this year. As Student Body 
President she was asked to make a speech--the only address made that day by a student. I 
was more than proud of her, I was in awe. I can hardly believe she’s half me--she was 
(and is) so confident, so self-assured standing there with a pair of white ribbons over her 
graduation gown to symbolize her service to her school as President.. But what will SHE 
remember when she’s fifty-one years old? 
 
I was also hurt to read that whereas my grandparents had come out to my ‘graduation,’ 
they actually left a few hours before the ceremony, and my mother, far from chastising 
them for this, apologized for not skipping the ceremony and accompanying them to the 
airport. I don’t remember this either. 
 

                                                 
76 That might not have been the real reason she didn't take us swimming! For a time we regularly went 
swimming at an indoor pool in San Mateo, but Deedee says that during one visit a man who was "helping" 
the little kids was grabbing her crotch and making her feel uncomfortable. She told Mother about this; 
nothing was said, but we never again went to that swimming pool. 
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So I cried. I cried for that little girl who should have grown up confident and self-assured, 
but didn’t. I cried because if, as people say, “all families are dysfunctional” then there’s 
nothing we can do to change it. I cried because I don’t want my daughter to cry when she 
is fifty-one year’s old. 
 
 

********************************* 
 

Friday, at long last 
July 13, 1956 
 
Hello there, Fellow Wage Slaves:- 
 
Well, here is my first progress report, and it sure looks as if I’m going to be a lot 
more faithful in writing than you are, in spite of the fact that I, too, am punching a 
clock at eight in the morning. Today we graduated from training school, and for 
awhile there it looked to me as if I’d never make it. To get back to the beginning 
(in case you’re interested) we started in bright and early last Tuesday, remember 
Monday I spent sitting and waiting most of the day. Anyway, we were instructed 
to clean wires and solder them together, teensy weensy wires the size of sewing 
thread, and great big ones with insulation on ‘me. We learned to wire bare wires 
to lugs and solder them, and to wire tube sockets. Wednesday we were given a test 
board to do, and I sure flubbed that one. I got so nervous my hands were shaking 
and I had to brace my elbows on the table to do it. The best thing my instructor 
found to say about that was that it was a nice ‘neat’ board. Oh brother!  Finally 
on Thursday we were shuffled around in new groups that were going to work on 
the same thing and my job seems to be to make transformers. Beastly little things 
there are four little wires about the thickness of a hair which you pick up with a 
pair of tweezers and solder to a thicker wire, four different colors and they have 
to be right or they won’t work. Anyway, it will be my pleasure to make the best 
doggoned transformers I can turn out. 

 
The company is an excellent one, and they sure do take care of their employees, 
once you’re hired they give you all the help they can and make every possible 
effort on your behalf to place you SOMEWHERE. Their slogan is “There’s a 
place for everyone in Lenkurt” the only thing they don’t tolerate is tardiness. You 
simply can’t be late, three times late and you’re discharged. So after hearing that 
from every side for a week I’ve tried my level best to be on time. Makes it awfully 
rough on Jere, I want to leave at seven-thirty and after dropping him off at 
twenty-five to eight I barely make it to the parking lot and hurry to the plant and 
no matter how hard I try the clock always rings up 7:49. I’m supposed to be at my 
bench at two minutes to eight. Now they tell me I’ll be in Plant #4 and will start to 
work at a quarter to eight, that means I’ll have to leave before seven-thirty. Yoiks, 
poor Jere, he’ll just have to buy himself another car. At night it takes me about 
fifteen minutes nevertheless, to get clocked out and to the parking lot and out of  
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that mad bedlam, and I never get home before five. Jere has consistently beaten me home 
all week, somebody else always picks him up on the way. 
 
Oh, incidentally I’m still on a thirty day trial, and then another month to see how I fit in, 
if I manage to get past those sixty days, I’ll be okay for as long as I want it. 
 
The kids have been just wonderful this week. I get up at six and before I leave I stack the 
dishwasher and make Jere’s and my bed, and start the washer if there’s a load to be 
done. I’ve got me a big notebook and every morning I write notes to the kids what I want 
each of them to do. They make notes to me or if we run out of something I have to buy. 
Works out pretty good that way. Cammie has worked awfully hard keeping the house 
clean and tidy, and they each take care of their own bed and clothing and room. That 
leaves just lil old Penny at loose ends and Cammie sure takes care of those loose ends. 
She’s harder on them all than I ever could be. When I come home at night all I do is cook 
and take care of the things I want to wear the next day. I did some baking at night and 
yesterday I cooked the stew ahead of time and just added the vegetables. That will be my 
biggest problem--what to cook that doesn’t take too long. Besides hamburger that is. And 
since I haven’t gotten that first pay check yet I can’t buy steak and chops every night, can 
I?  Wednesday night we had a Court of Honor for the scouts and although I’d much 
rather have gone to bed I had to attend it. Naturally I ended up in the kitchen, which was 
all right too, we had much too much food, and a great big sheet cake left over that we 
divided in four quarters and each of us mothers took one quarter. It was the yummiest 
cake with real fresh strawberries under a layer of creamy frosting, and a lucky thing for 
me that I took a piece for my lunch, for believe it or not, that enormous cake was all gone 
when I got home that night. I’ve been taking my lunch, although I’d much rather eat at 
the cafeteria. But I have to fix Jere a lunch and this week we’ve been rather short of 
funds. It cost me about ten or twelve dollars more to eat the way we did and I didn’t want 
to add the expense of a cafeteria lunch to it. As it is we go out for a coffee break 
sometime in the morning and also in the afternoon, so naturally I have to have a cup of 
coffee and a doughnut. (I miss Ruby and those morning cups of coffee...) 
 
Monday night 
Mother DARLIN’, where is your letter???? Please give me that information before I lose 
my marbles completely. As it is it will probably take all of my probation period to get that 
blankety-blank citizenship paper. 
 
I spent such a restful weekend, I could hardly wait for Monday morning so I could go 
back to my nice peaceful sitting-down job again. Jere was putting up a thirty foot aerial 
that insisted on falling down. After the second try and a new aerial later, I was about 
ready to leave home, and I know for sure that Bobby was. Poor little guy, he sure got it in 
the neck... We wasted the whole darned day on it. Saturday night we got a couple of extra 
boys as guests. Remember Gary, from Hawthorne?  He and his brother have come to 
spend a couple of weeks with us. So what the heck is a  couple of kids more or less, they 
are on their own anyway. Sunday went by so fast with the kids wanting to go swimming 
and me and my clothes ready. I am now about eighteen dollars in the red already, I went 
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out and bought me some pedal pushers and blouses. About time I got some new clothes 
out of this deal. 
 
Today I went on the assembly line and they put me to work stacking transformers. I 
worked diligently all day long and didn’t even take time out to smoke or go to the 
bathroom and at the end of the day I found out that I was twelve short. Good grief, I 
wonder if I’ll ever get fast enough to make my quota. I can tell you one thing, I certainly 
am not going to smoke myself into an early grave on THIS job. I just won’t have the time. 
Incidentally, I had my physical, too, and a in excellent physical health. It was a great 
satisfaction for me to come home and report to my darling husband that I thumped clear 
as a bell, and he needn’t think I put another coffin nail in with each cigarette I light up. 
As he seems to think. 

 
 

************************************* 
 
 

Thursday Night September 20, 1956 
 
Hello, Sweetheart:-- 
 
Got your letter tonight, and gollies, what a lift it gave me. Thank you, dear. I really don’t 
much feel like writing--I wish I had a tape recorder hung around my neck and could just 
talk into it. My head buzzes with all the things I want to say to you and when I just sit 
down to the typewriter I feel ‘blah’ and don’t know where to start. You know every once 
in awhile I get so discouraged and feel as if I was getting nowhere fast. This always 
happens when I have my monthly rendezvous with our unpaid bills and spend a jolly 
night madly writing out checks and watching the old bank balance dwindle away. Right 
now I have a hankering for a drier. And by golly, I shall have a drier before the rains 
come. I spend much too much time hanging out the wash, piece by piece, and 
remembering to bring it in. You know Jere is so funny. During his vacation we had him 
really housekeeping, and he hung the wash out a couple of times and decided it was time 
I got a drier. That, and to finish the half-bath downstairs is really what I’m aiming for 
before I quit work (if and when I quit, that is). 
 
,,, Mumsi, I’m sorry to say I did nothing about my citizenship papers yet, after all the 
rush and hurry and hounding I did. But I tell you, one part of me wants to keep working 
and one part of me doesn’t. They have never asked me about them anymore, and it’s over 
two months now, and I sort of feel in the back of my mind, if they ever say anything, or let 
me out I won’t care too much because our finances ought to be better by then, and the 
need for working past. So I let it ride. Besides, Jere had said he’d help me compose a 
letter, he didn’t like the one I’d written up, and if he isn’t any more interested in my 
getting those papers and continuing to work, why should I. He’s been in San Francisco 
on business a couple of times, and after all the errands I ran for him in my lifetime he 
never thought to take a little time out to see about it. He said he couldn’t find it, and he 
doesn’t like to drive around downtown (I believe him) but just the same, I just let it ride 
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up till now. I do think I ought to do it anyway, and one of these days I’ll just take it into 
my head to get on with it. 
 
… Well,, darling, it’s getting late again, almost eleven, and I’m bushed. I washed the 
kitchen tonight and am sitting here enjoying a nice clean spot for a change. I know by 
tomorrow it won’t be. Did I tell you that Penny has been giving me a bad time about 
complaining about a pain in her neck. The little stinker. I know she had fallen off the bed 
some time ago and off and on when things didn’t go to suit her she would say her neck 
hurt. Finally came the day when she absolutely refused to go to school, and came out in 
the morning with her full cowgirl regalia on instead of a school dress. I had just about 
five minutes to snatch those clothes off of her and stuff her into her proper things, comb 
her hair, wash her face and insist she’d better go to school or else (or else what?)  
Anyway, I worried about it even though I felt in my heart of hearts that she was just 
putting it on. I called the doctor for an appointment and like a good soul he let me bring 
her in on a Sunday morning. Gave hr a complete physical check up. And I mean 
complete. And told me she was a perfectly healthy specimen of girl child. Nothing 
whatever the matter with her. A little tall for her age but her weight matched her build. I 
looked Penny firmly in the eye and said I wanted no more talk about a pain in the neck or 
she’d get a pain in her bottom. Now she pleads a headache whenever she has to do 
something she doesn’t want to, like going to bed. But it cuts no ice with me. She might as 
well learn it now as later. All my kids go to school while they can still crawl. And if they 
can’t crawl they stay in bed. 
 
 

 
************************** 

 
11/22/56 
If you were gone from me forever, 
 what would my mem’ry be of you tonight? 
What rune did Life’s Recording Angel write upon my heart 
 (or mind) since this has driven us apart. 
The need for you to think with ‘mind’, 
 and mine to feel with all my heart. 
 
The nightingale has fled, thru no one’s fault but mine 
Mine was the choice--I knew 
love’s blindness needed only love’s light though 
to turn me in the path Love bade me go 
But stubbornly I opened wide the door 
thru which my blythe spirit flew. 
 
Oh let the past lie dead, look to the future 
Each bright tomorrow brings new life and then, 
 
Would I remember lying warmly sheltered in your arms again 
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********************************** 
 
 

I always could see both sides and I suppose that’s what kept us together all these years. 
But now I no longer care to assume the whole burden of guilt and would like for once to 
disregard the [beam] in my eye and put out the speck in the other fellow’s. If that is what 
he [asks] then, this armed truce, I will try as long as I humanly can to oblige but He’d 
better realize our relationship from now on is strictly Master and Servant and I will only 
give as little as I can get by with. 

 
 

********************************** 
 
 

See that it isn’t as easy as it seems to keep house for such a large family and have enough 
good humor left over to live with six assorted individuals without too much friction. Only 
to have the frustrating experience of hearing the same old phrase [thrown] in my teeth at 
the slightest provocation. What’s the point of [wearing] myself out cleaning and working 
when all I ever hear is “Dirt, filth, and disorder” that I’m ‘a stupid bitch’ and don’t 
know enough to go to the bathroom. Such vulgarity!  When other people don’t practice 
what they preach is it any wonder that I, a weak mortal myself, adopt a ‘holier than thou’ 
attitude. At least I have sense enough to stop short of  that ‘thank the good Lord for my 
own faults, they’re not as bad as yours” which would really mark me as stupid. However, 
that doesn’t solve any problems. 
 
It's a funny thing, but whatever mood or situation I'm in I can always find a book to 
exactly fill the bill. Take this one, for instance, for years I've been subconsciously 
following that practice of writing out my thoughts, and they do clarify your thinking. So 
just for the heck of it, let's do some more thinking on paper. Too bad my best thoughts are 
'thunk' in bed at night and have escaped me by the time I get around to writing. But 
because I've had to organize my thoughts into proper sequences for so long this Free-
wheeling style is a little difficult to do, but here goes. I got to thinking what went wrong 
in this marriage of ours and when and where did I go off course. It would be infantile to 
lay the blame all on the other party and only fair to try to be objective about it. And 
anyway, I'm not concerned with Jere right now, I only want to straighten out my own life. 
The evidence all points up the fact that he's as fed up with me as I am with him, although 
for different reasons. I may as well face it, that starry-eyed dream of twenty years ago 
always was just an illusion I've built up to bolster my own insecure ego. I've built my life 
around this obsession (and I can now call it that callously) this obsession of wanting 
people to like me and all this self-less 'goodness' on my part was all directed to this aim. I 
have had always to prove myself. For goodness sakes WHY?  Pat me on the head and I 
was your friend for life, but any unconscious or conscious criticism, fancied or real, 
through me into a blue tizzy. One part of me is so very independent it's almost a fault, and 
another part of me clings to approval at whatever cost. I fell in love, and oh yes, I was in 
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love desperately, desperately, that's the key note. I fell in love because I told myself I 
wanted to make HIM happy, I babied and pampered and lived for him alone, why?  
Because he loved me?  Oh no, because I wanted to have one person love me and me 
alone, to be mine. How possessive can you get?  Anyway, with that technique I could 
have fastened on any man and won him, but I had to pick on someone like Jere. Because 
he needed me, or so I thought. Like marrying a drunkard and expecting him to be 
reformed by love alone, I thought I could soften his tempers and his moods. Hah!  Why or 
why does wisdom only come with age, experience and living!  I wanted him and I got 
him, and why not?  At the psychological moment I came along, made no demands, was 
fun to be with, listened with rapt attention for all those pearls of wisdom to fall from his 
lips, gave my attention, my love, helped with the upkeep, kept the home, sure, it was a 
snap for any man, and any man would have snapped it up. And when did the stardust fall 
out of my eyes?  I guess I began to realize that no matter how hard I tried it still takes 
two people to make a go of anything, and it takes more than love, it takes liking to smooth 
over the rough edges of two different personalities. Yes, I would say I changed, not Jere, 
he always was and always will be like he was twenty years ago and it shouldn't surprise 
me or make me feel resentful, hurt, or bitter. He never made any bones about it, right 
now he may be held by circumstances and habit, but not by love, and circumstances 
permitting he will leave me, I know, because I no longer represent the ideal we started 
out with. Oh between spurts of quarreling we'll talk and laugh and take walks and go to 
the show, yes, we'll be together but in reality we're miles apart and strangers. He's never 
taken the trouble to try to understand me, why should he?  He never really cared, what he 
cared about was this mythical Frances he built up in his mind, this wonder-woman fit to 
be mate to the Wonder-man he feels himself to be. This Frances is an intelligent woman, 
able to match him mood for mood, whether it's listening to Stravinsky (whom I hate) or 
discussing the meaning of Life, with a capital 'L', to go for a walk when the mood strikes 
him and audibly express her feeling for clouds and shapes and such abstractions. This 
Frances is a superb cook, a hundred percent of the time, always spends money wisely and 
still gives her family everything they need in the way of extras, manages the children so 
well they are never a nuisance and keeps the house in apple-pie order. This Frances is a 
marvelous combination of mistress, housekeeper, manager and wife. Anything short of 
that is merely a pernicious design on my part to annoy and fret him. 
 
On reading this over I suddenly realize that for all my protesting that I'm not concerned 
with Jere, he seems to take up the greater part of my thoughts. Am I, too, bound by habit 
and circumstances?  I suppose so. But I also know I've stopped liking him, and therefore 
stopped caring. And that will make the situation increasingly worse and not better. And 
Frances, Old Girl, don't go around telling yourself that his hitting you all the time has 
killed your love. That's sentimental twaddle, and the reason for writing this little epic is 
to get the facts, man, the facts, not fancy. 
 

************************** 
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1957, Don’t Talk, Don’t Trust, Don’t Feel 
 
Having read The Diary of Ann Frank, I too started keeping a diary. I include my 1957 
entries here only to illustrate how this dysfunctional home was already having an effect. 
“Don’t talk, don’t feel, don’t trust”—the characteristics of the Adult Child of an 
Alcoholic—were already in evidence. 

 
************************************* 

 
 

January 4, 1957 
West to Belmont show with Bob; saw Bud, Tim and Ricky, and Howie. Stupid me, 
I left my glasses with Tim. 
 
January 7 
Back to school!  Everyone in a good mood, including me. This is our last week in 
Cooking!  We will have a Final on Monday. 
 
January 8 
No after school sports, so I walked home!  Lucky for me it wasn’t raining at the 
time. 
 
January 9 
Music lessons!  What a mess, hadn’t practiced all week! 
 
January 10 
In cooking I “goofed” in measuring water so we got halfway thru and had a 
liquid mess!  But Miss Jones let us start over. Went to Mariners. I get to go to 
“Bridge of honor & ball”!! Lucky me. 
 
Jan. 11 
Took Deedee and MaryElla to the show to see “Love me Tender” for the 3rd time 
and “The Mountain” for second time. All the girls and Jim Arvenson and Mike 
were there so I had fun, anyway. 
 
Jan. 12 
West with the Mariners on a boat ride on “Fury” with Redwood City Sea Scouts. 
It began to rain quite a bit and I got soaked. The cutest guy (some sort of 
headman) helped me off the boat. Later they asked us our names and he asked me 
mine again. Bonny said she heard someone tell him “So what (or something?) 
you’ll never see her again!”  If only  he would like me, I wouldn’t be lonely for 
awhile again!  Well I’ll find out in 2 weeks. Got installed in Jobs. Stayed for the 
dance. 
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Jan. 13 
Don’t feel too good today guess I had too much excitement yesterday!  Dad’s on the 
rampage again!!! 
 
It hailed today and rained hard! 
 
Jan 14 
Back to school. Today was horrible!  I accidentally brought mom’s smokes to school 
(forgot to empty her pockets!)  Close shave!  The Pats and I were teasing Jane today. I 
wouldn’t tell her about my new hope so when I got my apron, Pat Coffee told her in 2 
weeks I was going to a doctor because I might be pregnant!!  She believed them too!  I 
told her later tho, don’t want to take any chances of rumors!! 
 
Jan 15 
I stayed home today to receive the dryer.. I got a lot done too. I made a cake and for the 
first time it really came out good. I began to read ELEANOR THE QUEEN!  Real good 
too! 
 
Jan 16 
Another dreary day!  Got counted as unexcused absence for yesterday. 
 
Went to music lessons and did very well. 
 
Jan. 17 
I was not dropped in basketball so I went today. We had a wonderful game!  I finished my 
boo, Boy was it good!  Went to Mariners, heard nothing about nominees for queen, Guess 
I will just have to wait for next Thurs. Man is school BORING. I guess that includes every 
thing. They had the Starlighters at noon today. Real good!! 
 
Jan 18 
Today was nice. McCall’s mag. was at school to take pictures. I got a 7+ in modern 
dancing!  Highest in the class (our group each got one)  I did ok in the Eng., Orient, and 
Algebra tests too!  I went to Ann’s after school and had lots of fun with the baby and 
everything. Went to the Belmont and saw “The Girl He Left Behind” and “Unguarded 
Moment”  Real good pics!  Saw Bev and everyone but not Bud or Ed or anyone else 
whom I cared to see. Well, tomorrow is going to be long so...Night, night, ZZZZZZZZ 
 
Jan 19 
The most wonderful thing happened today. I got nominated for queen!!  At 9”30 I went to 
Jobs rehearsal and at 11:00 I got my picture taken with 3 other girls. After lunch I went 
to the Conference. I baby sat for Ann. I just adore Stevey. 
 
Jan 20 
Our downstairs furnace room is now converted into a laundry room. We have a new 
dryer and the long table serves to put the clean wash on. We plan to finish the half bath 
too. 
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Ann and I were to go bowling but they were having a tournament so we played canasta at 
her house. Today was a very nice Sunday and I am at the height of anticipation for next 
Sat. night. I am going to cut down this week and get rid of my pimples. 
 
Jan 21 
I brought the portable to school today. A boy accidentally knocked it off my desk and 
broke it. I stayed after school to be a score keeper. Went to choir practice. What a mess!  
I am cutting out sweets and down on staples for awhile. 
 
Only “5” more days. 
 
Jan 22 
Man are my joints sore!  We won our tournament in basketball 31-16. I made a lot of the 
points. Went to Jobs initiation. 7 more girls, that means we now have 99. We are having 
a snow trip in March. Cost is $7.00  Some lady talked and talked. I didn’t get home till 
ll:00. 
 
Only 4 days left. 
 
Jan. 23 
Got a C in Algebra. Guess I’m going to do horrible in all my subjects this time!  Went to 
music lessons. Took a shower. Mrs. Simmons called. Our pictures will be in tomorrow’s 
Times!  Painted you diary. Looks nice. Bonny said the pic was cute. I wonder... 
 
Only 3 more days. 
 
Jan 24 
Today I fixed my hair different. It looks cuter. No after school sports so I went to Diane’s 
house till 5:00. Went to Mariners and registered. I am going to the Joanna to the dance 
Sat. 
 
Only 2 days left 
 
Jan. 25 
Today was the worst!  Everybody in a bad mood, especially teachers. I went shopping 
and couldn’t find a thing so I borrowed Ann’s heels (or should I say spikes, oh, my 
aching feet). I wrote Gary a long letter too. 
 
Just think only 1 more day with (I only lost 2lb!!) PIMPLES bugging out all over me, God 
Blast it!  I forgot to say my pic was in the paper. Cute. Turns out there are really 7 girls 
running. 
 
Jan. 26 
Nancy Weeks won!  She is so nice. I did dance but not with whom I wanted. I don’t see 
why I even bother falling for any boys cause they never even look at me. Bonny and I had 
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a big beef cause we both liked the DOLL but he was going steady. Poor Bonny. Found 
out later that the one I like is his pal and he isn’t going steady!  Why bother, its 
impossible. I probably won’t ever se him again. But I can’t help it. I always really like a 
lot the ones I can never have (for one reason or another). 
 
Jan 27 
I went to “Young’s” today. What fun I had. I had a nice swim and visit with Phyllis and 
Tony. When Angi came I really had fun. He is now 19. I still like him tho. He’s really 
nice. He sort of likes a girl tho. Phyllis likes an 18 hear old. Wow  She’s lucky!!  Went to 
Teen’s. I’ve come to the conclusion that if something doesn’t happen soon I guess I am 
going to be a very unhappy, lonely, girl!! 
 
 

************************ 
 
 
January 27, 1957 
 
Hi, Baby: 
 
Wouldn’t blame you if you threw this letter in the wastebasket saying you know of no 
such person, and even this won’t be much of a letter. Anyway just a few lines to let you 
know I’m still around and kicking. There was a time I had lots of TIME to write and 
nothing much to say, nowadays things are happening all the time, and I never have a 
minute to sit down and pound this own machine. (Ever since Cammie has taken typing at 
school she has referred to Poor Old Faithful as ‘that old machine’)  Incidentally, 
daughter has made the honor roll at high school, and we are really quite proud of her. 
But the way she has been going socially these days I don’t know where she finds the time 
to do her homework. Here we are with the old TIME again, it seems to be at a premium 
around here. She also joined the mariners, that’s a Girl Scout organization with a SHIP, 
or boat to you and me. Two Saturdays ago a troop of Sea Scouts (boys that is) invited the 
girls for a boat ride with the purpose of looking them over, getting acquainted and 
choosing a queen for their annual ball. Of course Mama, that’s me, had to go along to 
chaperone and here we were about twelve of us, and it started to rain and how it rained, 
and all of us practically drowned. We were wet to the skin, and how in the world they 
could choose a candidate for queen among that bunch of drowned kittens was beyond me, 
but choose they did. Cammie, natch. She got her picture in the paper and it came out real 
cute, too, as soon as I can get a hold of a copy I’ll send it to you. Last night they had their 
dance, and once more I was elected to bring them home. Them I say, four boys and four 
girls got squeezed into the car, but I can honestly say I’m just not cut out to be 
Cinderella’s Godmother and stay up until midnight. My bedtime happens to be at ten, 
and after that my eyes begin to close. Oh, yes, by the way, Cammie was not chosen to be 
queen, they picked an older girl, she was really nice though, but they knew this other girl 
better and as I said she was older, and these boys are all over fifteen. But just the same 
she had herself a wonderful time, and maybe next year she’ll have better luck. She said 
herself she was glad she wasn’t chosen, she would not have known how to act, in such a 
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conspicuous lime light. Seems the boys picked a candidate from each troop, seven in all, 
and out of these they chose the queen. I still think it was quite an honor even to be 
candidate. So there we are. Music lessons one night, mariners the next. Job’s daughters 
on Thursdays and the movies on Friday never any time left over to pick up her room. 
Though I still remember MY rat’s nest, so girls don’t change much do they?  Deedee is 
going great guns, too, and Bob is doing very well this year, he’s getting his block letter 
for scholarship this year, and for him that’s really going. Penny is her same old ornery 
sweet self. And me, I too still got my nose to the grindstone and loving it. Oh yes, I finally 
got my dryer and it’s been like a kid with a new toy. We washed and dried like crazy from 
the minute Jere said it was all ready and set to go. It sure is a great time saver and things 
come out so fluffy and nice, hardly need any ironing. We cleaned out the furnace room 
and put the big table in there so I can fold the wash and the ironing board and all the 
ironing is down there so at long last my room looks like a bedroom and not a junk yard. I 
bought a new bedspread for the girls and a rug for the floor, so really it looks quite nice 
(most of the time). We also got us some of those basket chairs for the den, the kind that 
look  like a hat with ...now everyone has a chair and there is no fuss as to who sits where. 
Maybe now we can think of having the bath finished downstairs and fix up the den, floor 
and all. So maybe my working hasn’t been for nothing. 
 
Hey, did you get the package yet?  The glasses and ceramics are from the kids, Cammie 
made the little figures herself for you, I never did get that 4711. I tried all over and the 
girl at the drugstore ordered it several times and each time it didn’t come. Where DO you 
buy it?  That’s all for now, Dear, and don’t be too mad at me. I also had to do some 
typing for Jere this last week in my haha, so-called spare time and you know what a 
fussbudget he is when it comes to things I have to do for him. I’m sure glad I don’t have 
to make my living doing it... Anyway, goodnight for now, and I’ll try to do better. Are you 
feeling okay now?  Legs and back and all, all better?  Pop working?  The dogs still 
driving you bats?  Write and tell all. 
 

 
************************** 

 
Jan. 28 
Got up late today. Guess what. I might get a low A or high B in English. Test Wed. in 
Home Making. Went to Hillsdale with Tina and Saw Tim. Bought some earrings too. 
 
Jan 29 
God Blast it!  Steve is going with Judy Smith!! Oh well, guess what?  After our boat gets 
out of dry dock it is going to stay at Redwood City Harbor so... 
 
Jan 30 
After school sports were a mess. We had crummy refs. We tied. Went to music lessons 
and rewrote my theme then watched Disneyland “Magic” 
 
Jan 31 
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Terry was dropped from sports and we were all sorry because it wasn’t her fault she 
sprained her ankle. Now both Laura and Martha quit Mariners. Laura is getting married 
Sat. at 7:00. Next Tues. at 7:00 is a Red Cross meeting. We might move our boat to 
Redwood City harbor! 
 
Feb 1 
I went to the Belmont to see BATTLE CRY and STRATEGIC AIR COMMAND. I loved 
Battle Cry just the same as before. WOW!  Got home at 12:00. Found out that Bev quit 
too!  Guess I won’t see any of them any more. Bootsi has disappeared. 
 
Feb. 2 
Went to Laura’s wedding. They served drinks. What a party, hors d'oeuvres too and 
punch. It was at the fraternity house. Diane got a little drunk. 3 boys were there. Dennis 
is a real doll-ll. Got home at 12:00 
 
Feb 3 
Played basketball with Bob and Pat and Bob racked up my foot with his horseshoes!!  
Went to Ann’s, saw Mr. DiPaolo at school, did my Algi, and watched T.V. Took a shower 
 
Feb. 4 
After school basketball. We tied! 
 
Feb. 5 
Sports again!  We won!  I found out that boy’s name is Howell Cole. A senior. His buddy 
asked me if I would go out with him but I said he’d have to ask me himself. The bus came 
at 10 to 6 and the bus driver was really mixed up because he took us all the way to 
Sequoia and back to Carlmont then home. I got here at 6:30. Went to Red Cross. Came 
home and stepped on a nail. 
 
Feb. 6 
Got an A in English!! B in P.E. B in Homemaking A in typing B in Geography and C in 
Algi. Saw Mr. Kelvie, went to music lessons, did a puzzle with Mom, watched Disneyland 
(goofy) and Navy Log with Family and Ann. 
 
Ray asked me to go to Leach’s party Sat. night!!! Yippee! 
 
Feb 7 
A model show at noon. Decided I should weigh 125!  Guess I lose weight...Got all my 
homework done before dinner!! and I mean all!  What a blast at Mariners!  Diane is 
going out with Dennis Sat. night!  I have a girl to get a uniform from. I came in 3rd in a 
drill exercise!! on the 16 we all must go to Palo Alto dry dock. Test in all 4 tomorrow. 
 
Feb. 8 
Talked to Howell, some. Tina was going to go to the dance with me but she had to baby 
sit till 9:00. I waited and waited and that stupid Nancy didn’t come home till 11:00 and 
Tina wouldn’t go then!  God Damm something always happens. Broke my diet and read 
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with Mom the 1st act of Merchant of Venice. Did very well in the geography test!  (I 
wanted to see Ray at that dance too, shit) 
 
Feb 9 
Washed my hair and set it. Took it out at 2:00. It looked darling. Went to the party with 
Ray. I really had fun but I’m dreadfully afraid he was only LEADING me on. If he was, 
I’ll never forgive him.  
 
Frances came tonight. We had lasagna. I really had more fun at this party than any I’ve 
ever been to. I wish  Ray would like me...but.... 
 
Feb. 10 
Mom and Dad went to a concert. I was very disappointed that Ray didn’t phone or 
anything. Even Tina didn’t come over. What a boring Sunday!!  I ironed my gym clothes 
and watched a part of a TV movie. Set my hair. I don’t see why I even bothered hoping 
Ray would like me, cause I know he won’t even look for me at school and even if he does 
he’ll probably act nonchalant!! boohoohoo!! 
 
Feb 11 
Didn’t see Ray at all. Went to the game dance in high hopes but... I dance mostly with 
Howell. Very tired. 
 
Feb. 12 
What a day!  So very dreary and I’m so very unhappy!! 
 
Feb. 13 
Still no sign of Ray. Jim and everyone keep after me “Do you like Ray.”  I’m afraid to 
say yes and I can’t say no! 
 
I read Portia in the play. 
 
Feb. 14 
Very sick!  sore throat and all but I’m going to see “War and Peace”  If I have to crawl 
there!  Judy told me that Ray likes me. When I got home I went to bed. Tina phoned. Ray 
had phoned her. Said he liked me. I’m so very happy!!  At last!  I just can’t get to sleep! 
 
Howell gave me ‘3’ valentines. C.G.A. meeting. The show was “real” good!! 
 
Feb. 15 
I was really sick today. That bratty Ray. I’m so hurt and mad it’s pitiful. He won’t phone 
me, only Tina, he said he’d come up but he didn’t. I am really unhappy. Rosalee phoned. 
We get to go on the “Fury” Sunday. They are going up with our boat to Palo Alto. 
 
Feb. 16 
Feel better today. went babysitting. wonderful!  Ray phoned. We talked for a couple 
hours. Told him I wouldn’t go on the boat ride tomorrow so he could come up. 
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Feb. 17 
Ray couldn’t come up but talked to him on and off all day. Got quite a bit done. 
 
Last week Bev told me Bud was in the hospital. He “bruised” his knee in a car wreck. He 
demolished his car. Bev and Ed aren’t doing so hot... 
 
Feb. 18 
Waited and waited for Ray but didn’t see him. Saw him in swimming. Saw him at 6th 
period. He asked me to wait for him after 6th and he would come down to meet me. He 
didn’t come and I waited for about 6 minutes. He didn’t phone tonight either. I had 
another argument with mom and dad. Gee, I wish Ray would walk me to at least some of 
my classes. At least see me at school!! 
 
Feb. 19 
Today I was told that Ray liked Johnette, not me. I believe it because he didn’t phone me 
tonight either. God blast it!  Boys always treat me like that. Just not any good for any 
body. Went to First Aid, what fun. Diane is going out with Dennis again. Lucky stiff!! 
 
Feb. 21 
Test in Geography and algi, did pretty fine in geography but ohhh that algebra!! Frosh 
Board meeting. What fuN!  We had a good idea, a paper drive and an “auction.”  We 
will auction off all the freshman girls to the Sr. Jr. Soph, etc. boys. They will carry their 
books, etc. for one day!  Cool huh!  Went to Hillsdale. Got a wool skirt (full) and my 
jersey dress (both “at last...”) 
 
Feb 22 
Got up at 7:00 to go to work on the boat. Gee, its really fun but such hard work!  Stupid 
me wore moccasins and I’m dreadfully afraid they’re ruined. There’s mud all over!  The 
blow torch is the most fun. My feet are wrecked! from sitting in those muddy wet “things” 
all day till 4:00. I was so tired I just took a shower and went to bed. I took out time to 
write this. It’s raining!  We probably won’t be able to do much tomorrow... 
 
Feb. 23 
Another day of work. I decided to wash my hair. Mom and dad had a “row.”  Seemed to 
have calmed down when I took Diane to see “Anastasia” and “Trouble at Table Rock.”  
Both were good. Saw Bud and talked with him. Saw Bill and Chuck...Mom and Dad must 
have had another fight cause something was thrown at my dressing table and shattered 
the glass at one end. 
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************************** 
 
July 9, 1994 
 
I find it incredible that it apparently never entered the head of this 13 year old Camille to 
inquire about her dressing table. Even my lovely barometer, 13 year old Regina, thought 
it was a joke; she insisted that even if she wouldn’t say (as she wants to claim she would 
have) “What the fuck did you do to my dressing table?!  You just damn well better 
replace it NOW!” she would most definitely have inquired and expected it to be replaced. 
 
However, the first law of the ACA is, remember, “don’t talk .”  The family simply does 
not talk about anything having to do with the parent’s disruptive behavior. Everyone 
pretends that all is well, there is nothing wrong. Finding your dressing table shattered is a 
normal, everyday event not worth mentioning. To discuss it would be to acknowledge the 
behavior that engendered it. To acknowledge it would legitimize it. 
 

 
************************** 

 
Feb. 24, 1957 
It was raining too hard so we didn’t work on the boat. Dad got to roarin’ again 
and what a fight!  Everything got wrecked...I re-arranged our room and I like it 
very much. My back, torso, and face are full of pimples!!!  The birds were moved 
in our room. Well, homework must be done...nit-e-nit 
 
Feb. 25 
Talked to Howell this morning. Had 4th lunch and had a horrible time. Went to 
“Career of the Month” meeting. Got the ski suit from Ann. Had another quarrel 
with Mom. Went outside and had a cig. Decided I am a stupid coward and 
daydreamed about killing myself. I just can’t help it...I’m getting so I can’t stand 
it anymore. Now I know what they mean when they say teenagers go from extreme 
happiness to utter despair... Only it seems I rarely have any happiness at all!  Bed 
at 7:30 
 
Feb. 26 
Saw 2nd part of the Wild One. Went to Red Cross 

 
 

************************** 
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Jan, heck no February Feb. 26/1957 
 
My Darling Mother:-- 
 
Got your letter today and my conscience began to hurt before I even got a good look at it. 
“Elfriede”  brrrr. But no kidding daarling, IAM sorry, but I’ve been so darned busy 
lately, and simply never did get a chance to write. Not that I haven’t been thinking of you, 
I sure did, why, I even got you a present and a card for Valentine’s Day, I just never did 
get to sending it. One of these days, one of these days (preferably before Easter). 
 
Now let’s see where were we. Busy, naturally, but outside of that where were we. I’m 
sorry you’re not working now, I know just exactly how you feel, I would too, if I had to 
stay home now and I haven’t even been working as long as you. And it isn’t even the 
money so much either. Though goodness knows, it comes in handy. We’ve had the half 
bath finished downstairs and I’ve been working overtime to help pay for it so we could 
get it done sooner. I’ve also been roped into taking Cammie and her friends around for 
things like going to San Jose with a car full to attend the wedding of their Skipper, and 
now we’re all doing First Aide again. I’m chaperoning the girls, and it will last about 
four more weeks, once a week. Tonight, in other words in about three minutes I have to 
quite writing and get going. On top of it she tied up my weekend, we had Friday and 
Saturday off, in the most beautiful way that almost makes me wish she had never wanted 
to join the Mariners. Their boat was in dry-dock for three days and all hands fell to, to 
clean, scrape paint, putty screw, put on  water repellent stuff, and if possible paint it 
before it’s going back into the water. I forgot the caulking, and that is most important. 
Anyway, on Friday I had to get up at six and pick up four girls and be in the Palo Altos 
Boat Works by eight. We worked up to our ears in mud, until four that afternoon. I might 
add that it was raining on and off mostly on, for all of three days, and by Sunday had 
turned into a regular storm. Saturday I got there at nine, worked until every bone in my 
body ached from the strain, went home when my relief came at one, and on the way home 
my windshield wipers quit working. I stopped at a gas station but they couldn’t fix it, so I 
had to creep home at a very slow pace. I ate lunch, rested a bit and then started back to 
pick the girls up. Halfway there the car gave up the ghost altogether. I had to call Jere to 
pick me up in the little car, took him home and then started out again. Try crowding four 
healthy big girls into a little sports car, it ain’t easy!  By Sunday morning it stormed so 
bad I didn’t care whether I ever saw the boat again, and the father who was supposed to 
take the girls called and said he wasn’t going, well, neither was I. Monday morning I 
went back to work feeling as if I’d been through the mill. I ached in every muscle. 
 
No doll, I didn’t faint dead away at the suggestion that I save some money. I’m sure 
enough trying, and who knows, I might even succeed. Your last letter tickled me, you old 
sweetie. Please don’t get cross, you know I love you, it’s just that it isn’t easy to come, do 
a thousand and one things, do things with and for the kids, and I simply can’t neglect 
them because I’m working, and still feel ambitious enough to sit down and write. 
 
Oh by the way, did I tell you Jere changed jobs?  He’s in Belmont again, almost a stone’s 
throw from where he used to be. So now he’s driving himself in the little car and comes 
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home for lunch. He takes care of himself, and that way I have it a little easier. I’m 
starting at seven-thirty these days and get off at four, makes it nice, I get home in time to 
start a decent supper and we won’t have to eat so late. I know I’m going to like it when 
the nice weather comes and I can go out in the garden awhile before supper. I miss that 
no end, and everything is starting to grow and blossom now, though we still get an awful 
lot of rain. 
 
Let’s see what else goes on around here. Nothing really I guess, and anyway I see by the 
clock it’s time to get going. 
 

*********************** 
 
Feb. 27 
Talked to Howell this morning. Had 4th lunch and had a horrible time. Went to “Career 
of the month” meeting.  
 
Feb. 28 
The worst day so far in my “blues” that I’ve ever had. I was mean, unhappy, grouchy to 
everyone. On top of that I saw Ray again that made it worse!  Somehow I can’t face 
seeing him... Went to Mariners . Passed all but 1 requirement. 
 
March 1 
It started out bad but ended up good. Saw and talked to Howell quite a bit. Went to the 
show with Ann and Diane and saw “Written on the Wind” and “Durango.”  Both good. 
Howell was there and I talked to him a lot. Saw Bud too and Dennis, Bart Bodine, 
Barbara something’s step brother. Mary taught me--ou te amo--[hearts] HC + CC I 
know it will never happen tho 
 
March 2 
Today was rather nice altho... you see I understood we were to be at the boat at 9:00, so 
dad rushed me down, but no one was there. They came at 10:00. I don’t think we really 
got much done but I took a role of film. Sally and I went to see “You cant take it with 
you.”  Very good. I was embarrassed to death when a boy asked me “Does that gum taste 
good?” “Yes” I said and he replied “You sure chew it like it does!”  I swallowed my 
gum. 
 
Saw Howell as we were leaving. 
 
March 3 
Couldn’t go to the boat till 1:30 because mom and dad had to go to church. It was 
raining. We didn’t get much done. We decided since today was our last day we would 
have fun. We got all painted up muddy and soppin’ wet. Rose was so funny!  She said, 
“I’ve always wanted to jump in mud puddles!” and she did, it was hilarious...Saw “Life 
raft” on T.V. and read “Magnificent Obsession” both very good. 
 
March 4 
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I’m fairly sure Hal likes me. He talked to me in P.E. A girl in Typing said he was really 
broken up Sat. because he thought I had come with Bob!!  Tom asked me if I was going to 
ask Ray to the dance and I said no and he said “why not?” and I said “why should I” 
and he said “well you just think about it...”  Got the pics back and bought   some tennis 
shoes. Tina came over. 
 
March 5 
Tina didn’t come to school today. Type girl asked “If I had a party would you come with 
Hal?”  I said “Yes” I would. I’m scared now, very much. I think I saw Ray in swimming, 
whether it was or not, he waved to me!  My heart skipped a jump... 
 
March 6 
Talked to Hal. Went to music lessons. 
 
March 7 
Hal is going to the dance with a soph. girl. Drat it. I decided I’m going to fight for him!  
Went to Mariners. Made cookies. 
 
I finally did a good letter in Typing!  Horrible test in Algi. Wouldn’t be in the least 
surprised if I flunked. I really felt bad after I asked him if he was doing anything 
tomorrow night and he said he was going with that girl. It felt like someone kicked me in 
the stomach. 
 
March 8 
I’m scared. I want Hal so much but I’m afraid I’ll not get him. Went to sell cookies at 
4:30. Sold four boxes. Went to the show and saw “Friendly Persuasion” and “Shark 
fighter.”  We called Dad and waited 45 min for MOM to come. Dad is so lazy!!  During 
that time is when I started really getting scared. On top of that, Bud was talking with me. 
Oh, how I loath him! 
 
March 9 
Had a real rowdy row with dad. Got my Mariner uniform and some black heels. Went 
baby sitting at “M.”  Don and David were real sweet. We had a tea party with a cough 
drop mixed with water. Got 3 dollars and was there till 12:00 
 
March 10 
Went to church in my uniform. Didn’t do any homework. Bought some film and took a 
few pictures. 
 
March 11 
Hal met me at English and we walked to PE together. I had the Home Nursing Test. Some 
kids in the later test got to study cause Jan stole a test in 1st period. I think I flunked. We 
have reports to do in geography. I picked Britain. Got a C+ in Algi test. Had a meeting 
for Festival Day. Saw Hal at baseball practice when I was on my way home. Worked on 
my project straight thru. took a shower and washed my hair. Tina phoned. She wants me 
to chaperone her on a date!! ha! ha!  I feel wonderfully content, right now! 
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March 12 
Hal walked me to my locker and to PE and to 6th period. Wore my Mariner uniform. A 
boy said to me when I said “Excuse me” (he was in front of my locker) “Oh, sure...I 
didn’t know you were still selling cookies!”  Cracks bad and good all day!  Went to  First 
Aid. Left my specs. Boy, I’m getting to really like Hal a lot!! 
 
March 13 
Didn’t see Hal in the morning. Later, he told me he had stayed home to finish a report. 
He walked me to Eberts and Algi. Test tomorrow in Algi. I think I understand it 
now...Went to music lessons. Did pretty good. In homemaking we did a grooming chart. I 
am going to work on ”me” a little... Took some more pictures. 
 
March 14 
Tina and I were doing her math at the balcony. I saw Hal. We walked to PE together. I 
waited and waited for him after PE but he never showed. Saw him and talked to him 
before and after lunch. He walked me to Algi. We had a test and I think I did pretty good. 
I just couldn’t get 3 problems. Did my nails and washed my hair and took a shower. Went 
up to Tina’s. 
 
Pat was here when I got back. Talked to him. Poor Pat, I secretly think that he will 
always like me deep down inside of him... 
 
March 15 
Hal walked me to Algi. Got a B- I the test. I finally got Tina to go to the part but I regret 
it now. Poor John, he really looked unhappy. Burton Abbott was ‘jabbered” about all 
day. “A moment of silence for Burton Abbott.”  We had a discussion about him at dinner. 
 
I really had fun at the party. Hal’s so sweet and I like him so much... I sat in his lap 
practically all the time!  WOW! 
 
March 16 
Mom worked today so I did some work. Tina and I went to Hillsdale and I got some 
material and a record. We saw Dennis and Roger and another guy and talked to them. 
Bud phoned. A buddy of him, Jerry, a Marine, wants to take me out. Mike asked me to 
Davidson’s party. I went but I regret it now. I just couldn’t make out with him, I kept 
thinking about Hal and how I couldn’t stand to lose him!  Poor Mike. I guess I wasn’t 
very nice to him.  
 
Deedee’s party was a riot. All the plans were perfect tho... 
 
March 17 
Went to church with Tina. Read “Especially Father” some more and Tina came up and 
we played records. I looked for some English history but it was nil. Otherwise did 
nothing, washed pots and emptied dishwasher.  
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I am sure that Hal won’t be any different. I know he won’t hold my hand or put his arm 
around me, oh I wish with all my might he would cause I like him so... That boy asked 
Tina to the Senior Ball!  She will get a new gown and accessories if she goes. 
 
March 18 
Steve, Tom, Leach, and the others got in trouble with the cops again. Cops caught about 
20 guys over the weekend. Guys got in dutch for parking their cars on Chula Vista. 
 
Had swimming. My hair didn’t get too wet and the curl stayed in. Hal insists on not doing 
his work. He thinks that now he’s a senior he doesn’t have to work. Frosh Board. I was 
really feeling sorry for myself later today. Hal never takes me to school or home, never 
phones, kisses me or holds my hand, takes me anywhere, all he ever does is walk me to 
classes. I cut out my dress in 30 minutes. 
 
March 19 
Swimming was easier today. Still sunny weather. Did good in typing because felt 
wonderful all day. Went to meeting but only Jerri Joyce was there. We watched track for 
awhile then I walked home. Went to 1st aid. Was grouchy as soon as I got into this 
goddam house but when I left it was better!! 
 
I’m hoping Hal will ask me to the senior ball...but I don’t think he will. 
 
Arch 20 
We had free swimming today. I got an A in English, C+ in home making, B+ in typing, A 
in geography, C+ in algi. Hal is positively making me sick and tired!!  Went to music 
lesions. Cleaned up the kitchen and washed the pots. I hate algi. I simply don’t 
understand it!  I sewed on my dress for 35 min. That boy phoned and wants me to go to 
the show. I just might go too. Hal never asks me anywhere!!  Well must study for geog 
test. By the way, I didn’t include a history in my report. 
 
March 21 
Got a B in PE  Decided not to go out with Ron but I really want to because I’m sure I’d 
have fun. Hal makes me sick. He explained my algi to me so maybe I’ll do better in the 
test. I stayed after school for another non-existent meeting but watched frosh-soph game 
instead. Went to Mariners. Ann Vincent makes me sick. She thinks she is just “it” (she 
works so hard!)  I will get my senior and mariner pins at the court of honor. Ron phoned 
and we talked awhile. 
 
March 22 
I was real snotty to Hal this morning. But at Algi I was just as “sweet” as ever!  He irks 
me sometimes. Gary is really mad at me!... Test in algi and I did bad again, darn it. I 
read the most heartbreaking story ever. Called “Tiger Roan”  I cried buckets and I was 
sobbing my heart out at the end!!  It was another story about a “bucking” bronco at a 
rodeo. 
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Tina and I went to the band-o-rama. Boy was it wonderful. Elliot was so darling as one 
of the German band!! 
 
March 23 
Swimming at 8:00  Tough man!  Dad made Tina and me go on the paper drive with him. 
After lunch I went to Tina’s. We splurged on film and I got real tan (back) or sunburned?  
We went to see “Battle Hymn” and “Three Desperate People” at the Carlos. Had tons of 
fun with the girls and made tons of noise too!  I really miss Hal but I’m getting to loathe 
him too!  All he ever does is smile and I’m getting to just hate it!! 
 
March 24 
Went to work on the boat but we couldn’t find it. Found it at 1-1/2 hours late. Bob came 
too. Spent most of the day doing nothing but get sunburned and sick. Watched a movie 
called “Crash Dive.”  Very good. 
 
March 25 
I was sick so I didn’t go to school. I really ache now, from lying in bed all day. Mom got 
a deep fryer. I read some True Love mags., listened to radio. No one  phoned!!! 
 

 
************************** 

 
March 25, 1957 
 
Dearest Mumsi & Pop:- 
 
First of all let me assure you that the reports of our demise have been slightly 
exaggerated, and the reason you have not heard from me is not because the earthquake 
swallowed up all of San Francisco and the peninsula, but for the simple fact that your 
darling daughter has not found any time to settle down to a cozy chat via the typewriter. 
Isn’t it awful?  Gosh, I meant to drop you a card to let you know we are all okay, and 
there IS a letter here that Cammie wrote but which I forgot to mail. She told me “Never 
mind now, it’s all stale news now”, but I’ll mail it anyhow. 
 
Well, I ought to start someplace so I’ll go over your letter first and try to answer all your 
big and little “????”s. No, I don’t always have to take the girls, but you know how much 
I enjoy the kids, and they like me, too, so why not. Somebody has to. I want very much for 
Cammie to be with girls her own age, nice girls like that, and would do a great deal to 
make it possible. I’ve seen too many nice kids turn bad because nobody took the trouble 
to do things with and for them. If you don’t keep them busy and happy goodness knows 
what mischief they get into, hanging around movies and snack bars and going about with 
the wrong crowd. I want her to have fun and have things to do, and belonging to the 
Mariners and working on the boat is good clean wholesome fun. I took them again this 
past Sunday, even Bob, to help with the painting and cleaning up.  
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About vacation, well, I don’t know. I will get only one week with pay, and I’ll have to take 
the other, but I still want to keep on working, so I couldn’t very well come out for the 
summer much as I’d like to. Ruby will be pretty busy planning to build their new house, 
hasn’t she talked about that yet?  Anyway, I haven’t made any plans at all yet. 
 
Yes, and what about those books?  You mean I have to come all the way to New Jersey to 
read them again? 
 
I don’t want a new car, the old one is good enough to take me to work, and when we go 
out or I want to put on the Ritz I can always drive our little Doodle-Bug. She’s pretty. 
 
No, Jere will never change, and anyway, in his profession there is always more demand 
than supply, and he can get what he wants anytime. (Darn it) 
 
Spaaren, sagt sie. Hah!  Da muss der Gaul lachen. I couldn’t save two cents, for some 
reason or other there is always a use for money. But it will be better in another year, 
when those big mortgage payments will be off and we’ll only have the 75 a month for the 
house. You’d be surprised how much it costs to have a kid in high school, it’s a dollar 
here, and five dollars there. But I don’t mind, I’m glad I have it to give, and next term it 
will be Bob’s turn. 
 
You know Mumsi, it was the nicest feeling to go out for a party dress for Deedee, and for 
once in my life, we looked at the dress first and then at the price tag. I wanted the 
prettiest, fluffiest party dress I could find, and we got it. An adorable pink nylon, with an 
overskirt embroidered with little flowers. I also saw a sister dress, in white nylon with 
velvet bands on it for Deedee and Penny to wear at Easter. And I bought Penny a little 

shortie coat for Easter. Now all we have to get is shoes 
for Penny, Deedee had gotten black patent leather party 
shoes, so she used your five dollars to buy a bathing suit 
and cap. She’s taking swimming lessons every Saturday 
for the next eight weeks, and needed it. You know, our 
kids are awfully good that way, they never waste their 
money, but always buy something they need or want to 

wear. Bob had wanted a Rock and Roll coat (the very latest the boys are wearing) and he 
saved eight dollars from his allowance and we put in the difference. He had brought 
home such a good report card we said he could have anything he wanted and that’s what 
he wanted. But he did put in his share. Cammie, she made the honor roll for the second 
time, and we’re so proud of her, she wants a record player, and just as soon as she can 
supply a part of it, we’ll make up the difference and get it for her. 
 
Boy yes, we had a birthday party, too, and wasn’t the joint jumping. Wouldn’t surprise 
me none if it caused that earthquake. Fourteen youngsters, seven boys and seven girls, oh 
brother. But it must have been a huge success, every time I see one of those kids their 
eyes light up and they tell me what a “WONDERFUL” time they had. Best birthday party 
ever. I ordered a cake from the bakery and they took over the den, yes they had fun. 
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Honey Lamb, it’s getting awfully late, I think I’ll send this off as the first installment and 
write tomorrow night and tell you all about the earthquake, etc. etc. etc. Okay? 
Meantime love to you both 
(signed) your loving daughter 
 

 
************************** 

 
March 26 
I was sick again today. Very boring!  Fiddled around with homework. Hal phoned!!  He 
asked me to the Sweet Heart Ball!! W We talked for quite a while too. 
 
March 27 
Went to school. Scads of work to make up. Wow!  Mom talked to Mrs. Cole today at 
work. She told her that Hal wanted to take me to the Senior Ball cause he likes me, BUT 
that seniors aren’t supposed to take freshmen!!!  boohoo, and I wanted to go real bad!! 
 
March 28 
Did very well in English “editorial.”  Horrible in swimming, tho a beautiful day. Turned 
windy and cost around noon. Algi test tomorrow!  I’m keeping my fingers crossed!!  Went 
to Mariners. Sat. I am coming down with the boat at 10:00. That means I must leave at 
9:30 SHARP. We did knots and I passed square knot, bowline, and sheep (something or 
other). I love knots. I now have 38 pts. 
 
March 29 
It seems every time I see or talk to Hal I completely forget all my troubles!!  Tina was 
dreadfully sick with cramps today!  Hal isn’t going to take me to the senior ball!!!!  I 
HEARD him say it... I really feel bad about that. I was goofing off and I broke Mac’s 
pencil, boy that made me feel bad too. Tina and I stayed to watch track and the Science 
Fair. It was raining!!  Went to Hillsdale and got bra, petticoat, nylons, pattern ($12.00) 
 
March 30 
Didn’t go on boat cruise!  Bought material. Went to dance with Hal at 8:30. Man, it 
wasn’t at all like I expected!!  Hal danced real close and put his arms around me and 
stuff... What fun I had!!  He got real tired around 12:00 tho. After the first dance I wasn’t 
nervous or scared any more... We went to PeeWee’s [pizza] afterwards. 
 
March 31 
Did the bookcases. Mom and Dad had a fight. Bob, Mom and me went to the show to see 
“Shrinking man” and “Kelly and Me”  I didn’t like them very much. Didn’t get much 
homework done. Saw “Cinderella” on T.V. starring Julie Andrews. Very good. 
 
April 1 
Book reports!  Pretty good, I did... Hal made me mad!  Tina and I got together at lunch!!  
Hal also made me mad at 6th. Test in geog. I did surprisingly well!!  I paid Hal back 
after school (Board Meeting)  I took his physics book and wouldn’t give it back and I 
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held him up too!!!  Got a letter from Jackie. Feel unhappy and I’m worried about Hal. 
Ginnie told me today he went out with a “Phyllis” last Fri. I’m scared to death!! 
 
April 2 
What a day!!!!  I got a C in Algi. Hal played a game but we didn’t go cause Teen forgot 
to ask her father. Teen and I went Bike riding. After dinner we went again. We stopped at 
Peekies and that stupid Judy took Teen’s bike and rode off. At 7:00 I finally had to leave 
her to go to red cross. I got 95 in the test. Watched DuPont Theater. 
 
April 3 
Beautiful, hot day!!  I was slightly uneasy all morning but in the afternoon I got real nice, 
calm, cheerful. HAL ASKED ME TO ONE-NITE!  Boy, was I surprised!  It didn’t hit me 
right away. He said, “Would you like to go out with me on the 13th?” 
 
Teen and I went bike riding. I fell down in some dumb gravel and got all racked up!!!  We 
went at 7:00 too. Mrs. McCain asked me to come Fri instead. I sewed on my dress, took a 
shower. 
 
April 4 
I didn’t start ‘sam’. I wonder why?  Hal and I got along fine today, it was another 
beautiful day. We recorded “Red Chief” in English today. Eberts gave us another LONG 
assignment sheet. WOW, Eberts and her geog.!!! 
 
Went to Mariners. We elected Bosons and coxswains. I don’t like the crew I’m in. I get 
the feeling they don’t want me and don’t like me... I might be able to take a ‘water safety 
aid’ course. Wonderful, then I won’t have to be a library or program aid!! 
 
April 5 
I still haven’t started my period. I was really worried about swimming. What will I do 
when I do start?  Boy was I made at Tina. She wouldn’t go to the game with me, her and 
her excuses!!  Polly and I went to the game. Hal did pretty good. I bet he would have 
done lots better if I hadn’t been there. He was so embarrassed!! 
 
Went to Hillsdale. Was up till 9:45. Wow, how grouchy!!  Getting ready for Asilomar. 
 
April 6 
I got the bus at 7:00. We arrived about 10 to 10 and were early. Tho it was very cold and 
windy the beach was wonderful, the water was green!  We heard a speech and had lunch 
on the beach and went to discussion groups. I was loving every minute!!  In our free time 
Sally, Bonny, and I went running along the beach. They had ‘tons’ of food. We had loads 
of fun at night. (There were some army men hanging around the lodge)  We exchanged 
notes thru a crack in our wall (Rose and Dee were next door. 
 
Sun. 
Babs the Barge woke us all up at 6:00 and that why we call her “barge.”  We were really 
mad boy, we made up a song about her. After lunch we left at 2:30 about. 
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Mon.  
Awards assembly today. I didn’t see Hal until 7th. I went to hear the Marine Band. Man 
were they good!!  Polly convinced me to go to the baseball game but it turned out there 
wasn’t one!  Poor Paul!  I stayed for girls baseball but I found out later there wasn’t 
class V. When Mom picked me up we went to see Mr. DiPaolo. But we didn’t talk much 
about Deedee (of course I’m his apple [of his eye]). Tina and I went riding. The time of 
year is coming when I hate school and want to get out! 
 
Tues, April 9 
R. again today. I only see Hal about twice a day and I’m worried too... Polly and I went 
to see the game. I talked with Hal a lot. He was still embarrassed but played pretty good 
at times but others ‘no’. Went to Red Cross. I don’t know how, but we all managed to 
pass bandages and get our cards. 
 
Took a shower and washed my hair (gat a wonderful book at C. library called “Lost 
Queen of Egypt”) 
 
Wed. 
I decided, against my better judgment, to go swimming today, and I started again!  Saw 
Hal ever class today. Except 3rd of course!  I was tardy for PE and swimming. Hal asked 
me to go to the show with him next Thurs with Normie and Polly. Stupid Camille told him 
Polly didn’t like Normy but after I told her I found out different!!  I mustn’t forget to tell 
Hal tomorrow!!! 
 
My book is turning out pretty good... 
 
April 11 
went swimming. Perfectly safe!  Normie didn’t believe Hal!!  For English we had to write 
a poem. Mine is included. I didn’t do any geog. Pooh; if I get an F!! 
 
Went to Mariners. Court of Awards next Mon. night at 6:30, 7:30 for guests. I must bring 
cookies and equipment for skit. What fun! 
 
Fr. 
Mr. Goldman liked my poem. There were several other nice ones too. Started sewing my 
blouse. Got a C- in algi test. Polly and I were going to Burlingame for baseball but she 
couldn’t go. Hal is going to pick me up at 6:30. Stayed after school for Festival Day 
Committee. I am on sewing and skit groups. At last vacation and Senior Ball tomorrow 
night. Went to Hillsdale. Got pictures. Laid away ‘darling’ suit. Got purse, earrings, NO 
SHOES. Pearl is going to see about a job for me in San Carlos. 
 
Sat. April 13 
Bob painted him room PINK! 
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Hal picked me up at 6:45 and we went to Tom’s. With him and another couple we went to 
dinner. I’ve never seen a person eat so much as him!  We didn’t get to the dance until 
10:00. Real nice. Hal went to sleep on me for a couple minutes near 12:00!  We had our 
picture taken!!  It was raining. We finally got to Jint’s house and there we ate again!  
(Normie is taking Polly to the show Thurs.)  He kissed me!!!!  Didn’t get home till 2:45! 
 
Sun 
Really t-i-r-e-d today!  Wonder why?  Took a shower. Took a sun bath and read some 
Life Saving. Still got about 200 pgs to go. Tina came up and we went for a ride and 
talked. Pat and Ray came over and we played records. Pat gives me a pain sometimes!  
Drew pictures. Must WORK this week, pooh!!  Nit-i-nite 
 
 

************************** 
 
Well, instead of hunting around for a florist Saturday, or even busily putting my nose to 
the grindstone to make the money to buy that gardenia for you I spent sitting around the 
doctor’s office in the dark, while he took pretty x-ray pictures of my insides. For the past 
two weeks I’ve had the darndest funny pain in my stomach right under the breastbone so 
I made an appointment to see the doctor, gave him all my symptoms and little aches and 
pains and past history and he thought it might be an ulcer. So next step was the 
radiologist for x-rays and so on. Went back yesterday to get the findings and the findings 
kind of floored me. I was all set for ulcer and had been going easy on my diet and 
practically lived on milk and cottage cheese and what he tells me I have is gallstones. 
Gallstones yet. Next Saturday I’m scheduled for further x-rays for him to study and pore 
over an then he will tell me whether medication will do the trick or what have you. 
Whathaveyou meaning an operation. Honest to Pete!  Well, anyway Jere was a little 
relieved, I think he felt if I had an ulcer, the life I lead would have a lot to do with it, and 
this relieves his conscience, I can’t blame a gallstone on him (not that I would have 
blamed an ulcer on him either). I haven’t written you before because I didn’t feel too hot, 
and there was no sense worrying you about something I wasn’t even sure yet. And by 
going to the doctor early enough, it isn’t serious at all. On top of it all Jere quit his job 
and is now working as a sales representative for electronic equipment. It keeps him busy 
and humming and he has no time to sit around and look for trouble. And as he gets more 
integrated in his job it will keep him even busier. He might even make more money one of 
these days, but right now it’s pretty much touch and go, even though he is on a salary 
basis, rather than on commissions. It hasn’t been too easy on me, because he expects me 
to be a sort of silent partner, the man he works for wanted to meet me and make sure I 
approve of this radical change in his profession. It really was funny. Jere called me and 
wanted to know if I would go out to dinner with him at eight thirty. So I put on my best 
bib and tucker borrowed Ann’s good little jacket and we went forth. We had a very 
interesting evening, even though Jere kind of puzzled me by saying I shouldn’t mention 
my job. Seems they were offering less than he is making now and he wanted me to be the 
one to hold out for more by insisting I couldn’t make out what they offered. Anyway, nine 
o’clock came and went before she finally went out to make some coffee and that’s what 
we had. Coffee and cake. And our stomachs were growling for food by then. I’d catch his 
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eye and sort of giggle, anyway, we broke away by eleven and hunted up a hamburger 
stand. With fifty cents between us!  Laugh, honest, I haven’t had so much fun in ages. I 
kept insisting he must have misunderstood and they said “Come over after dinner” and 
he insisted there was nothing wrong with his ears and they had said “Come up for 
dinner.”  Oh well, I’ll let you know what the doctor says as soon as I know. So be patient 
with me in the meantime, and remember my mind is not exactly at ease either. 
 
Bye for now, and best love to you both. 
F 

 
************************** 

 
Mon. 
M. Simmons phoned and told me I had to go on a bike ride or else I couldn’t get my 
senior pin, so Marcie, Joann, and I, after many trials and tribulations fed him a piece of 
hotdog, water, and a five cent ice cream. Got home at 2:00 and decided to go to MA vs. 
Carlmont game tomorrow. Mom talked to Hal’s mom today!  At 6:30 went to court of 
awards. We finally got started. Everyone was nervous and goofed terribly but I 
eventually got my senior and mariner pins. Our skit turned out pretty good. I got pics at 
Farmers Market. All turned out good except ones of me. 
 
April 16 
We didn’t go to MA. Tina’s father wouldn’t let her. Marcie’s mother took us at 1:00. We 
lost 7 to 2. Our team didn’t decide to play until the last inning!!  Man was Hal surprised 
to see me. We walked 3 miles to Redwood City to get a phone!!  Hal phoned me at 7:00. 
We talked til 8:00. John wants to meet Marci!!  Hal bet me a coke he won’t strike out 
tomorrow. If he does he pays me a coke for every one!!  (I hope it doesn’t rain tomorrow. 
He told me about going to the beach yesterday!  What fun! 
 
Wed. 
Left at 10:35 with Tina and got to the park at 11:00. Hal struck out only once!  We went 
to Foster’s for lunch. It was very windy all day. We won the game and at 1:00 it started 
to ‘pour’ rain, all of a sudden. Tina and I got sopping wet going home. ‘Everybody’ saw 
us too!!  I went to music lessons and did horrible!  Must practice this week!!!  I baby sat 
for Ann for an hour and watched Disneyland. Watched Navy Log too. I really wished Hal 
would phone, but no...! 
 
Thurs. 
Mom was ‘spittin’ mad when she got home, tho I did do a lot of work!  Hal picked me up 
at 7:00. Polly and Normie didn’t come cause Norm is mad at her... Darn!  I had a 
wonderful time with “The Rainmaker” with K.. Hepburn as her usual ‘woman’! and 
“Attack on For Petticoat” which was exactly like a story I read in Colliers. It was 
freezing but Hal kept me “REAL” warm !!!  Tomorrow at 1:00 we’re going over to 
Polly’s. 
 
Fri 
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Penny was very bad today!  So was Diane!  Tho I got a lot accomplished, I, also, was 
bad. Hal came for me at 1:00 and I acted like a stupid, spoiled, baby!!!  I feel very bad 
about it, so very guilty, why couldn’t Hal have gotten mad at me and hurt me?  I’m such 
a fool!! 
 
We had “Farmer’s Market” Chinese food. Very good. Went babysitting for Van Lindens. 
I had a very enjoyable time plus getting 3 dollars!  I HATE myself!!!! Dam-it-all!!!!! 
 
Sat. 
Still feel very bad about yesterday... Went to Lifesaving and tho it was raining we still 
went swimming for awhile. I slept for a long while after working on my dress. I was very 
unhappy to discover mother doesn’t intend to move in with Dad!!!  There goes my room! 
 
Went to the show with Mom, Bob, Bill, and Danny. Positively hated “Crab Monsters 
Attack” but I really enjoyed “Not from This World.”  I didn’t want to go in the first place 
because science fiction movies always scare me to death, but this one was funny, scary, 
and just plain good!! 
 
April 21, a sunny Easter Sun. 
I wasn’t able to get my suit or hat and altho I worked on my dress, it was a very large 
‘fit’. Boy was I mad!!  All that work... Still feel bad, and worried about Hal. Well, I hope 
to see him tomorrow!  Only Deedee went to church. I took a shower and washed my hair. 
Did my algi. I really like it, this kind anyway! 
 
My head aches and I feel very, very bad!!!  I must remember to write grandma... 
 
Mon. 
Hal wasn’t mad at all!!  My hair looked horrible!  I went to Frosh Board. Got a pattern 
and worked on dress almost 3 hr. Spent last 30-15 min. basting the damn thing on 
backwards!!  How maddening!!!!  Most read my poetry. 
 
Tues. 
Hal wasn’t here today. I really missed him. Polly still hoping on Norm. Did very well on 
home making test!  Went to Jobs. Was in choir, I did everything wrong!!!  Ate 4 cookies 
and a glass of punch. Horrors, my diet!  Might ask Hal to Rainbow dance. Mom brought 
the Nash and we had ‘8’ people in it. (Mom, me, Teen, Peggy, Jean, Shirley, Bernice, and 
Chrissy. 5 in front and 3 in back!  WOW!!! What fun! 
 
Wed. 
Hal and I and Norm and Polly might go to the Rainbow Dance  Oh how I like him!!!!!!!  
Algi test. I think I did ok. Music lessons. West to open house. No Hal!!  Very good tho. 
Saw Bud. My God, how he’s changed!  From bad to ‘much’ worse!!  Well, not really... 
 
Thurs. 
Hal went to the library to do his term report so Polly and I made plans and talked. I have 
a feeling they won’t work tho. Went to Mariners. We got out early and were talking to a 
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few Sea Scouts. I, one in particular. Hal, please get on the ball, my eye is roaming, but I 
like you and don’t want to lose you, so please, oh, please, get on the ball!  What would I 
do???  I’m just a stupid baby (flirt) Oh!!!  Oh, shoot, why do I have to like boys?? 
 
Fri. 
I was in a very unusual unhappy mood today. I think Hal suspected it too cause he waited 
for me after swimming. Polly and I went to the game and then made our selves dinner 
and went to the show. We couldn’t get mom on the phone so we had to go to San Carlos 
show. it was too late for Petah to phone Hal and Normie so we had a ‘crappy’ time. Polly 
isn’t sure whether she likes Norm. Oh, next Sat, what will you bring?  a whole week away 
too!! 
 
Sat. 
Woke up at 8:30 so no swimming. Went to Regatta at 11:00 and worked til four!  Wow. 
We washed all the dishes too. I saw Sam Burk again. Met this other guy who’s from 
‘cross the bay. He invited us to go on his boat (biggest one!) tomorrow. Went to dance at 
8:15 and danced with Sam a (doll!!) bunch and one (bunny hop, oh my aching feet!) with 
Ron Collins and all the rest with Steve Halgrimson. Oh, I had a ‘wonderful time, but 
Sally is just crazy about him and she was crying!  I felt bad about it but I couldn’t feel too 
bad cause I really do like him and I had so much fun!!  ?Will go tomorrow. 
 
Sun. 
Worked on the boat from 15 to 11 till 12:00 then we went to ‘Regatta’. Belmont won five 
1st places and the regatta!!!  When the ‘Monster’ pulled out, she forgot her oars so she 
had to come back. Sam waved to me... Sally and Babs told me about a beach party they 
would have in celebration. They told them they were going to invite us instead of Belmont 
Mariners. So I went home and hoped and was happy but NO they didn’t!!!  It was plum 
mean just DAMM hot today too. 
 
Mon. 
Hal had a ball Sat, too, I found out. So I don’t feel bad about giving him a ‘brush’. Went 
to F.D. meeting. Sally told me that Steve told her that because of high tide they couldn’t 
have a shell bank party Sat but will have one next week and invite us. WONDERFUL!!!  
Finished my home project and went to Hillsdale and got my suit, zipper, and peddle 
pushers. Tried on a darling semiformal dress. WOW!  A highway might be built thru the 
canyon!!  Oh, gad!!! 
 
Tues. 
Had a back ache this morning but by 8:00 pm I was in agony with every movement!!  
Ditched Hal today... Almost didn’t make it through the day with B.A. Miss Nagai said I 
had a very good SIDE STROKE but needed more leg power. 
 
Wed. 
Stayed home today and WOW WOW!! could hardly move. Read “The Way West” very 
good. Going to the doctor tomorrow. 
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Thurs. 
Went to Dr. Pryor. I have a muscular ‘rheumatism’ or something. Went to Ann’s for 
awhile. Went to open house at Cipriani, even tho I felt rotten!!  It was Pearl’s birthday so 
her and mom and I went to Anne’s and had a party and gabbed till 10:30. Wow, am I 
beat. (and when I should be getting ‘extra’ sleep too!!) 
 
Fri. 
Didn’t feel too well today. Tons of home work to make up!!  (Polly was real sick)  At 8:00 
Hal, Pol, and Norm and I went miniature golfing and then over to Polly’s  When Petah 
came (brought Gloria) we drove around for awhile. I had a horrible time but Polly did!, 
didn’t get home til 12:00, tho I kept telling them I had swimming tomorrow. Oh my 
aching ‘sleep muscles!!! 
 
Sat., May 4 
Went swimming. We had demonstration with small craft. Went on mystery trip in Mr. 
Hillpish’s pick-up truck. What a ball!  Went to S.F. aquarium and museum and tea 
gardens. Went to Young’s with Polly. Tony, Phyllis, and two other boys. Had nice time, 
but water is sooo shallow!!!  Watched “Men of Annapolis” and Last of Wyatt Erp. 
 
Sun. 
Ironed a lot today and did my report. Took shower and washed my hair. Dad acted like a 
spoiled child all day. I made a cake. Forgot to go to Jobs. Watched “Touch of Venus” 
with Ava Gardner. Very cute!!  Got to bed at 11:00!!! and me and my low blood 
pressure! oh, my achin’ sleep buds. Had Stevey for awhile too... 
 
Mon. 
Got a C on the other English test. I like tennis. Got a book called “My true love waits.”  
Saw Hal. Went to F.D. Com Meeting. Went to Hillsdale with Anne and got some shoes. 
Man, I wish I were rich and could buy anything I wanted!!!  
(Polly likes Normie!)  Yea!!! 
 
Tues. 
Just think only 5 weeks left of school and report cards tomorrow. 
 
Hal was watching me play tennis!!  I can’t play at all either!  Saw Steve. Worked on 
Tina’s map after school. What a mess. She is rinsing her hair tonight. 
 
Wed. 
Got a B in English, B- in PE, B in Sewing, A- in typing, B+ in geog. and C in Algi. 
Forgot my lunch money so did without lunch. Tina and I worked on her map in the 
morning. Saw Steve!  Hal asked me to a beach party. If Normie asks Polly I might go. 
Went to skit committee meeting. What-some-a-callit wants everyone to do what he wants. 
Hal’s mom took the picture to work and mom saw it!  Rats!!  Finished “Ann Laurence of 
Old New York” Very good. It rained. I went to music lessons. 
 
Thurs. 
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Dad wouldn’t eat breakfast with me so he starved!  Courts were wet so we practiced our 
swing and reviewed rules. I love tennis. Because of Mother’s Day the boys postponed 
party till next Sun. Thank goodness!  Finished “West Pt. Pete”  Very good. Went to 
Mariners. We moved boat over and “shot” it on land so we could paint it Sat. We need 
lots of equipment for our cruise. I’m getting fire extinguishers. Sally, Bon, and I are 
going to be first aiders for an overnight on June 1. 
 
Fri. 
Played Tennis. Still love it and still can’t play it. Did nothing in typing. Finished “Sue 
Barton, Student Nurse.”  Like it too... Got “Cross My Heart” from Tina. Went baby 
sitting and Mrs. Wishers. Juli and Robin were talking and I gathered that their household 
isn’t all ‘peaches and cream’ either. She almost ran out on them!!  I read a lot of the 
book. 
 
Dad and I had a fight this morning but he got the extinguishers for me this afternoon. 
 
Sat. 
We’ll start testing next week!!! Wowi!!! Worked on the boat from 10:30 til 2:00, 7pts. 
Sam was there too, and others. It was raining off and on all the time so it made painting 
difficult. Dot’s husband Tom was a big help. Ann deserted Sally there, then had the nerve 
to phone and ask her to bring home the sandal which she had forgotten also!!!  What a 
nerve. 
 
Sun. 
Ate candy and other junk all day. Gads. Decided to ‘glamorize’ myself and wear my 
glasses... Did most of my homework, geog. Fixed my dress but it needs washing, looks 
‘dingy’. 
 
Mon. 
Mr. Goldman was about to give us a test today!  We played volleyball in gym and senior 
boys were there also. Almost finished my blouse. Got our driver’s training books and 
Eberts said she would give us a ‘real hard’ quiz every day!  Substitute in algi, a real 
nutty old ‘bag’. Festival Day meeting. Read “Emily of Deep Valley.”  Real good. It 
rained. 
 
May 14 
Test in English. I didn’t do too well tho. We played volleyball in the gym again. Almost 
finished my blouse. I got 100% in the driver’s test. It was easy. Caught on to the algi too I 
think. No one showed for skit meeting so Mrs. Sanders took me home. West to Jobs. 
Tina’s and my robes had disappeared!!  I might enter a contest for a theme on “Sharing 
is the Crowning Glory” or something...?  Got my picture and five tickets to a ‘tea’. Hal 
asked me to go ice skating this weekend. 
 
Wed. 
I got a C in the last test and was I ever mad. I’m not going to study any of those tests any 
more. Played a fairly good game of tennis with Midge. Almost finished my blouse. I was 
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racing down the hall to catch Tina when something fell out of my purse. Before I noticed 
it, I had stepped on them “My glasses”!! Wow  I got another A in geog. 1 wrong. Went to 
music lessons and practiced “ens” before and after dinner. Tried to write some of Jobs 
theme. Ann came over for awhile after school. Bob went to Sea Scouts (with Bill) and 
both liked it a lot. 
 
May 17, Thurs. 
Did very bad in the test. My right wrist is weak and that makes tennis hard. Mom said 
she’ll get me a wrist guard. Washed dishes. Went to Mariners. We got a lot of stuff from 
our boat but still need a lot. We might go in August tho. 
 
Took a shower. 
 
Fri. 
Got an F in English. Saw Mr. Worthington during 2nd. Decided to take bookkeeping 
‘stead of geometry. Made only 3 errors in typing. Missed one in geog. Did all the 
problems in algi test. Was really surprised when Bob brought Steve to the skit meeting. 
We had a ball, tho I was really embarrassed with Steve there an’ all... Rob is going to 
make up a part for me. Diane gave me a lift home. She’s still cute. Stayed home... 
 
Sat. 
Swimming, Didn’t do very well. “Swimming in the rain”.. Went bowling. Got a 
tremendous ‘40’ compared to Pat’s 150. I quit. Got my hair cut. Ate like a pig. Mom and 
dad make me sick. Every time I do something, it’s wrong!!  She made me wash dishes 
twice today, just to ‘punish’ me but she wouldn’t tell me ‘why’?  Damm. washed my hair 
and wrote Jack. 
 
Sun. 
Was really mad at everyone so when Marci phoned and invited me to board a ship in 
Redwood City I went. It was a Navy ship “currier.”  They had been yesterday. Barb liked 
a cute one named Jimmy Bennett. Marci one named Jack. Al gave me a tie. Real nice. I 
lost them once and a southerner name of Orville Young took me over. I’ll never, ever 
forget him. I really fell hard!  We talked for ages but he was called below. I gave my 
address to 2 guys. I hope they write but I doubt it. 
 
Mon, May 21 
Festival week was postponed due to the rain. Deedee left for camp. Skit committee meet 
but nothing came about. walked the “ways” in mud and raid. Tina Ann Mom and I went 
skating. What a, I say, what a ball!  I love skating. Lenkurt's party!  One guy asked me if I 
worked there and then asked me if I was a senior or a junior!!  Compliments?  Next week 
Tina and I will try our luck at ice skating... Hal, Margo were there too 
 
Tues. 
Today was nice and sunny, only missed 3 in Orient. altho I didn’t read it. Had a rally. 
Very good. Quite a mob outside the closed doors. I got an A in Algebra. 100% correct. I 
was so  surprised!!  I got a letter from Clay!  Another surprise. I wrote him back then 
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tore open the envelope and wrote him again. I just couldn’t make my mind up!!!  Mom 
and dad went out to dinner with the Daltons. Thinking of Orville. 
 
Wed. 
Mom went to a night club last night. I passed the tennis test. Barbara wrote to Jimmy and 
Marci to Jack (or someone). They went wild about my letter. I got 100 in geog test. West 
to Polly’s after dinner and Bob and Bill went to Sea Scouts. Almost half thru with 
“Yearling.”  Really like it. Polly and I had a ball!!  Had to come home and wash dishes 
tho cause mom waited til 10:00 for Bob!!!!  Mom has to have an operation for her 
gallstones in July!!  Ruby came up and showed us the plans for the house. I wrote Clay’s 
letter over again (three times all count) but finally sent it. 
 
May 24 
We had a good assembly lasted two hours. Then we had PE for 1-1/2 hours. Wowie!!  
Skit committee met. I’m to be a “French girl” who does all the extra!!  Raspberry asked 
Hal to a Jobs Instal. dance!!  I’ll prob. ask Steve-o. Mariners hardly anyone there!!  
We’re prob. go on our cruise in August but Bel. boys aren’t going with us. They’ll go to 
Santa Cruz!  Darn!!  Barb. sent her letter. Got motor for dish washer!  No more washing 
dishes, at last!!! 
 
Fri 
Polly and I went ice skating. What a ball!!  I was pretty good too. I fell down so many 
times that my hands were ‘really’ swollen. It was cold to!!  I met a real nice guy from San 
Mateo. Sam was there. I skated with him a bit. A guy from MA junior college got my 
phone num. Stayed overnight with Polly  ‘Everyone’ was there!!!! 
 
Sat. May 26 
Did pretty good in tests. He gave us some real hard questions we must turn into Mr. 
Thornoe by Wed. Went to work on the boat took Polly. Sam and Steve were there. Got 
covered with paint and had to go to Steve’s that way!!  But I had fun anyway. We 
accomplished nothing tho... I really wish Steve would like me man!  Marty, Brenda, 
Johnny and Gary were the only ones there besides Steve and I. Sagers wanted me to go 
out with her, NO DICE!!! 
 

 
************************** 

 
May 27. 1957 
 
Hello, Parents:--- 
 
I’m restless as a doodle-bug tonight--it’s been so doggoned hot again and I have no 
ambition to do anything, so I might as well sit here and see if I can turn out a decent 
letter, for a change. 
 
Thanks a million, darling, for answering so quickly, it’s really more than I deserve. 



335 

 
Well, I’ve had my appointment with the doctor last week and the verdict is that I’m 
scheduled for an operation on July 12th. I’ve arranged for a leave of absence of five 
weeks, including the two weeks vacation in August. That should give me plenty time to get 
on my feet again. It’s really not so very bad, and incidentally, the doctor says they can’t 
dissolve a gallstone, that that is a popular fallacy, he says that people go along with a 
gallstone or two for years, but that eventually it will give trouble, and you get jaundice 
and pain and they don’t like to do emergency operations. They like to do it when a person 
is in good health, and I am in the pink of condition(?) right now. Oh, he gave me a long 
lecture on gallstones, and while he didn’t exactly twist my arm to have this operation 
now, the upshot is, do you want to live or don’t you. And I do. Anyway, with the group 
insurance from work it won’t cost me too awful much (I hope) and I will draw about forty 
dollars a week while I’m off work. Apparently it is something I’ve lived with for quite a 
long time, judging from the size of the stone in the x-ray, and I really am not a bit 
worried about it. Don’t worry about me, Angel, I’m fine, really I am, and this is as much 
a surprise to me as it is to you. And honestly, do I look like the kind of person who would 
have a nervous breakdown, do I?  Going to work, well, it still is fun, and more relaxing to 
me than staying home. It lets me off the hook from so many things, from PTA to church 
right down to Jere. In case you haven’t heard, I declared my independence from the day I 
started to work. No more running errands, no more struggling to make the outgo match 
the income, all I do is worry about how to stretch my sixty-one bucks to cover food, 
cleaning, baby sitting, gas etc, etc. etc. and have enough left over to pay off Sears 
revolving charge account and the account at Hartfield’s for my clothes. That’s all, hah!  
You know very well, dear, tht I don’t mind doing things for the kids, after all, that’s what 
I’m working for, so they can have a little extra, and it pleases me to see them all busy and 
active in things like Mariners, Jobs Daughters and Scouting. Now that Jere has the little 
car he’s taking quite a load off of me, by doing his share of ferrying them around. Matter 
of fact, he is the one who is insistent of my going to bed at ten, and no waiting for the kids 
to come out of the movies at eleven. He goes and picks them up. So really, I never had it 
so good. This gallstone thing is just one of those things that will happen in the best 
regulated families, at least it ain’t no ulcer. Which I’d really have minded. 
 
Jere likes his new job very much, and something tells me I’m going to, too. Gee, he called 
me at work last week and said would I like to go to dinner. (Here we go again) and I said 
“Dinner? You’re sure you said DINNER?” and he said yes, someone would pick me up 
at six and we’d meet him down in San Francisco. Well, I rushed home and Cammie said 
to call Mrs. Dalton (the boss’s wife), I did and she said she’d be picking me up at five. 
Holy Cow, and here it was four thirty already. I jumped into my bubble bath, put up my 
hair, looked over my dresses and found I hadn’t a thing fit to wear, the last dinner, if 
you’ll pardon the expression, had left relish spots all over it and I hadn’t noticed it before 
I hung it away, so luckily Ann, bless her little heart, came to the rescue with a darling 
navy blue sheath dress, that fits me like I was poured into it, and which made me look like 
a million dollars. Cammie’s little white shell of a hat, Cammie’s black shoes, and isn’t it 
nice to have a daughter whose clothes you can wear?  And I was turned out looking like a 
lady about to go to dinner. We had a simply marvelous time, too. Turned out we were 
entertaining an out of town manufacturer. We  were a party of six, so we really had a 
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swell time. We went to a really swanky place down there in S.F. a nightclub with 
entertainment and all. Four Daiquiris and I’m floating lighter than thistle down, boy, it 
was fun. Came home at midnight but it was worth it. Last Friday I was supposed to go to 
another dinner, but begged off, I simply have to get me some clothes first, I can’t go 
around borrowing my friend’s clothes all the time, can I?  And now I wished I had gone, 
seems they wee giving Jere a birthday dinner, cake, card and all. Oh well. I didn’t know. 
You know it’s fun to have friends, the girls at work were all working hard gathering data 
on clothes I could borrow if I needed to, one offered a black velvet sheath dress, another 
her fur stole, and so on, so actually I could have quite a few changes if I want to. But 
gosh darn it, I want to buy some of my own. I do have that lovely Easter suit of mine, but 
you can’t wear a suit all the time. I went out tonight, window shopping so to speak, to see 
what there was, and believe me as soon as I can I’m really going to splurge. And I don’t 
mean any old little eight dollar number either. If I have to dress to fit the occasion, I’m 
going to buy good clothes. And that will be fun, after all these years. 
 
Darling, I was reading your letter over, and you simply don’t understand. I’m not 
spoiling Cammie, but when they start going to high school they simply have got to have 
clothes and good times like the other kids, I’m not able to do nearly as much as I’d like, 
because after all, there are four to spread around. As it is now they get what they 
absolutely need and that’s all. That’s the reason I went to work, so we could send Deedee 
to camp, and buy shoes, always we buy shoes it seems. They all get their fair share, and 
not one of them feels that the other one gets more. I know when Bob goes to high school 
this fall we’ll be starting all over again, they wear different clothes, no more jeans, but 
ivy league pants, no more simple shirts but the really snappy ones the boys wear out here, 
and we started with a bang buying his graduation outfit. The kid really has good taste 
and likes to be a snappy dresser. Boy, wait till you see his picture. You know, Mom, you 
only had the two of us, but you must remember what it was like. I don’t want them to feel 
they have to go to work too soon. Already Cammie is talking of taking a job for the 
summer, and good God, she is only fifteen, time enough for that when it is necessary. I 
want them all to have good schooling, as much as they can take and make something of 
their lives. They don’t get spoiled by no means, but they should have what their 
contemporaries have without feeling they are left out of things. Bob is about ready to join 
the Sea Scouts now, and I’m very pleased about it. It will keep him out of trouble for a 
few more years. 
 
As far as our debts are concerned, you knew this would go on for a few more years. It 
gets easier with each month. I don’t even think about it anymore, it just goes on and on, I 
guess. 
 
Oh well, I rambled on enough for one night. Time to sign off. But put your mind at ease, 
sweetheart, everything will come out all right, sooner or later. 
 
I’ll write again soon, so bye-bye for tonight, 
and best love to you both 
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P.S. How about dropping a little line to Deedee, she’s anxiously awaiting a letter from 
you, or even a card will do. 
 

 
************************** 

 
Monday, May 28 
I flunked the driver’s test. Missed 9!!!  Got C in Algi test 
 
Tues. 
Had skit meeting after school. Had another at 5:00. Had a lot of fuN!!  After everyone 
left, Bruce and another Bob wrote ‘60’ on the senior lawn with sand!!  We played 
football in the dark. It was fun tho I really wrecked Steve!! haha must finish questions. 
Ray Bozzo, Steve, Bob, and Bruce were left!!! 
 
Thurs. 
No school!  Fixed my skating skirt and made bloomers. Took Bob down some lunch at the 
Barge. Steve came up!!!  Oh, I was sooo surprised and happy...!  We talked for about an 
hour...Decided not to say home tomorrow. 
 
Fri. 
Flunked English test. Saw Steve after 5th. God, I was shakin’ so much I could hardly 
talk!!!  Oh, I want him to like me... 
 
Went skating. My foot still hurts. Tina came along. That guy didn’t come but about 10:00 
two guys picked us up!!  Mine’s name was Ron Anderson, a junior at Sequoia, and hers 
named Bob. We had a coke and then they took us home. Oh, my achin’ conscience. 
 
June 1 
Left at 11:00  Waited at Bonny’s till the lady came. We went with a real nice family. The 
food was very good. The kids were brats, the pool and the mountains were wonderful. 
Studied my algebra with Bon. 
 
Sun. 
Was freezing last night and caught a horrible cold and slept very bad. Kids turned out to 
be ok. I life guarded them!!!  Carved “CAMI + STEVE” in the bridge. No one phoned 
and we went to see Mrs. Sagers. 
 
Mon.  
Started today and so did Teen. Didn’t dress in PE. Brought my lunch. Was late for 
school. Steve walked me to lunch. Saw him after 6th. Got an A on my blouse. Got 100% 
in drivers test. Final in algi on thurs. CGA meeting. Bob stole my F.D. Swiss hat. Boy 
was I mad!  Teen stayed overnight and we went to Hillsdale. Bob Peterson promised us a 
picture. That darn bus driver left us again!! 
 
Tues. 
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We forgot our lunch. Talked to Steve until the bell rang. He walked me to English, PE, 
Eberts. I had 3 ice creams for lunch!!  Lent Steve my test. Took a shower. 
 
June 5 
Steve put his arm around me!!  About 3 people asked me if I like a guy named Gary 
Anderson(?). Goes to Sequoia. Was I shocked, never even heard of him!!! 8th graders 
came but I didn’t see them cause I was in home making. Tina stayed home with a cold. 
Got my Jobs robe...went to music lessons. 
 
Thurs 
Steve asked me to go skating. Got my yearbook. Had algi test. Went to Jobs installation 
rehearsal. Dull as usual with Mrs. Aminack. Got home too late to wash my hair. 
 
Fri. 
Went to the library during English. Always the mad dash to sign year books!!!  I signed 
Steve’s and he signed mine. Mrs. Abraham gave us the whole period to ‘fuss off.”  I got 
into the 95 percentile. Number ten in a class of 33!!  Both Tina and I were really worried 
about our guys but Tina and Bob danced all night and he took her home. Steve had 
trouble at first but got going good. I had a fabulous time. I made Steve fall down a trillion 
times and he was soakin’ wet tho I fell down only once but got soakin wet anyway. Tina is 
staying over night... 
 
Sat. 
Went down to the Barge and helped get our boat back into the water. It really looks nice. 
The Monster wasn’t back yet. I typed a letter for dad and then we all went miniature 
golfing. Bob, as usual, won, dad came in next, then me, then mom,  Penny was having a 
gay time. Afterward we had hot cocoa. 
 
Sun. 
Mom and dad really went at it today!! and do I mean it!!  all day too... Deedee came 
home after lunch. Bob didn’t go over to Tina’s last night. Bob went to the Barge. Bill 
came home with him. Mr. P phoned up in late afternoon and asked us to come down. He 
needed help cause the calking had come out in one part of our boat and it was sinking!!  
We finally got it on land again. I went thru the Belmonster and the crash boat. Man is it a 
beaut!!  Didn’t hear from Steve... 
 
Mon 
Only saw Steve in morning...??  Went to nurse 6th and 7th Forgot to stay after school for 
sewing. Went to Hillsdale. Tina went too. Fixed my pic. 
 
Tues. 
Went to the Hobo party. Put red lipstick on my nose, found out it was indelible!!  Goood 
entertainment. 
 
Wed. 
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Steve asked me to a beach party Sun. Said he might come to dance on Sat. Barb wants to 
go with us to the City on Sat. Washed my hair. Teen, Marsh, and I went to graduation. 
Quite similar to ours only we were more grown up. Stayed awhile for the dance. 
 
Thurs. 
Steve and I are getting quite tired of walking around the school!!  Had a substitute in 
geog. What a riot!!  Steve and I are really confused, now, about our dance. Jean invited 
me to go swimming with her, then she asked me if mom could take us and then assumed 
she would also pick us up!!  On top of that, she bought herself, Bernice a coke, but not 
me!!!  God I wasn’t mad or anything. Mr. DiPaolo FLUNKED a girl!! ....Saw Angi 
 
Fri. 
Got a B in Eng., B in PE, B in homemaking, A in typing, C in Algi, b in geog. Polly and I 
walked to bowling ally, bowled, met Steve, Bob Coleman, and others. Walked back to 
Polly’s and struggled up hill to Coleman’s house on top of the world!!  Had a glorious 
time swimming and stuff. Went to graduation. What a rush too!  It was windy and 
absolutely freezing. Steve and I couldn’t get a ride so we finally phoned his dad. We 
ended up at Larry Fry’s house and then Steve, Bob, Bruce Jim Bettencourt and the other 
girls went up to my house. Steve and I had lots of fun!  I was worried tho, cause he was 
supposed to be home at 10:30 but he didn’t get home til 12:00. 
 
Sat. 
Woke up at 9:45 and had 15 min to get to Martha’s wedding. It was late of course!  
Afterwards they had a reception but it wasn’t over till 12:30. Polly, Marsh, Barb, and I 
finally got to Pier 45 (not the one we wanted) at 3:00. We had one hour. It was horrible 
too. Absolutely DEAD!!!  Got home at 6:00 and rushed to get to Nesbit. What a mess. 
They forgot my chair!!!  Steve couldn’t make it so I left early.! 
 
Sun 
Went to Bee Hollow with Steve. Polly was there too. It was cold and the water was 
freezing too!!  We had a wonderful time. 
 

 
************************** 

 
June 16, 1957 
 
Hello, Darlings:- 
 
Well!  It isn’t my birthday--?Christmas is a long way off, so how come I rate a package in 
the mail????? It was a lovely surprise and I do thank you for it, but how come???  It fits 
like a dream and both the dress and the coat is just darling, but again, HOW COME?  
Honestly, Mumsi, did you really think I had NOTHING to wear when I told you in my 
letter I had nothing to wear?  I meant nothing truly suitable to wear out to dinner when 
you don’t know exactly where you’re going. I meant something sleek and check like a 
navy blue or black sheath dress, something really elegant like taffeta, oh you know 
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something that looks at home at a cocktail bar or in a show or restaurant. And I shall 
have a dress like that one of these days without having to borrow it. Telling you about the 
girls at work was a joke and we all took it as a joke, I never meant to take them up on it. 
But thanks anyhow, you are a dear and I know you love me (and that’s the nicest thing 
about it). 
 
You know, Mumsi, I wish now I hadn’t put that operation so far ahead, it kind of is 
always at the back of my mind, and though I’m not worried I still and all wish it were 
over with. Well, I go in on the twelfth of July and I won’t go back to work till the 
nineteenth of August, so that gives me plenty of time to get well. And if by that time I 
decide not to work anymore, well, I can always stay home. Everything is all arranged and 
you’re not to worry your little head about it. The kids and Jere can look out for 
themselves and believe it or not I have lots of friends that are willing and anxious and 
ready to stand by to see that I take it easy. 
 
I’ve had a pretty bad cold again last week and I really was miserable from it, seems 
whenever my system is a little out of whack I get those stomach pains and the wheezy 
allergy again. So it probably is just as well to have it out. The weather is so screwy too, 
hot one day cold the next, and for the past week it’s been a real scorcher. Luckily our 
new plant is air conditioned and cool enough to make me want to wear a sweater, and 
then when I go outside at four-thirty it hits me like a blast from the furnace. And oh last 
Sunday, boy was it ever hot. I should have gone to the beach, Cammie did with her boy 
friend and she said it was downright cool there. 
 
Well, Bob had his graduation and he, too, made the Award of Merit for Scholastic 
Growth, and was we ever proud, boy, our chest puffed out a mile. He was on the honor 
roll too, and so was Cammie, well, they may not be the best kids in the world, but they 
sure are smart!  Jere got Bob a television of his own for ten dollars, and very good 
looking piece of furniture if I do say so, and it works too. All he needs is an aerial to 
make him a completely happy boy. He sure does keep his room and his person nice, not 
at all like his sloppy mother. 
 
Darling, I still have that pretty nightie you sent me a few years ago and I have a bed 
jacket and I got a new bathrobe so I really am all set and don’t need a thing. Thanks 
anyway. 
 
No, Jere has no hospitalization right now since he changed jobs, but mine takes care of 
most of it. Yes, I found the stamps, didn’t you recognize them on your letters?  Yes, I got 
the seeds, and planted some, I sure do love a green salad and borage makes it taste 
better. I’ve been putting the radish leaves in to give it a little tartness, and it works fine, 
but there’s nothing like borage. 
 
Well, it’s getting late again so I’d better sign off for tonight. 
 
Thanks a whole million for your lovely present, and you take care of yourself too. 
Bye now, and best love to you both 
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February 5, 1994—Remembering the Anger 
 
 

Camille: What did you see Bob, did you ever see dad hit mother? 

Bob: Yes. 

Camille: When? 

Bob: Oh God, you’re like the D.A. now, I don’t know, sometime in the 
past. 

Camille: When, do you remember?  come on try to remember. How old were 
you? 

Bob: I don’t know. 

Camille: what was going, where did we live? 

Bob: I don’t remember anything prior to being in sixth or seventh grade, I 
don’t remember anything from early, early. 

Camille: Ok, 6th grade, where did we live? 

Bob: Belmont. On Monserat. 

Camille: And um, what did you see, him hit her? 

Bob: Slapped. What I remember is Dad threatening mother, screaming at 
her, shaking his fist at her and swatting at her, and occasionally 
hitting her when he’s swatting her. I don’t remember him socking her 
in the eye or anything like that. 

Camille: Me either, I don’t remember. I have no memories of that. I do 
remember her being in the bathroom, medicating her broken nose, do 
you remember that? 

Bob: No. 

Deedee: I think he threw a lot of things, and hit a lot of times. 
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Bob: Yeah, he threw stuff. 

Camille: You couldn’t have anything that you didn’t want to get broken. 

Bob: And I can remember him being angry at the beans and throwing them 
on the floor, and I can remember him throwing pots off the stove, and 
I can remember him doing stuff like that. 

Camille: Were you afraid of him? 

Bob: Nooo, I don’t think so, I don’t remember ever being afraid of him. 

Camille: What did you do when he was mad and throwing things? 

Bob: I hahaha made myself scarce I suppose, I don’t remember, I mean I 
don’t have, it’s not like a moving picture, I can remember restraining 
him more than once. 

Camille: Really! 

Bob: Oh yeah, and I can remember him being angry at me about it. 

Camille: You can remember RESTRAINING him? 

Deedee: When you were little? 

Bob: Little, well I was a teenager. 

Camille: Honest to God? 

Bob: Yeah. 

Camille: What did he do when you let go? 

Bob: He was furious. 

Camille: And what did he do? 

Bob: He didn’t do anything. He yelled. 

Deedee: Just stand there and shake? 
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Bob: Yes. I don’t remember what he did. 

Camille: He never hit you? 

Bob: No. 

Camille: He never hit you? 

Bob: Never. 

Deedee: I think down deep he didn’t like that he hit mother. 

Camille: He wanted someone to restrain him. 
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Mom Goes to the Hospital 
 
Mon. 
Cleaned house but didn’t do a very good job on the kitchen. Very hot and house was quite 
stuffy!  Went skating with Marsha. Hal was there. Didn’t have any fun either... Two of 
Marsha’s friends took us home in their convert. very nice guys!! 
 
Tues. 
Dad got everyone up at 6:30 to tell us, ”You are not to go anywhere after four o’clock in 
the afternoon without my permission” unquote!!  Gads!  Cleaned kitchen. Robert and his 
friends wee pests and very bothersome. Stayed home all day!!!  Practiced on Ruby’s 
grand and went for a short bike ride. Dad and I had another row. Went to meeting 
practice for Jobs. Got home at 10:30  Dear Mrs. Arminack, I just LOVE her!!  Steve 
didn’t phone 
 
Wed. 
Steve phoned. I made some fudge. Watched T..V. Steve phoned again to say he couldn’t 
take me to the Y dance so I decided not to go anyway. 
 
Took Penny up to Cipriani to practice roller skating. 
 
Thurs 
Got up at 8:00. Had house quite clean by 9:00 so spent rest of morning doing nothing. 
Marsha and Polly phoned. When Steve came over he and Bob and I played cards and 
Steve ended up winning about 8 cents. Then we watched Bob’s T.V. Polly walked up too!  
My, Steve looks good in pink lipstick!!  We’re going out tomorrow night. I hope it’s to the 
show too! 
 
Polly and I went to the Carlos and saw “Desk Set” and “[clung] Wall.”  Desk Set with 
Katharine Hepburn was hilarious. Pete Sears is going to  China this summer. By boat 
yet!! 
 
Fri [Steve and many hearts] 
got a new dress!  Deedee did the kitchen today. I did nothing!!  I went swimming with her 
at Sandies. I had a BIG ONE with dad and mom. Decided I’ll just have to stop rebelling 
and learn to take it!!  Tho I know I’ll end up hatin’ dad... Walked half way to Carlmont, 
then Polly’s college soph. gave me a ride. Had a ball!  Before swimming we played in the 
gym and after swimming the dance was cancelled cause someone pushed Pam Wilsen 
and Bettencourt in the pool!!!  Darn it!  Just a beautiful night too!!  Steve was really in 
dutch with his folks too!!!  He kissed me good night... 
 
Sat. 
We went by bus to T island wow!!  Polly and I went bowling after. My treat. I got a 90 
and the a 35!!  Oh well... they rooked me for $1.60!! darn. saw mike there. ate at Polly’s 
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Sun 
Mom and Deedee and Penny went on a picnic. Bob went to the Barge. Bill told me later 
that he had seen Steve there!  I went with Polly, Owen, and her mom to the Coleman’s to 
swim. There were a lot of people there tho... Very hot again... Ann gets home Wed. 
 
June 24 
Steve came over early today. When Bob, Bill, and Pat got home from school, they were 
playing with water balloons and of course between the four of them they managed to get 
me and the floor covered with dirty water!  Oh well, the floor got clean... I am beginning 
to think that Steve is pretty darn DURTY!!  Went with Polly’s family to a count fair at 
Pleasanton across the bay. A blast except Polly and I have lost our touch. We couldn’t 
even get three sailors to pick us up!!!  It’s hopeless!!-- 
 
June 25 
Woke up at 11:30 when dad came home. Watered garden and picked berries. Won 20 
cents in poker with Bob, Pat, and Bill. Bob was fuming. Went to Jobs. It was fun and 
everyone did pretty good. Was on serving committee. Wilda Durcan gave me two comic 
books. I wrote Jobs theme. 
 
June 26 
Waxed all furniture. Steve came over. I baked a cake. Steve and Bob left for swimming at 
1:30. I went bike riding with Polly. Ann came home. Bob went to Sea Scouts and I went to 
Y dance. Steve never came!!  I was heartbroken, tho I did dance quite a lot. Came home 
with whats her name’s brother. Was in one of my moods!!  HOT 
 
June 27 
Steve came over and after winning almost a dollar from Bob, we decided to go 
swimming. Bootsie got hit by a car and after we finally got him to the vet he was luckily 
only badly bruised. Polly, Steve, and I had fun swimming. We beat Steve in hitch hiking 
home too!!  Went to Mariners. Some girl was saying how she had seen Steve with his arm 
around his girl friend while on the diving board. I was standing right there too!  How 
embarrassing. 
 
June 28 
Polly, Betty Lou, and I rode bikes all over ‘nature’s half-acre” today. Then I played 
badminton with Dee Callas. When Steve came for me, I was already dead!!  The dance 
was a blast!  I entered the apple eating contest. Came in second (I think?)  Between Mr. 
Cutler and I we got Steve to enter the ballroom dancing contest. We won!!  (Nobody else 
would enter it!!!)  Started my Sam this morning too (early) 
 
June 29 
Polly and I were the only ones to go today. We covered around 30 miles. I got hit by a 
car at a corner. Not hurt much tho... Feel very sick now tho. Dad got mad and he got on 
my nerves. I didn’t tell him about my accident. Bob is sick too. I miss Steve all the time. 
Davenport 2-6603 
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Sun. 
Dad on rampage. I ache all over my arms. Very weak too. My head quite sore. Walked 
down to San Carlos with Polly. Saw a snatch of a baseball game. Hal gave me a lift to 
Polly’s. She from someone else. We went to San Carlos and saw “Love is a Many 
Splendid Thing” and “Three Coins in the Fountain”  Had very fun. Didn’t hear from 
Steve. 
 
Mon. 
Cleaned house. Steve came over after lunch. Oh, how I like him. He worried me today 
tho. After a few kisses (not a make out) I sorta melted every time he kissed me...when I 
say melted I mean melted... KOBY pick of the week is “Flying Saucer #2” Pretty cute too. 
Didn’t go to music lessons. 
 
July 2 
Washed my hair. Polly and I walked over to Water Dog Lake. Two crazy people were 
there. No hear from Steve... 
 
July 3. 
Went to Y dance with Steve. 
 
July 4 
Went to the beach at Half Moon Bay with Peek. Got sunburned. Polly couldn’t go. Stayed 
overnight with Peek. Dennis is “up the hill”. 
 
Fri. 
Steve didn’t phone all day!!  Went to the Redwood Carnival with Polly. Was always 
dashing to the phone. Belmont Sea Scouts have a booth!!  We went to the Calypso dance. 
dull... 
 
Sat. 
Went to the fair with Bob and Bill. Stayed all day. Jim Ennis took me on all the rides and 
I didn’t get sick!!  He taught me how to do it psychologically!  He’s nice and I like him. 
Steve showed up and Gary Woods with him. I got to sort of like Gary too, even tho I 
wouldn’t trust him at all!!  I won a poodle, but not really fair. 
 
July 7 
Went to the carnival with Polly this afternoon (Deedee too). We all had fun too. Jim 
Ennis bought us dinner and took me on a ride. Him and Dick took us home. We went 
down to the barge and fussed off for awhile. Dick sat in the back with me and Polly in 
front. We’re going out with them next Sat. Ennis with Polly...How did that happen. God 
darn, how, how, how, we had a blast tho. 
 
 

****************************** 
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 July 8, 1957 
I feel curiously numb; how well the scriptures describe it "therefore I hated life, 
because the work that is wrought under the sun is grievous unto me; for all is 
vanity and vexation of spirit." and further: "seeing that which in the days to come 
is not forgotten. And how dieth the wise man?  as the fool." 
 
Yes, the fool that I am. And isn't that a lovely word to enter into this new chapter 
of my life with?  What lovely memories can I take with me to give me the will to 
live and endure this life of quiet desperation I've been leading lately?   
 
Every new day conspires to bring me deeper and deeper into this slough of 
despondency. If I live through this I will long remember the "thoughtfulness" and 
"concern" for my welfare that was shown me by one on whom I had every reason 
and right to lean. And in whom I've been so bitterly disappointed. 
 
Who is to say that the fault was or wasn't mine. All I can say is I've tried over and 
over again to bring joy and happiness back into this household and been rebuffed 
time and again. There finally comes a time when the soul reaches its nadir and 
feels it is useless to try further. It just can't be done by one alone. And how much 
humiliation can one take before the spirit is broken and pride and self respect 
crushed? 

 
****************** 

 
 
Interesting that on the day Mother wrote the foregoing, I had nothing to say. I suppose 
it’s possible that I didn’t see or hear anything out of the ordinary, but… 

 
 

************************ 
 

Mon. 
No one phoned. I waxed and cleaned books. Hot day. Started my ditty bag. Bonny 
phoned. We’re going to be on TV on the 26th. She told me to beware of Dick. 
Richard Phoned. Wanted me to go on a blind date Wed. with a 19 year old. I said 
yes. 
 
July 9 
Steve and Bob Norbit came over. Later Steve, Polly, Ron Collins, Bob (Casa) and 
I went to Redwood City to work on the “Ranger.”  Steve taught me how to lash 
the ?steps? to the top of the mast. A square lash. Ron showed me a French 
Bowline. I had tons of fun tho Bob and Polly didn’t do anything. My hands were a 
wreck after lashing three pipes!!  Read some of Edgar Allen Poe. Hard reading 
too... 
 
 



348 

Wed. 
I could kill Richard!  Lennie was an OK guy but Richard had told him “I wouldn’t 
care...”  He was nice tho and he wants to take me out again. We saw “Island in the Sun” 
at the Palm. I had a luscious strawberry soda at Kibbies afterwards 
 
Thurs. 
Dick phoned. Jim never intended to take Polly out. I think he must have been dreaming or 
something when Dick suggested it...!  Dick and I talked for quite awhile. Mom went to the 
hospital. I did a bit of shopping. Polly and I went to Mariners but “no” “meeting?”  We 
had fun tho. Watched T.V. Teen comes home tomorrow, I think. 
 
Fri. 
Polly and I went down to Lee’s Market. I cooked pretty good hamburgers for dinner. The 
hayride was miserable for me. Steve didn’t come, of course. To busy, I guess.. I acted 
crazy to strike back at everyone and later I acted completely drunk. Polly was amazed 
and so was I. I just couldn’t stop myself. 
 
Sat. 
Polly and I went shopping. Spent over 22 dollars. Tina came home!!  God, what a blast 
she had!  Dick, Jim, Polly, and I went to the drive-in. We saw “OK Corral” and 
“Abandon Ship.”  I didn’t like OK Corral but A.S. was real good. About shipwrecked 
people. I think Dick likes me and Polly, Jim, but not vice-versa in either case, oh well, I 
really feel lousy with a capital L. Got home at 1:30. 
 
Sun. 
Dick phoned this morn. I told him I couldn’t go cause I had to make dinner. It was a 
pretty crummy dinner too and I didn’t even get any. Went biking with Polly and I really 
had a scrumptious time!!  Went up to Teen’s. Dick phoned. Wanted to come up and see 
me. I said no. Darn, I feel rotten. Dam rotten... I just don’t like him. I think I really still 
like Steve. 
 
Mon. 
I’ve decided I like Steve very much and I miss him terribly, even tho I’m not at all sure 
how he feels about me. Played Canasta with Teen and Ann. Polly, Teen, Dad, and me 
went to see Mom. She looks pretty good and we all had a nice chat. Nursing looks like an 
interesting profession. Might go swimming tomorrow. 
 
July 16 
Tina, me, Diane Larsen, and Jean Rutherford stayed at Diane’s house for a slumber 
party. She had a bottle of wine and between us (excluding Jean) we cooled it. It was a 
blast tho... Miss Steve muchly. 
 
Wed. 
Teen and me walked home from Di’s. Polly and I went biking. Very exhausted. Margo E. 
boosted my morale concerning Steve. Went to the Y dance. Wow, the attention I got!!  I 
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worked in selling cakes and danced a bit too. Steve didn’t come and I think he is sick of 
me... Dam it, anyway. Met T.V. He’s pretty nice. 
 

 
************************** 

 
July 17, Wednesday 
 
Well here I sit on a bright July morning blankly trying to think back on these last few sort 
of hectic days. Let's see now...Thursday afternoon Jere was waiting for me to bring me in. 
The only ones that seemed to be at all concerned were the two little ones. Honestly now, 
what did I expect?  Bob and Cammie were watching TV and hardly even noticed me 
going. Oh well!  I might as well get used to it. 
 
Anyway, at the hospital I was checked in and escorted upstairs. My suitcase weighs a 
lot...those magazines no doubt. The room is lovely and cheerful but I didn't quite know 
what to do next. So sort of aimlessly I got out my pajamas and climbed into bed, feeling 
awfully foolish all the time. Jere and I [ ] felt very ill at ease, so I told him he might as 
well go home. I got supper served to me, a very light lo-fat one, but more than I expected. 
Talked to my roommate, a nice elderly lady who had had surgery on her breast, read my 
magazine, and finally went to sleep. Oh my, I forgot that the anesthesiologist  came to see 
me and told me they'd give me a shot at six and presumably make me feel  he had no 
intentions of putting me to sleep permanently. Just before lights out [ ] stuck her head in 
the door and handed in a package from the girls, I was astounded and delighted. A lovely  
leline duster and card signed by the girls, bless them. It made me feel all warm and good 
knowing I had friends  At six the next morning they gave me a hypo and I must have gone 
to sleep for awhile but I woke up when they came with the gilder and I was able to move 
myself and enjoy being wheeled limpidly up the aisles and into the surgery. I got a dime 
for ey  sksdf and Dr. Howard and that's all I remember. I have a very hazy feeling of 
someone next to me moaning and moaning (could it have been me?) and then there was 
Jere holding my hand and looking worried. I guess I just did a lot of sleeping that day 
and it was the best thing I could do. I know I was awfully thirsty but they wouldn't give 
me anything by mouth. Had a sleeping pill which naturally didn't keep me asleep much 
past midnight. Needed the bed pan twice. In the morning I got an intravenous feeding--
two bottles--and Pearl called me on the phone. That phone sure is a blessing. They were 
bathing me, kdk, at the time so I asked here to call me back later.  
 
In the afternoon the nurse came into my room and asked me if I would mind to be moved 
across the hall. They had a very sick man who needed this quiet room. Apparently it was 
the best room in the house. I enjoyed looking out of the window and seeing the green 
rolling landscape of Redwood City and at night the moon would come up and shine into 
the room and lying awake wasn't nearly so lonesome. 
 
The elderly lady went home at two and the little lady I could watch obliquely across the 
hall must have gone home because it was her space I was to occupy. 
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Naturally I said I would gladly give up the room, and they moved me. I watched with a 
great deal of interest when they brought in the patient. He is a young man who was badly 
hurt in an accident and they fear his back will be permanently paralyzed. I felt pretty 
good by then even though I had an awful tendency to cough and everything hurts like fury 
for ldkjf yet. But that night Dr. Howard relented and said since I was doing so well I 
could now take my nourishment orally. Starting with a cup of tea. How lovely that tasted. 
I still have to cough and learned to do it in a ladylike manner holding my stitches 
meantime. 
 
Meantime phone calls and visits poured in and I feel enveloped in a warm glow of 
friendship, oh it's so wonderful to have friends about you who care. 
 
Ruby and Pearl came and brought me the loveliest bouquet of posies, pretty pink 
marguerites. 
 
Jere came and brought me the radio which doesn't work and I don't even care. There is a 
gay little sprite across the hall whose radio entertains us all and she laughs and laughs 
like a silver bell all day long. 

 
********************************** 

 
Wednesday, July 17th 
 
My Dear Helen! 
 
You are on my doctor's blacklist, as of right now...don't you know I'm only permitted a 
polite ladylike "haha" and after sorting through your "mail" I had all I could do not to 
burst my stitches. Tsk, tsk, you wicked girls. Oh but I wish I were sitting next to you right 
now playing post office for you and Christine. I 
do so miss you all. Not that Life at Sequoia isn't 
exciting. It is, there is enough excitement passing 
my open door to write a book about but 
unfortunately time is so relative sometimes it 
drags by at snail’s pace and then again it seems 
incredible how so much could go on in so short a 
time. Anyway I never will understand hospital 
procedure. They stood me up and said "walk" the 
very first day, and now that I'm used to 
"ambulating" around and sticking my nose in 
every door, now all of a sudden they discover I 
have a sore on my foot and before you can say 
"Jack Robinson" I'm down for the count with wet 
compresses and concern from everyone. All this 
time the nurses would wash my foot and never 
even notice the sore, which incidentally was NOT healing as I thought it should. I'd say 
coyly "look at the sore, its getting bigger" and they'd say "yes" and keep right on 
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scrubbing. But yesterday when the doctor came by to check on any new or old 
complaints, I had my foot up and you'd have thought he had discovered a new world or 
something. What's that, he cried...oh you know, that little ol' sore I mentioned last 
week...and boing before you know what happened a nurse bustled in and slapped a hot 
towel on me!  I still hope to go home Friday...Everyone has been most kind, and I never 
realized I had so many good friends. Every mail brings me lots of cards. The phone is 
constantly ringing and visitors have come afternoons and night. Of course my "steady" is 
the guy I said yes to, so many years ago, bless his heart. I got three gorgeous plants and 
a bouquet of pink daisies, the loveliest things. Jere's boss' wife brought me a lovely 
nightie and her cheerful presence and one of my girl scouts sent me a pair of earrings, 
the little doll. And Dear old Lenkurt...LRA...send a plant, bless them. 

 
 

********************************** 
 

Thursday, July 18 
That sure was a hectic day yesterday...I asked Dr. Howard if I could go downstairs and 
he said yes. So when Ruby came in the afternoon I thought nothing of taking her arm and 
going down the elevator to the cafeteria. We had a cup of coffee and talked and talked 
and talked for two hours when I saw my nurse hurry toward me. Seems everyone had 
been looking for me and they couldn't find me anywhere. I went upstairs and Ida Sagen 
was patiently waiting out in the hall. Poor dear, if I had only known I was wondering why 
I hadn't heard from her. Well, Ruby went and Ida stayed a half hour longer. We had quite 
a good talk. Seems the minister's wife had brought me a clock that Mr. Banger said he'd 
[lend] me "in my father's  home" and in a way I wasn't sorry I missed her. Jere brought 
the little girls in the evening and we took them to the cafeteria. It was quiet and fairly 
empty. It was so good to see the little darlings, bless me. I'll be glad to get home 
tomorrow. Friday I feel sort of blue. Can't read. Don't feel like writing or talking at all 
and my yen for cigarettes has come back full strength. I had some left and Jere didn't 
leave me any money so I finally reluctantly borrowed a quarter from Mrs. Siles and sent 
out for some. It serves me right that they brought the wrong kind. They taste awful; bit O 
s,ple e, amuwau/ 
 

 
************************** 

 
Thurs. 
Steve came over!!!!  Bob sold me a darling lighter. I revolted and wouldn’t cook dinner. 
 
Fri. 
Went to Polly[‘s Juli never came. Went babysitting at the Van Lindans. Got $4. They got 
home about 3:30!! 
 
Sat. 
Went down to the barge with Polly. Neither Jim, Dick, or Steve was there. I don’t 
particularly like Skipper Ennis!  Polly and I got close ups!  Gads!  Dick phoned. Wanted 



352 

Polly’s number and wanted to know what I was doing tonight...!  Cooked a nice dinner. 
Went babysitting till late. Now my current funds total $7.25 and I owe Bob $2.55. I’m 
practically rich!!  No hear from Stephen. 
 
Sun. 
Got up around noon. Made a delicious chicken supper. A guy who says he likes me kept 
phoning up, but wouldn’t say who he is!! Steve didn’t phone tho. Teen wasn’t home 
either. 
 
July 22 
Tina and Diane Sagers came over. We listened on the free line on the phone. Interesting. 
We all slept down stairs on mattresses. We went to Hillsdale 
 
Tues. 
Mom put me to work. Hard too!! Went out in the sun for awhile. Watched T.V. Pat is 
going on T.V. with us on Friday. My face is some mess!!!! 
 
Wed. 
Went to the Y dance with Teen, Diane, and her friend Ron Roberts. A cute junior, but oh, 
what a square!!  Didn’t have fun. Pat told me today that Steve liked me and he might 
come up, but of course he didn’t. He seems to tell everyone that he likes me except me!!! 
 
Thurs 
Found out for sure that my secret admirer is Chuck Cadigan. Jim phoned and asked me 
to phone Johnette. I had already planned to do so tho. Dick didn’t come to Mariners. 
Only Jim, Kevin, and another Jim(?). It’s going to be on the 10th. Luckily. We probably 
won’t go on our cruise!!  I finished my ditty bag and took it. 
 
 

************************** 
 
 
July 25, 1957 
Hi, toots: 
 
[picture of little girl sitting in rocker reading huge book] 
Gee-whiz, Soph, you are truly a good and faithful friend, and you make me feel like low 
man on a totem pole. I know it sounds like the lamest darned excuse to say I meant to 
write, but...but please believe me, time is the culprit not I, it has such a nasty habit of 
slipping away. But if I’m to write that book (see sketch) I’d better not waste the first five 
chapters on apologies. Not that I wouldn’t if it were necessary, but again Time, that 
subtle thief, won’t permit it. 
 
Come to think of it now, Time I happen to have a lot of right now, so maybe I’d better 
start at the end and work back. I was going to write you from the hospital but like a dope 
I remembered to bring stationary, pen, and even stamps but no addresses, so all my letter 
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writing had to wait until I got back home again. I can just see those question marks 
sprouting over your head. Hospital she thinks, what on earth can Frances be doing in a 
hospital, not a baby (I hope), not an accident I trust, What???  Well, to make a long story 
short about three or four months ago I got to having the funniest feelings in my little 
insides that had all the earmarks of an ulcer. Yep, calm, placid, even-tempered (I think) 
Frances with an ulcer. So I went to see my doctor and told him all about my little aches 
and pains and vague symptoms and he thought it was an ulcer, too. But to make certain I 
had a series of--oh gosh, what do you call ums--fluoroscopic x-rays taken. And much to 
my surprise and everybody’s amazement it was no ulcer at all, but a perfectly beautiful 
gall stone. Well, the doctor gave me my choice, have it out while you’re in the pink of 
condition or wait until you’re really in trouble, live or die, it’s up to you. Sooo, since my 
group insurance policy would take care of most of the bills I thought I might as well take 
five weeks off and have it over with. And that’s where I’ve been. Matter of fact I’ve only 
been home a week, well not quite home, I persuaded 
the doctor to let me go last Friday and my girlfriend 
Ruby offered me the sanctuary of her home for four 
days, and then when they thought I was fit enough 
they let me stagger back to my own homestead. Thee 
are times, believe me, when I think I’d like to check 
out of here for good and by Ruby’s favorite star 
boarder. 
 
I’ve booked a cabin at Ben Lomond for a week, and 
we’ll be going there next Friday, Deedee, Penny, 
Cammie and her girl friend and I, just us girls. I’ll be 
back home on the eighth and that makes it just perfect 
for your visit. Gosh, all this time leading up to saying 
you will be more than welcome, nay, you will be 
eagerly looked forward to and welcomed with open 
arms. I have so much talking to catch up on and no 
job to go to until the 19th of August (if I have one 
then) it will be a real treat and a pleasure to have you 
with us. 
 
You know, Soph, one of the nicest things about this 
operation is that it showed me how many wonderful 
friends I’ve got. I checked into the hospital on a 
Thursday and that evening just when I was feeling pretty darned blue about the whole 
thing, Lucy, one of the girls, sneaked in and presented me with a present that the gals on 
the line had chipped in on. A lovely blue duster sort of a thing and cologne. The next day 
they must have kept the operator busy answering the phone to find out how I was. I had a 
phone in the room and so help me, I didn’t have time to be lonesome. Every visiting hour 
brought visitors (besides my favorite character) and I got enough flowers and plants to 
make you think it was a florist shop. There were gifts of books and nighties and candy 
and every mail call brought me a handful of cards. I needn’t tell you it warmed the 
cockles of my heart and I’m sure was one of the main reasons I got better so quickly. 
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Seems everyone was pulling for me. I do feel fine now, simply wonderful, and have to 
keep reminding myself forcibly that I’m still supposed to be a semi-invalid. Although I 
must confess that this enforced idleness is driving me slightly wild, I finally couldn’t sit 
home any longer and took the car and went to the store. Didn’t kill me either so I kept on 
doing it. I had noticed that I developed more than a slight ‘pot’ and none of my skirts and 
dresses fitted comfortably over my fancy stitching that’s decorating my tummy, so 
yesterday I went forth and bought me some housedresses. Of course they may fit around 
the middle but hung like a sack about the shoulders so I had to so some altering, and am 
now finally able to dress in something besides a nighties and duster. The doctor put me 
on a moderate ulcer diet because he found that besides the stone (which I have in a jar of 
alcohol, simply revolting) I also had ulcer scars and he wants to be sure they are good 
and gone. So, my dear, if you can stand the thought of giving you a blow by blow 
description of MY OPERATION Please hurry up her to Belmont and be my guest. I will 
look forward to seeing you, and if you don’t want to get the impression we don’t want you 
I’d better sign and seal and get this letter in the mail, right pronto. 
Till the ninth then, 
bye-bye and love to you all 
 

 
************************** 

 
July 26 
Rode up to the city with Mr. Lannen, his son and daughter, Richard Lubke, Pat, and Bob 
Ferguson. Chuck gave me his pic. We had a rehearsal and the went on the air. There was 
a dance contest and Mike Morrissey and her brother won. Steve “joined the band” but 
Buddy Laughlin won. Steve danced with me. I went home with Mike in her brother’s 
convert. Steve and Chuck and Jim Hammond too. What a blast, sure was fun!! Neither 
Jim nor Dick went!!(?)  Tina and I went ice skating. Boy, did I get tired!! 
 
Sat. 
Went to Polly’s and walked to Dee’s to get my glasses. Steve is leaving tomorrow  He’ll 
still be there on the 3rd. Met Julie, Vickie, Pat, at miniature golf. Julie  is a card. Met 
Mom down town and went home with her. Have a splitting headache. Chuck phoned. 
Steve didn’t tho, even tho Dee asked him too. 
 
July 28 
Barb Jones asked me to go out with her and the two guys from back east (Terry and 
John). I got Terry. I think he is the nicest and the cutest of the two. I had a very nice time. 
Went with Polly to the P.F. dance. Had sort of fun but went haywire again. Boy, I sure do 
like Vern Tucker  Wish I could only get a glimmer out of him!!  The other guy took us 
home. He said that Vern and he had come up that night. 
 
Mon. 
Went swimming with Polly. Rode my bike all the way home!  Chuck phoned again. He 
really boosted my morale (Diet ways) 
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July 30 
Polly and I rode our bikes bowling. The first game I got about 60, the second 
around 87. Went to Bartlett’s again and painted oars. Stayed overnight at Polly’s 
 
Wed. 
Polly and I walked over to my house. Mom took us to the thrift shop. I got some 
shorts. We went to Hartfield’s and I got 2 pairs of Bermudas, 2 blouses, and a 
pair of shorts. NICE and about time!!  I went swimming and had fun. My strokes 
are much better then I expected!!  Bob looks nice in his uniform. Chuck phoned 
briefly. 
 
Fri, Aug. 2 
Got packed. Teen came home. Mom brought my tennis racket and I went up to the 
school to practice. Must remember to stay on my diet!!   Hope to see Steve 
manyana... Have my doubts tho. 
 
Sat. 
We arrived in Ben Lomond at noon today. Tina and I went swimming at the dam. 
It was really fun. After we were there awhile, Steve came by!  Heah!  We went 
swimming at the lodge with a bunch of kids. It was fun too. Tonight we went back 
and after a long search we finally found them. I guess Steve must like Bonny, the 
way he was following her around. Damn!  Well, I really can’t blame him. She’s so 
nice and so very darling... 

 
 

********************************** 
 
 

We always wondered if Mother had an affair with Al Jones. This poem of Mother’s 
makes me wonder. I seem to remember that he was up there in Ben Lomond for some 
reason… 
 

Deep in the redwood forest was a glade, 
A circle, twenty strides across it, made 
By Titans trees that stood in formal line 
Like demigods on guard around a shrine 
of beauty in the silence of the night. 
The fog hung shifting veils of moon shot white 
To close the world and all its woes away. 
Wordless with wonder, awed and still we lay 
Half dreaming, half awake, but all aware 
Of mystic music pulsant in the air. 
The sound of growth, the life song of the land. 
My hand sought comfort in your friendly hand, 
(beauty when met alone can wound the heart 
and beauty can bind two hearts that walk apart) 
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Time ceased, the hours paused in their swift flight 
While Life stood naked in that sacred light 
And let us feel her heart’s exultant throb 
Not Fate nor long gray years can rob 
Our memories of those hours made divine 
By prayers we shared before that redwood shrine. 
 
 

…And how very strange that she never mentions his death! He died suddenly of a heart 
attack. I think the poem below (which includes my corrections) might be an expression of 
her feelings at his passing: 
 
 

Sonnet 
 

Though you were gone and I should never know 
 the sweetness of your lips ne’r yet again. 
My dear, while still you hold my loving heart 
 regardless of my loss, what matter Pain? 
I should not feel that I were quite alone 
 while still a mem’ry of your love remained. 
Should I lose that, I would be poor indeed 
 and life would be of all its meaning drained. 

 
 

************************** 
 
Sun. 
Tina and I set out in inner tubes with our towels on our head, for the dam, but we 
never got there because we went the wrong direction and headed for Santa Cruz 
and the ocean!! I never did get to see Steve again. Teen and I had loads of fun at 
the dam (Mom took us). We went back in the evening and saw two guys again. We 
met two real nice guys, here only for the day with their parents. They took us in 
“Lou’s” for a coke. Now we’ve been in a bar!  Earlier we called Jim in Florida 
on a broken phone, then hung up!  Man did we ever feel guilty!!! 
 
August 5, Mon. 
What a birthday for a girl of 15!!  We drove to Felton and looked around. Two 
guys took us to see a covered bridge. It was real cute. Otherwise it was a very 
boring day. Too cold... Mr. Jones and Tommy came over. We went to Ben Lomond 
to see the pictures. We froze our _____ off !!  It sure is very discouraging to see 
tons of guys who won’t even look at you!! 
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Tues. 
Teen and I went to the beach again and met two nice guys (friends of Wink)  They asked 
to take us to the dance tonight. When they came we drove around for awhile and then 
parked upon the hill cause the dance hadn’t started yet. Then they dragged out the 
beer!!!  Teen had some too!!!!  I don’t like the way Ric drinks beer, kisses, dances, bobs, 
or anything. Pooh, what a night. We went to Santa Cruz for awhile also. 
 
Wed. 
Teen and I went to the beach again and got to know Bob and his brothers (twins) David 
and Mikey (Mike) and Pat and Joanie. At the dance, it was between Tina and me and 
Tina won. Bob and her paired off, and I had a miserable time... 
 
Thurs. 
Today we went to the beach with Bob and them again. We had a blast. Bill still pesters 
me!! I had fun at the dance. Pete came and I also danced with Bob a lot (2035 Tina Way)  
Some guy bet me 50 cents that I wouldn’t go swimming from 10:30 till 11:00 but I fooled 
him, I did!! Almost killed me too. 
 
Fri. 
So, we said goodbye to our friends and ol’ Ben Lomond and headed home. I went to 
swimming lessons and Pol told me of her new beau. Doll!!  Went to the San Carlos with 
Mrs. Kidd, Pearl, and Deedee and Ruby. Saw “Bernadine” and “Love in the Afternoon”  
Wow!  Very good!  Duncans haven’t arrived yet... 
 
Sat. Aug. 10 
Bought two new pairs of shoes and two sweaters. The Duncans arrived. Polly and I went 
bowling and saw Bob Norbit. Went to the dance at 7:30. Jim and Dick were there!  
Check, too, but no Steve, darn!  I danced with everyone and Polly came at about 10:00. 
Jim took 7 of us home. I was in “one of my moods”!! FUN THO. 
 
Aug 11 
I ate like a pig! Sophie Mae, Mom, Ann, Tina, and I went to the Bel-Mateo Bowling alley. 
What a beaut!! I played two games and on my second got 109!!  Soph is a real pro tho 
with 150 or something. With mom and Soph’s help I planned my fashion Find collection. 
It shall be titled “New Trends.” It’s going to be hard going to. 
 
Mon. 
Mom made me sick today. We swam at a new pool today. Had “team” contests. Ours 
won everything!!  They went to see “around the world in 80 days” tonight but wouldn’t 
let me go along. Damm, I’m getting pretty darn fed up. I couldn’t have a party, they 
changed their minds about a dinner date... I suppose I should be grateful that they were 
kind enough to give me the tennis racket (which I now discover I will never get a chance 
to use!  Poor me!  A girl leads a hard life...! 
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August 13, Tues 
Went to Mrs. Ottenstein’s. Had fun tho only got 13 on the quiz, 16 was the best. Went to 
the show and saw Bernadine and Leo in the Afternoon again with Polly and Polly Jenson 
and Mike. Fun tho not much. Spent another dollar of my 5. Now have on $l.50 left. 
 
Wed. 
West swimming at Bibers. We just practiced since Marge wasn’t there. FUN  Went to 
Pol’s for awhile. She isn’t going Sat. and Mike prob. not also so that leaves ME. Went to 
Y dance. Served Cokes. Danced only 2 dances since Mr. Cuttler shut down at 11:00. 
Polly’s boy, Doug, is really a dream (in all ways) so far as I know (fun). 
 
Thurs. 
We took our written tests today but Polly didn’t come. Went to Mariners and brought 
Tina along. Fun. Ann, Rosalie, Dee, and what’s her name were all there. No cruise in 
sight for these  sailors. Can hardly wait for school to start! 
 
August 16 
Forgot to go swimming. Went down town with mom and Ann and Deedee. Went to the 
hay ride. What a blast. Our truck was so crowded that everyone was forced to stand up!  
We drove thru some fog. Wow was it icy!!  Vern took Tina and I home. He put his arm 
around me for awhile and also held my hand. There were 8 kids in the back seat and 4 in 
the front  He kissed me good night!!!  What a surprise. I wonder if I should have let him... 
 
Sat. 
Only one girl showed up. Nancy Beck and she also brought her sister Joyce. That, with 
Polly, made four. We made very good time and made it to Stanford at lunch time having 
stopped first to look thru the Stanford shopping center. We had tons of fun and made it 
home by about 3:30. Washed my hair and took a shower. My date with Jim was fun too. 
Polly was going to come with Dick but her mom said no. Jim and I saw Frankenstein the 
Curse of and “X the unknown”  Frankenstein was really a scary one. We got home early 
but sat and talked for a long while. He kissed me and asked me out for next Sat. 
 
Sun. 
Gary Bartlet asked me out. I didn’t want to go but I went anyway. We went to the 
Starlight and saw “Buster Keaton Story” and “The Delicate Delinquent.”  Wasn’t a total 
loss. Polly’s mom had a barbeque. Twas fun, roast beef. 
 
Mon. 
Polly and I went to explore the old houses. Jim brought back my sweater and Gary 
showed me his new car. What a beaut!!  VERN DIDNT COME  DARN 
 
Tues 
Polly and I went to Stanford Shopping Center with her mom and Uncle Harry. We had 
parfaits. Stayed for dinner. 
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Wed. 
Teen came over and got me out of bed at 11:30. I read some more of “Bedlam”  Am now 
almost 1/2 thru. Vern phoned and said Polly had talked to him, uh oh..He came over after 
mom and dad had left and wow--well I guess I do like him, so far!  But man was he ever 
hard to get rid of. Didn’t leave til after 10:30 and even then I had to walk him to his car 
and force him into it!!! I wonder tho if he is only stringing me along... 
 
Thurs. 
Went to Polly’s and we went to San Carlos. Decided to get Mom a purse for her birthday. 
Pitah came over to Polly’s and we played canasta. He’s going to take us to the beach 
tomorrow. Jim phoned. 
 
Fri. 
Went to San Greg with Polly, Jim H. and Pete Sears. It wasn’t warm and the sun was no 
where’s to be seen, but we had fun anyway--I was in the water a lot of the time. 
 
Sat. August 24 
Row with parents. Went out with Jim. Polly and Dick and Mike and another guy came 
with us, in Dick’s car. Went to the drive- in again!  Oh that Jerry Lewis. After one pic we 
rode around and fussed off. 
 
Sun 
Mike and I played tennis in San Carlos. Man, wouldn’t I love to go out with John. But 
that is a dream never to come true. Tho it might be worth trying a bit of strategy on... 
Watched T.V. 
 
Mon. 
Polly and I walked down to Mikies but she wasn’t there. Barb came to visit Teen. We all 
went to Hillsdale and finally got our mystery faces in. 
 
Tues 
Tina Barb and I rode to the old house but got chased away. We rode to Belmont to wait 
for the Doc to open up. Didn’t get home to our lunch till 2:00 Went with MYF to bowling. 
HORRIBLE 
 
Wed. 
Polly, Owen, and I went by bus to KPIX to see a sneak preview of the “Money Tree.”  I 
was one of three to do a stunt. We had to make sandwiches for 1 minute. I made 4. I got a 
pass for 2 on a two hour bay cruise!!  Mikey and I went to the Fox to see “Tammy”  It 
was good. 
 
Thurs, August 29 
Polly, Deedee, Bob and I went to the  drive-in to see “Loving You.”  We had FUN. I hope 
Jim will take me on the cruise. 
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Fri. 
Polly, Teen, and I went to the Villa Chartea for dinner. The waitress spoiled it all, tho, by 
placing us “little girls” (as she called us) right by the telephones!  Polly and I had 
lobsters. I only ate 1/2 of the 3.25 junk too!!  Twas fun tho. 
 
Sat. 
Polly and I went riding. Discovered we did pretty good on the mystery faces. Jim and I 
went out again. “We is getting serious-er!”  He’s goin’ to give me a mink named 
Anastasia!!  I think he shall ask me to go steady next week. He hinted. We all is goin’ to 
the State Fair manyana. 
 
Sun. 
Jim didn’t call. Went over to Pol’s in the afternoon. Jim Dick Polly and I went to Coyote 
Point. They had told us we were going miniature golfing. I decided that Dick is going to 
spoil Jim’s and my relationship if I see him much more. I do like Jim. I think I would go 
steady with him too if it wasn’t for Dick. We went to Polly’s after and had popcorn and 
ice-cream. 
 
Mon, Sept. 2 
Didn’t go to the fair. Jim and Dick came over tho and we went to Polly’s for an hour. 
They didn’t come over again until dinner. Jim’s mom wouldn’t let him come over. Dick 
brought us to Jim’s house at 8:00. We stayed till nine. (Dad left for L.A.) 
 
Tues. 
Painted more of my picture. Babysat for Mr. McMeekins’ daughter Sally. Sally is very 
sweet but I suspect very spoiled!  Jim phoned. He’s coming up during his lunch hour 
tomorrow. 
 
Wed. 
Painted some more. Jim came over during his lunch hour. Gave me some Bambi pictures 
he had drawn. He’s good. Got some clothes at Hartfield’s. Teen came over. Jim came 
over after Scouts (about 10:15). He’s going to ask me to go stead. Latest bulletin from B-
o-b. 
 
Thurs. 
Ray came up, then Brian, Jerald and another guy. Tina came up and we eventually got 
rid of them. We got one set of pictures from Ben Lomond. Turned out there was no 
Mariner meeting. Jim phoned.---He told me (hinted) he’s going to ask me to go steady... 
 
Fri. 
Teen came up and I drew her picture. Wow was it HOT!!  Talked with Sue Nackard. 
Practiced my drawing. Jim phoned. 
 
September 7, Sat. 
Very, very hot (radio said 117 deg.)  Bonny, Marge, and I went to Daly City to plan the 
Mariner gam on Oct. 29. Got home at 5:00. Jim was really surprised about his little 
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party. Bambi was good but I think I enjoyed it more as a child. Strictly for young uns!  I 
am now goin’ steady with Mr. James ENNIS!!!  Ooooh that guy - he kills me!!  Giner and 
Kevin, and Dick and Bobbi Harrison went also. 
 
Sun, September 8 
Cooler today. Woke up at 4:00 and got up at 6 or 6:30. Jim came by for about 5 min at 
9:30. Went bowling. Pooh!! and double pooh!!  Bobbie Dick Jim and I went to the beach. 
It was beautiful man. We had hamburg buns and hot dogs and potato salad. A fire too!  
We wrestled, fought and I just had a marVELout time!!  But wow, did I ever get dirty. Got 
home about 10:00. P.S. My first night at the beach and I’ll never forget it either. 

 
************************** 

 
September 8, 1957 
 
Hello Baby:-- 
 
Feeling neglected lately?  Lonely?  Blue?  Forgotten?  With a “Nobody loves me kind of 
feeling?  Cheer up, so have I. It just doesn’t seem possible that only about five weeks ago 
I was flat on my back making like an invalid, and here I am feeling fit as a fiddle with my 
nose back on the same old grindstone and on the same old merry-go-round. And only 
those fancy stitchings on my tummy to remind me I still ought to be taking it easy. 
 

 
************************** 

 
September 8, 1957 
That was a curious remark for Jere to make to me. "You know," he said, "I don't think 
you really have a poetic soul at all."  Which just go to show how little we really know 
about anyone, and how very little we really know about ourselves. I'm sitting here 
thinking if it really could be time and whatever made him say so. It hurt me deeply for a 
moment until I thought about it and the more I think the more I realize what made him 
say it. On the other hand, what makes me say the things I do, resentment I guess. I resent 
deeply his, what shall I call it? indolence, laziness, or what have you. I really don't know, 
he isn't really lazy, anymore than I am. I suppose its knowing he doesn't really like work, 
I mean physical labor. Take the business of family, that's where I put my effort in it every 
time. Why can't I remember that it is a land of Utopia to him, a heaven, a dream, and 
when you dream you dream only of the desirable feature, you don't bring a dream down 
to reality. And I suppose its this very realism in my make-up that made that remark 
possible. Can you be a realist and a poet too? 
 
It's been a long, long time that I've been day dreaming. I guess I'm too practical I won't 
lift myself to exalted heights anymore because I'm too bruised from the many falls I've 
had to take. I only dream of the possible these days, not the impossible [notes] to be 
achieved. I suppose I have gone flat. 
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************************ 
 

Mon. 
Cooler. Jim came over while I was still in my pjs sitting in the window!!  We rode all over 
Nature’s half-acre too. Met his mother. Went along while they practiced Flotilla Drill but 
they did pretty lousy. Jim taught me the clove hitch and the two half hitches so now I 
know all 5!!  It’s hard to believe school starts tomorrow. Dad had me type up a paper till 
9:00 and then found it was the wrong one!!  Darn him. 
 
Tues 
School is a blast, tho I’ve got crappy kids in my classes. First I have PE, second art with 
Bauer, 3rd Engle with Canazaro (damm it!), 4th lunch, 5th typing II with Miss Hurst, 6th 
Bookkeeping with Mr. Goff (crazy guy), 7th biology with Mr. Guy. Tina has lunch and 
biology with me!!!  Jim nothing. He took me both ways to school. 
 
Jobs - got home at 10:00. Got pictures - cute 
 
Wed. 
School was fun today but I am worried about Art and especially biology. They seem 
difficult. Jim came over about 5:00. We had cream puffs for desert. I ate 3!!!!  What a 
way to stay on a diet!!  It makes me sick. Canizaro is a blast... Sea Scouts tonight and Jim 
might come over for a sec. afterwards. Mom went to a union meeting. They might go on 
strike!!! 
 
Thurs 
Jim got a ticket for speeding. Went to Mariners. Ginger won for senior crew leader 
instead of Bonny. Damn was I mad!!!  Jim took me and brought me home [ 10/20 I never 
knew or even suspected what that little ticket would mean!  Jim’s parents haven’t let him 
take his car to school since then--except on occasion--oh that mother of his!!!] 
 
Fri., Sept. 13 
Jim took me to the dance. Dick didn’t want to take Barb and everybody was real mad at 
everyone else. I danced with Steve. If it wasn’t for Jim Steve would be first on my list. I 
danced with a couple of others who were fun. One Texan that’s really nice (soph too). 
Those Southerners never fail. Jim had a talk with me. [ arrow to ‘steve would be first] not 
any more. I never even think of him anymore cause I love Jim. 
 
Sat. 
Polly and I went for a very short bike ride. We’re really out of practice!!  Jim and I went 
to the party at his mother’s. He ignored me again. Damm him anyway. I really don’t 
think he likes me at all--only my kisses, and any girl can give him those. I’ll give him one 
more chance next week and if nothing happens I’ll break up with him. After all, no one 
ever treated me like that!!!  Poor Jim, I just don’t understand him. 
 
Sun. 
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Bobbie phoned and wanted me to come over. I did. Jim picked us up. We made up a little 
bit. We saw the Scouts get initiated. He was going to come over tonight and take me to 
the Catholic Festival but his parents said no. 
 
Mon. 
Took the bus to school. Jim walked me to art. I finished the project. Took bus home. Jim 
came over at 7:00. He, Bob and I went out to distribute keys but Bob went with some 
others and Jim and I went looking for two more guys. Nil!  We parked in front of our 
house. We are now completely ‘made up’. I really like that guy. He likes me too, I’m sure 
now!  Philips has the Asiatic flu. Stuck to my diet... 
 
Tues., Sept. 17 
I only saw Jim after 1st today. Bookkeeping is getting harder. Stayed after school with 
Tina for Hockey. Fun, but tough. No Jobs tonight. Sun at 1:30. Bob went to do keys. I am 
trying to keep awake if Jim comes too!  Jim’s dad won’t let him take the car for a few 
days... 
 
Wed. 
Took the bus to school. Saw Jim often today. Tina went home at noon with severe cramps. 
I decided to go out for ‘wing’ I hockey. I love it. Did some typing for dad. Jim came up. 
Lost 4 lbs. now only 5 to go. 
 
Thurs. 
Was real sick today. Think I have a touch of flu. Went to after-school sports. Went to 
Mariners. Jim and Kevin brought Ginger and me home. 
 
Fri. 
Teen and I went and saw “Band of Angels” and “Tammy” at the Carlos. (Still sick) 
 
Sat. 
Still sick!  Jim and I and Reno (Dick) and Gail went and saw “Pajama Game” and 
“Bernadine.”  I never even watched them...what a mess!  (means that I didn’t like the 
pictures--10/20) 
 
Sun. 
Fairly recovered. Teen had little fun at Elks Dinner with Lennie. Went to Jobs [retier 
sale]. Gads!  It was awfully hot too!  Jim came over. Teen is going out with us next time. 
Jim and I are quitting smoking. 
 
Mon., Sept. 23 
Polly and I went to the library. I took out “Bedlam” again. Stayed for Art Club. I like!! 
 
Tues. 
Hockey was really good today. The gang is going to Santa Cruz Sun. Got a C- in Typing 
II. She was really unfair. Also got a C+ in Bookkeeping test. Jobs. I get to model!!!!  I’m 



364 

so happy. I’m thinking of running for Marshal cause Rena had to quit. I absolutely love 
being inner guard!! 
 
Wed. 
Waited for Jim to come up (at 10:00) 
 
Thurs. 
Sports. CGA Assembly. Mariners. Gam on the 19th. 
 
Fri. 
Soph meeting postponed until Mon. because of rain. Kind of wet getting to T. My 
alphabet is getting quite good. Jim took me home. I’m sooo very tired today. Ray and Joe 
came up. 
 
Sat., Sep. 28 
Went to the dance. I really had fun too. For once. Stayed at Gingers. Wow, were we tired. 
 
Sun. 
The boys came over and we had breakfast. Reno brought Margaret Bain. Thee was a 
storm. It came down in torrents for awhile, thunder was [desuning.]  Santa Cruz was a 
blast. Dick’s parents are nice but a bit too wild for my taste. We saw Teen at Playland. 
She came with Lennie. I went on the roller coaster but it was a mistake. Jim went on 
about 5 times!!!  Oh that guy. I really got shook up, man. 
 
Mon., Sept. 30 
Stayed home sick. Jim phoned tonight. 
 

 
************************** 

 
October 1, 1957 
Good grief, can it really be a month since I started this letter?  Well, it sure has been a 
hectic one. At the plant they have been laying off and each time there is rumors of 
another one, but so far I’ve always been skipped, I don’t know whether to cheer or feel 
bad. Oh, I love working all right, but I have so little time for anything else, and the 
weekends go by so fast just trying to keep up with the washing and ironing and making up 
beds. Now that the kids are back in school they can no longer be the help to me that they 
were during the summer. Bob, who had been taking over the kitchen, and doing a very 
good job of it, nowadays goes to school  when I go to work and comes home about five 
minutes before I do. Same with Cammie and when they  stay for after school sports I 
don’t see them until supper time. Deedee is the only one who is stuck, poor baby. She has 
to get Penny dressed and make their breakfast and clear the table and get the dishwasher 
started. So it doesn’t seem fair to make her work after school, too. Oh well. 
 
I got my darned allergy back again, it seems to me it started last year just about this time 
too. I get the sneezes and the wheezes just like before and the only thing helps is taking 
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those multicolored pills. I sleep badly at night and consequently I am forever tired. 
Taking the pill cures my wheezes but keeps me awake. Well, I can only hope that it’s 
seasonal and will go away again by November the same as last year. 
 
We have an awful lot of flu around. All the kids are taking turns getting sick. First it was 
Cammie and then Deedee and today Bob stayed home with a fever of 102. Thank God for 
Pearl. She looks in on the kids and gives them lunch and I don’t have to worry about 
them being home alone. 
 
A lot of the girls on my line have been out too, I remember one day a couple of weeks 
ago, three of them collapsed and went home on the same day, and one girl had a heart 
attack, boy the place really looked empty that week. Oh well, you see what I mean, I feel 
real jolly and it’s no kind of mood to write a letter. 
 
How is every little thing with you these days?  Oh by the way, Cammie insists she took a 
picture of me in the pink dress and white coat and that I sent it to you. I have no 
recollection of it, did I?  I enjoyed those snaps you sent of Joe and his brood. My how big 
that Leo has grown, and Susie is cute as a button. 
 
Well, Doll, here it is ten o’clock again, and between running up and down the stairs 
bringing Bob chicken broth and fruit juices and making toast and writing on this letter I 
am positively pooped. So I will say goodnight for now. Maybe you will break down and 
write to me for a change. 
 
Bye now darling, and take care of yourself. 
Lovingly, as ever 
 

 
************************** 

 
Tues., October 1 
Steve won for Soph. pres. and Norbit for vice-pres. and ‘probably’ Elliot for sec. 
Homework galore!!  Now I know what is meant by ‘test week’!!  Stayed for sports. Jim 
took me home. He phoned tonight. 
 
Wed. 
Big test in BKK tomorrow. Stayed after school for “News Bureau” meeting. Steve did 
too. Jim took me home. I liked Jim awfully much tonight. He was in such a cheerful, 
laughing mood. Saw him a lot today too. 
 
Oct. 3 
Sports and Mariners. 
 
Fri 
Jim and I went to the Starlite. Carlmont lost to San Jose 6-7. 
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Sat. 
Practiced lifesaving and drill. Jim and I talked from 9 to 10. I went to Teen’s for 
Marilyn’s surprise party at 8:00. Jim phoned again from his mom’s at 12. We talked till 
1.00  (Mom took Bob and me driving) 
 
Sun. 
I love him. I am sure of that. 
 
Mon. 
Art Club. Saw Mrs. DuBois about Safety Confab. Babysat for Mrs. Larsen’s 4 kids. Jim 
came over. 
 
Tues. Jobs. Ate a bunch of junk. Dam it anyhow. Jim came over but I wasn’t home. After 
school sports. Wrote article on Confab. Got 2-1/2 hrs. at Student Court. 
 
Wed. 
Rained. Teen and I took a bus to San Carlos for our date at “Laurea Wies.”  We got 
DARling clothes but didn’t get home till 6:30. I was really in a rush to get to Redwood 
City Bethel 170 by 7:00 by myself alone!  On top of that Jim wanted me to go to the scout 
meeting but I couldn’t!!  DARN, WHAT A DAAAAAY! 
 
Thurs. 
No sports. Mariners. Caught up on my bookkeeping. Was very blue. Jim called. 
 
Fri. 
Jim took his car to school. Short day cause of Paly game. We won!!!!  First game in 4 
years and we won!!!  18-13. I wish I could have been there but Jim couldn’t go. Tina took 
me to see “The Ten Commandments”  I didn’t like it. 
 
Sat., Oct. 12 
It rained but Jim and I went to the drive-in anyway. Dick came too. By himself. We were 
able to see fine. Both good pictures:  Man with a Thousand Faces and Run of the Arrow. 
Jim and I got home at ‘bout quarter to 12 but parked in front till quarter after one!! 
 
Sun., Oct. 13 
I drove once. Jim and Tina came up. Teen and I worked on insects. Went drilling at rec. 
center. Jim phoned from his mother’s where he was babysitting. He came over 
afterwards and we sat and listened to the radio. I couldn’t let him go. I was practically 
crying. Oh, I do love him. 
 
Mon.  
Went to Mrs. Ottenstein's girl scout meeting, had fun. 
 
Wed., Oct. 16 
West to iron for Mrs. Capitalo. Got lost. Earned $1.75 and got home at 6:00. Went to Sea 
Scouts with Jim and stayed in the car by myself. 
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Thurs.  
After school sports. Mariners. 
 
Fri. 
Jim might have to move!!  I don’t know what I’ll do if he does... Teen and I went to 
Sequoia for our Cubberley game. We did wonderful during the first half but during the 
second they caught up and we lost 25 to 34. 
 
Sat. 
The gam was a mess. It was freezing cold and I had to coat. We did ok in swimming, drill, 
Mariners quiz - considering - Steve came up. So did Doug Cameron, Sam Burk, and 
another guy. I went home at 4:00 and at 5:30 Jim and Dick came up. His mother left 
town. We got to South City at 6:45 and waited around till 8:30. Dance didn’t start till 
9:30. Band was good but Jim didn’t want to dance!!  We left at 11. When Jim was pulling 
out of           Four drive he got a flat!!  Oh help  He’s going on a bay cruise tomorrow. 
 
Sun. 
Jim and Dick came over. We rode around for awhile with Barb and Ruby Callico. He 
came back tonight. 
 
Mon. 
Very bad mood. I love Jim sometimes while other times I hate him (like when he pays no 
attention to me! and others)  I wish he really loved me but I know he doesn’t. I want to 
break up with him and go with Steve or someone else. At least I  had fun with Steve. Jim 
never does anything... It breaks my heart cause now I know we’re not going to last... 
 
Tues. 
Jim and I are at odds...!  Jobs and potluck. Man did I stuff myself. Dick likes Sue Brent. 
Poor Sue Nackard!!! 
 
Wed. 
Rainy. They lost my pictures too!!  Damm. Everything went wrong today. Went to Sea 
Scouts. Barbara too. We had fun. Man, do I love Jim. I know he wants me to lose weight 
so I am. Starting manyana. (went ironing) 
 
Thurs. 
Grades. I got B+ in hockey, B in Art, C in Cannizaro (thank God!), B+ in typing, A in 
bookkeeping and A- in biology (what a surprise!). Teen got all Cs. Jim got a D in Eng. in 
spite of a straight A average!  I think he got an F in history too!  His mom said he must 
do 5 hrs. homework every night, can’t use his car and worst of all, can’t go out for 6 
weeks!!!  Damm her!  I’m on a diet. Got elected first mate. Jim phoned (Barb and Sue 
came too)  No sports. 
 
Fri. 
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I don’t think Jim likes me cause he told Tina that he doesn’t mind not going out with me. I 
feel so lousy... Went ironing and was really tired but Tina wanted me to go to the game 
anyway. We lost to Sequoia 18 to 6. The dance was lousy and I felt lousy. 
 
Oct. 26 
Went to San Carlos with Polly, Mike, Carol and whats-her-name. Saw Jim on the way 
back to Polly’s but got the impression that he wasn’t glad to see me. He said he would 
phone me at Larsen’s but he didn’t. I now have $8. Got home at 2:30 pm 
 
Sun. 
Dad was in a “mood” again. Jim and Dick stopped by for a moment and do I mean a 
moment!!  Crummy day.. 
 
Mon. 
Went to a tenor recital by John McCullum with dad. He was very good. 
 
October 29 
First tournament game. We won clan 1 by 5 to 1 points. Went to Alpine Club meeting. 
Love it. 
 
Wed. 
We beat clan 3 nothing to nothing. Was a dress meeting at Sea Scouts but we had our 
meeting too so I couldn’t go. Nick didn’t come over so Sue stayed and talked to Jim for 
ages and then when he finally left, he turned to me. I cried later. It breaks my heart to 
know that I love him when he barely even likes me!!  I wish he would break up with me... 
 
Thurs. October 31 
We won clan 2-4 one to zero. We won the tournament and get a half-stripe!!!!  What a 
Halloween to remember. We had a lousy time. I walked over to the Y and Mr. Cutler 
shoved me into a group and someone took a picture for the Enquirer!!  I’m so 
embarrassed. I’m so damm tired! 
 
Fri. 
Tho I was exhausted, Tina begged me to go to the game. We lost as usual. While at 
[Capitola] David was home. What a livin’!  Jim came over while I was at the game. 
 
Sat. 
Jim phoned at 9:15 to tell me he couldn’t go out tonight but ‘twas too late to go on the 
camping trip. Very cold today. 
 
Sun., Nov. 3 
The Alpine Club went on an all day hike. Jim Day was there too. We drove over the 
golden gate, clear to Muir Woods. There we hiked thru the woods, up a mountain, over 
several more (whose green grass and beautiful view of a calm ocean reminded me of 
Scotland.)  We arrived at Stinson Beach at 3:30. Had a blast and left at around 5:00. We 
reached the top of first hill at dusk and had a stupendous view of San Francisco 
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stretching over the whole horizon--all red lights. Hiking at night is fun!!  All together we 
covered about 13 miles and was I bushed!!! 
 
Mon. 
Art club. Went to Mrs. Ottenstein’s. Makes two hours... Jim phoned. Asked him to dinner 
Thurs. 
 
Tues. 
By a miracle I got an A in the biology test... Art club. Only Judy and I showed. Have been 
eating like a pig. Don’t get to go to work Fri. She wants me Wed. so no chance of seeing 
David!!  Gee Wiz... 
 
 

********************* 
 
November 5, 1957 
 
My Dear Mother! 
 
Honestly, you make me so mad, I simply can’t understand you... you have a heck of a lot 
more time than I have to sit down and write a letter and I haven’t heard a word form you 
since July. You wrote to Ruby and asked her to have me call you!  For crying out loud, it 
would have been a whole lot better for the both of us if you’d gotten on the phone and 
called me yourself. You say the kids don’t write, well!!!  How often do you write to them?  
And must you always criticize and say how much better a letter Susie writes or Leo or 
heaven knows who, you ought to just be happy they think of you at all. Deedee says if she 
can’t measure up to your expectation she’d rather not write at all, and I can hardly 
blame her. Cami always writes you and you hardly ever answer her letters. When are you 
ever going to learn not to expect too much from children. I enclosed a dollar in Bob’s 
birthday card because I couldn’t bear to see him disappointed in you, I also know he’d 
never say anything, sure I could bear down on them and say sit down and write, and 
would it make you happier to get a few lines?  No, it wouldn’t. You’d say why can’t they 
write a decent letter. As for me, you know darned well I’m up to my neck in things that 
have got to be done when I come home from work, and apparently a card isn’t sufficient 
for you, you didn’t even let me know whether you got my messages or not. So okay, 
maybe you are sick or don’t feel well or broke an arm or something, how in thunder 
would I know?  Oh well, there’s no use or my scolding, you’ll never change, but I’ve been 
standing over the ironing board for the last two hours brooding and getting madder and 
madder at you and simply had to get it off my chest, perhaps I ought to just tear this letter 
up and start over again, but I won’t, you always let me have it with both barrels when I 
displease you. 
 
Things have changed quite a bit down at the plant, and for the worse, as far as I’m 
concerned. I went back into training and am now on the cable assembly line. Oh, it’s 
interesting and all that, but I feel like a dunce, I can do it all right but haven’t got my 
speed yet, and the next person that says ‘standard’ to me will get his head blown off. I 
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was doing well in transformers and working at a hundred percent standard and better, 
106% to be exact and now I’m right back where I was sixteen months ago. I have about a 
dozen or so different colored wires to solder in exact pattern onto a plug with a lot of 
little hooks on them, and between looking at the blue prints to make sure they go in the 
right place and soldering and twisting and what have you I feel like I have two left hands 
and thumbs on both of ‘me. I’ve only been doing it for a week so maybe it will get better, 
it had BETTER or I know when I’ve had had. I almost wish I’d gotten laid off the last 
time. See, I really feel low tonight. Sure I haven’t gotten any of my work back yet, but 
nobody seems to care about that, only how many of them you do in eight hours. We work 
different hours, and I get out at four-fifteen and somehow that fifteen minutes makes a lot 
of difference. On top of that I’m saddled with two riders and I don’t like it one bit, but 
don’t see how I can get out of it. After all, one of the gals works right next to me and I 
couldn’t very well refuse when she asked to ride home with me at night. She lives way the 
heck up in the hills and it takes me an extra ten minutes to get her home and turn around 
and come back down where I want to go. It seems a small thing, really, and I ought not to 
mind it so much, but I’m so used to going my own way, and sometimes I’d go shopping or 
even visit for a half hour before going home and I can’t now. By the time I stop at the 
store and get my daily loaf of bread and milk and whatever I think I need for supper it’s 
five before I get home. Oh heck I guess I’m getting old and cranky. 
 
I hardly ever get a chance to see my friends, the evenings are so taken up with a number 
of chores and Saturday and Sunday are a pure nightmare. I catch myself coming and 
going, trotting to the store, taking the girls to choir, taking Bob down to the sea scouts, 
feeding the family and throwing the wash in the machine in between times. Jere does 
most of the drying for me, and that’s when I bless the dryer. I see Ruby when she comes 
down, and of course Pearl, the darling, is always popping in on me. She was in the 
hospital a couple of weeks ago, and I spent all my spare time going to see her. She did it 
for me, and I was bound and determined to do as much for her. I know how nice it was 
for my friends to come and break up the monotony of the day. It sure can get dreary lying 
in bed waiting for things to happen. 
 
Ruby’s house is coming along just beautifully, I bet she will be in by Christmas. It’s going 
to be a lovely house, too, and Mac is doing a nice job. There are a lot of new homes up 
around the bend now, and I hardly know my neighbors, so many cars go up and down 
and I don’t know where they belong. One of these days they’ll be fixing Monserat, but I 
wouldn’t put it past them to start when the rainy season comes, and we’ll be in mud up to 
your ears. But I won’t care so long as they get the job done, it will be an improvement 
(Holy cow this typewriter is a mess, everybody’s using it, both Cami and Bob do their 
homework on it, and I noticed tonight that even Deedee’s been using it, the poor old thing 
can’t stand the strain. Of course at the head of the Christmas list is a new typewriter, my 
stars and stripes, did I say Christmas?  It will be here before I know it, or am even ready 
for it. 
 
Well, doll, here it is ten o’clock again, and I must sign off. You know it’s early rise and 
early to bed for me, and I don’t even know anymore what a television is. I sure enough 
never get to watch it. 
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The kids are fine again, though we had a siege of the flu there for awhile, only Cami went 
on a long hike Sunday and her muscles are still sore. Penny has shot out of all her 
clothes and even though I’ve lengthened all her dresses already she is about due for a 
new wardrobe. Their school pictures ought to come any day now, we’ve gotten Bob’s, 
isn’t he a nice looking kid?  but unfortunately they lost Cami’s pictures. The little ones 
haven’t come yet. I’ll send them when they do. 
 
Well, nightie night now, 
Best love to you both as ever, 
from all of us 
 

 
************************** 

 
 
Wed., Nov. 6 
Jim wasn’t at school today. Nor at the Court of Awards. The guys think he’s up the Hill 
[Hillcrest Juvenile Hall--the pokey]. But Mr. Ennis won’t say anything. Just “he’s out of 
town.”  God, I’m so dam worried... 
 
Thurs. 
What a cool way to spend a two month anniversary. Jim’s up the hill all right. Dick 
brought Bobbie to Mariners and he told me. Jim is home now but for how long we don’t 
know. He might go to school tomorrow afternoon. Krow was the one who spread it 
around school!  He also has the stolen junk. Jim’s all shook, says Dick, MY GOD, he 
oughta be!!!  Bobbie stayed over night. It’s raining--perfect weather!  (Dad got me up to 
see Sputnik this morn. but it didn’t show!!) 
 
Sat., Nov. 9 
Baby sat for Van Lindens until 4:00. Got 5 bucks. Jim phoned. 
 
Sun. Fussed off. Played miniature golf with Bob and Sue. 
 
Mon (holiday) 
Bob and I went with Alpine Club on a tour of San Fran. Flirted with Jack Macarty. Think 
I broke up his romance with Bonny, tho I doubt it. Had a blast altogether. Jim has the flu 
but will come to school manyana if possible. 
 
Tues. 
Got all spruced up and Jim did come. Man, how I missed him. It rained last night. Our 
road is a sight. At least 2 [feet?] from street to driveway. Stayed for Art Club. 
 
Nov. 13 
Tested in Modern Dance. Jim said his mom didn’t want us to go steady. At noon he got 
caught smoking. That cooled everything. Suspended, grades lowered, no dates. He wants 
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to break up. I’m so fed up with him, it’s pitiful. I used to be proud of him, now I’m 
ashamed!!  I’ll be glad to break off... but darn, I wish we had a ghost of a chance. Even 
tho I love him, that isn’t enough. Had a dilly of a biol test. Of course we didn’t go to 
scouts. Got in a fight with parents... 
 
Thurs. 
Officers meeting at Gingers. 
 
Fri. 
Went to Mariners dealie at Redwood. Jim phoned. I love him. Talked till 10:30 
 
Sat. 
Took some pictures of me. Tina’s hair came out darling. Dick came over and he said I 
could go to the drive-in with them all. It was a tatal blast. “Pal Joey” was absolutely the 
greatest. Wrote Jim a letter. We all came up to our house for coffee and Jim was talking 
to mom (12:00). I took over and we talked till 15 min to 2:00. They cheered him up 
wonderfully. I really love him. 
 
Sun. 
Tina had a ball last night. She’s a doll. I hope Arnie and her go together. I’ve still got a 
terrible sore throat. Feel lousy. Sue is an idiot. Jim promised to phone back but he didn’t. 
 
Nov. 18 
Whets a young girl 
to do when she falls in love? 
Nothing to do but wait; 
Wait for the inevitable graduate, 
And trust in the Lord above. 
Nov. 19 
Went to school but regretted it because still sick 
 
Wed. 
Sick. Big fight. Everyone in family versus Dad. 
 
Nov. 21 
Sick. Jim phoned. He’s moving for sure in two weeks to Burlingame. Can go out after the 
trial on the 4th of Dec. 
 
Nov. 22 
Sick. Short school day. Went bowling with Bobbie and her uncle Guy. 
 
Sat. 
Sick!!  Went out with Jim. We all (Dick, Bobbie, Kevin) went to where Giner’s baby 
sitting over the weekend. Was fun, sort of... Jim didn’t feel well after awhile. That guy 
doesn’t know how he hurts me sometimes. Felt lousy, still. 
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Sun. 
Sick, still!!  Drove a little. Cut and permanented mom’s hair. Jim phoned. Bob went down 
there today to help him work on his car. He’s getting real cute!!!  Wrote Jim’s theme. 
Purty good too. Still nice and warm and sunny out. 
 
Mon. 
Art Club. 
 
Nov. 26 
Sports. Loads of fun. Jobs elections. I died of shame. All thru the whole thing I got only 3 
votes, the last time 4, and both times one was my own!  Joan Gule won queen. I’m glad of 
that, but Miss Russell won Marshal. 
 
Wed. 
Sea Scouts. Dick didn’t come after me and no one phoned either. I was boiling mad. Dad 
poured water all over my bed. Not so hot for my cold... 
 
Nov. 28 
Thanks Giving Day. What have I to be thankful for?  Went to work at 4:30 till 10:30  
Really worked hard to earn that $4. Jim phoned twice. 
 
Fr. 
Mom, Pearl, and I rode all over Nature’s Half Acre today. I feel drained of all energy, no 
pep. Jim phoned. As always he had an answer for everything. I’m getting fed up. He has 
absolutely no sympathy for me. Boo hoo hoo. 
 
Dec. 1 
Went down to the barge to draw. Saw Jim. 

************************** 
 
December 1. 1957 
 
Greetings, Aged and Respected Parents! 
 
Well, there were no skull and crossbones in the letters to the kids saying I was not to read 
‘me, so, although not a sign of life has come addressed to me, I am sort of abreast of the 
times and lives of the Millers in Dover. I hope by now things are a little better with you 
both again. 
 
I never got around to telling you, but our lives have been encumbered with a very lively, 
very impish little kitten, a cross-eyed member of a Siamese. Bootsie is very unhappy 
about her, she teases him unmercifully and is quicker than greased lightning so he can’t 
get back at her, and if that dratted cat lights on my chest one more night and purrs in my 
ear I’ll make mince-meat out of her. Our cat was poisoned about a couple of months ago 
and Penny carried on so about her kitty that Jere said to for goodness sakes get her 
another one, and I got this little devil through one of the girls at work. Cute little monster 
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with her blue eyes and her pretty seal point fur, even if her eyes are crossed. She caused 
me more trouble too, got out the first day we had her and we turned the neighborhood 
upside-down trying to locate the stupid little thing, and met more nice (or not so nice) 
people that way. Now we couldn’t get rid of her if we tried. Put her out one door and she 
cries at the other. 

 
************************** 

 
Mon., Dec. 2 
Art Club. Made up in sports. 
 
Tues. 
sports 
 
Thurs. 
Dorm wants me to go out with a guy named Al Lissay tomorrow night. Been trying all 
week to break up with Jim. No luck. Tina and Arnie doing fine. 
 
Fri. 
Went out on a double date with Dorm and Norm Day and Al Lissay. He turned out to be 
cute and loads of fun. But when we got home he kissed me good night and said “You can 
do better than that!”  That burned me and I then proceeded to make a fool out of myself. 
Jim phoned while I was gone. 
 
Sat. 
Jim phoned. When he asked me where I had been last night I said “out”, he said where 
“I said “show” he said “who with?  Tina? no, Sue? no, etc, etc. I told him and he simply 
said “oh”  Didn’t even get mad!!! 
Sun, 
Went down to the barge for awhile 
 
Mon. 
Art Club. Started basketball in PE with Miss Lum, the dear. I love it. I got an A in my 
Xmas Card. I did a little boy ice skater. 
 
Tues. 
Sports. Jobs. It was so sad. Just to think, next meeting is farewell night and it won’t ever 
be the same again. Oh how I’ll miss everyone, Rena and Judy Grotts, Judy Cook, Kay, oh 
shoot. Mom and I have sold 20 fruit cakes--that means $10 for my snow trip. 
 
Wed. 
Grades. B- in dance, B in Art, B in English (that slob, she gave Jim a C tho he didn’t turn 
in a book report or a term report!!) B+ in typing (darn) A- in bookkeeping (pure luck) 
B+ in biology (gyp!) Tried out for “Man that came to dinner” but doubt if I will get it. 
 
Thurs. 
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Didn’t feel well. Mom and Dad wouldn’t let me go to Mariners. I cried up a storm. 
 
Fri. 
Stayed home. Felt lousy. Dad wouldn’t let me go to the scout dance nor out shopping. I 
cried madly. After Jim came over and wanted me to go out and I couldn’t I really cried. I 
think it did me good. The SS Base has been condemned. 
 
Sat. Dec. 14 
Still feel lousy. Went shopping. Jim came over and took back his ring. Shoot, my heart 
broke in a million pieces. What a merry Christmas present. 
 
Sun. 
Sick. Family went to Lenkurt's Xmas party. Jim phoned. Had horrible argument. 
 
Mon. 
Very rainy. Missed Jim terribly but I suppose I must get used to it. Art Club. My man is 
coming along ok. Jobs Farewell Night and Initiation. It was the most perfect and most 
beautiful Jobs meeting ever.  The Labr. report was wonderful. Tina and Beth did 
exceptionally well in stories. Started SAM tho. 
 
Tues. 
No sports. 
 
Wed. 
No word from Jim 
 
Thurs. 
Tina’s still absent, since Tues. I wore her clothes for sports. Think I made B team. 
 
Fri. 
Tina came back. The assembly was wonderful. Went to the Chlorophyll dance. Had a 
blast but made a fool of myself. Bob Kinsman’s brother is a doll. I drove home with a guy 
named Ken and Bonny and Sharon and Don Rowe. We went to Sugar & Spice. Don’s 
nice. Got home at 1:15. 
 
Sat. Dec. 21 
Penny’s birthday. Jim phoned last night. Was supposed to phone tonight but didn’t. Went 
out with Ron. Didn’t have much fun. 
 
Sun. 
Jim still hasn’t phoned. Darn that stupid blond. Went caroling, Ick!! 
 
Mon. 
Jim phoned. Cleaned house, visited Anne and Celeste. Got Jim a darling Xmas card. 
Quote--they were all cleaned out of partridges--Merry Christmas anyway--Cute huh?  
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He’s got a job a Hillsborough Yacht Club driving cars--and what cars!!! Went shopping 
with Mom and Pearl. 
 
Tues, December 24 
Snuck out and bought mom a book, Northwest Passage. Dad took me. Jim phoned. We  
had a nice talk. After dinner we all opened our presents. Tina gave me a beautiful purse. 
Mom gave a beautiful baby blue pixy slippers. Grandma’s package came. Went over to 
Jones’. Deedee and Penny were thrilled! Had a wonderful time altogether but I wish Jim 
could have come over--maybe tomorrow... 
 
December 25 
Christmas Day. Dad started it off with a whiz. Tina got a beautiful portable radio. I 
drank sauterne. Ate like a pig and am gaining weight galore. Babysat with three spoiled 
kids for 2 hours. Brian Petty phoned. He was drunk. Jim phoned. Leaves tomorrow for 
Yosemite. Be gone about 3 days. He’s working New Year’s Eve. DARN. 
 
Thurs. 
No Mariners. Decided not to go on the Alpine Trip tomorrow. Almost finished 
“Northwest Passage”. 
 
Fri. 
West out with Guy to drive in and saw April Love and Jet Pilot. Jet Pilot impressed me 
because it gave a true picture of an airplane, of how very difficult it is to fly one. The vast 
difference between a light plane and a large passenger plane. 
 
Sat. 
Dad was very unreasonable again today. Jim phoned. Wrote a letter about it. Anyway I 
am going to now. Finished Northwest Passage. Very good. 
 
Monday. 
Puggy and I walked to the bus depot and took a bus to the city. We saw “Sayonara” with 
Marlon Brando. Ooooh-la-la. Oh I love him--- then we window and people shopped. Real 
fun. We took a bus home and walked up the hill. 
 
December 31 
New Year came in with a bang. Dick phoned and asked me to go out with Ed Brooks. We 
went to the Rio Vista Drive in down south, saw three pictures. Crummy all. Had trouble 
with Ed. He expects too much. Got home at 3:15 pm. wow--a record!!  That Ed didn’t 
even bother to walk me to the door! 
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1958, No End in Sight 
 
January 9, 1958 
I can't talk to anyone of my emotional problems, though sometimes I do really wish I 
could. The next best thing has always been to write them out. I get so desperate 
sometimes and there seems to be no solutions at all. I can't leave and he won't. And these 
terrible scenes occur with greater intensity at more frequent intervals and there seems to 
be no common meeting ground at all anymore. But we drift on any on together with no 
end in sight. 
 
About my indifference there is no doubt whatever, and from the remarks he makes when 
he is angry I guess the feeling is mutual, with one difference. I want to stay clear of him 
at all costs, and he seems determined to follow me about and make my life unbearable. I 
just can't understand it. If I'm that repugnant to him why does he want me around?  I 
would give a lot if he went out and he wont, but when I absent myself there is always hell 
to pay when I come back. 
 
Of course I realize he has a picture of me in his mind that though it bears no resemblance 
to the facts, nevertheless it is quite real to him, and so long as that image is real, why so 
it is. I couldn't change it even if I wanted to, not unless  I went all the way back to my first 
flush of absolute admiring selfless, mindless love. And that I'm not about to do. Not now 
and not ever again. It got me nothing except what I created in my mind, the fist time 
around and once the fire is out, its out and ashes can't come to life unless you put more 
[firewood] on them. 
 
I doubt if he is capable of loving anything or anyone and I doubt greatly if even in the fist 
years of our marriage I was ever anything but used to further his self esteem. Even our 
lovemaking was but a test of his skill. Oh, he was skilled all right, and I enjoyed it. 
Sometimes I didn't but to admit that (even to myself) meant admitting that I was an 
unfeeling dolt. The fault, you see, was always mine.  
 
Heavens knows I've suffered enough from a feeling of inferiority and rejection that I just 
have it in my marriage also. Always, always I've dreamed of a person who would accept 
me for what I am, imperfect but with an "E" for effort. Someone I could come to in 
sorrow and sadness and blue moods, someone to laugh with, someone I could say for "we 
are together", we against the world, and that ideal died slowly and painfully and perhaps 
it was to much heaven to hope for and not to be achieved on earth. Yet some people must 
share that feeling together, surely, somebody must. Anytime in our intimate talks when 
there was the slightest question or the hint of criticism of his acts or person, I'd run into 
this wall of rage. 
 
Well, so now I have nothing to say. Take the other day when he mentioned that incident 
in Hawthorne, well, if you can't joke it away or talk about, why the only thing left is to 
bury it. And it stinks. He knows, or he should, that it’s always been for better or worse, 
and if I have one virtue only it is loyalty, but that apparently means nothing at all, it is 
taken for granted. Can I ever say with wifely concern:  watch that temper of yours. Heck 
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no, I'd get a slap for my pains. What kind of a relationship is that anyway. The whole 
world's out of step and I'm the world's prize fool. 
 
Is it fair to put the burden of guilt on me for everything?  When the children are smart, 
they have his brains, and when they're bad, it's all my doing. Can he honestly say that the 
trouble he has with Camille and Bob is due to my indulgence only. I don't deny I'm a 
softie where the children are concerned but can they be exposed to his temper and 
indolence and not be affected. If I really thought it would be better for them I'd leave 
them, but I don't think it would. So here I am playing possum like a coward and waiting, 
waiting for I don't know what. Sometimes I wonder what his [mimes] life is like. He 
doesn't like women and I guess that can be laid on my doorstep also. I suppose he feels 
they are good only as far as they can be useful to men. They have no brains...nothing but 
work horses and playthings. He hasn't any friends; his inability to make allowances, his 
total absence of tolerance, makes that almost impossible. Sooner or later the people he 
holds discourse with will differ and that's always the end. So of course they are of no 
consequence. He cuts himself off from everyone and then feels utterly alone. And he need 
not look to me anymore to act as buffer. 
 
It so happens I don't think of myself as so utterly devoid of attractiveness as he'd have me 
believe. Without flattering myself I can only say there are not many women who have kept 
their youthfulness as I have. Other people find me pleasant and nice to have around. I'm 
well liked by everyone I'm in contact with and surely it must be just his distorted picture 
of me that can cause him to say the things he does and act the way he does. Well, from 
the looks of things I can look forward to a lovely weekend again. The [soap[ is kicked 
down the stairs and things scattered in the kitchen. Oh well. 
 
 
November 2 
Another weekend started off with a bang. Gollie, I just dread Saturday and Sunday. I do 
all I can to stay out of the house, although I have so much to do. Friday night I asked 
Cami to stay home to dish out the 'treats' to the kids and she had a small fit. From the 
looks of things, she and her father had another round of it, when I got home I found his 
slide rule on the kitchen floor. Saturday morning he started in [about] Bob. The car, of 
course!  Bob was called to go to the base and after I put my 2 cents worth in saying he 
had to go if he was to continue (that was the wrong thing to do apparently.) he said he 
could go. Then he said he couldn't and we all sat through another lecture in the living 
room. The upshot of it was that Bob went when his ride came. Cammie [asked] me if she 
could take Marsha to S.F. and I said of course. more to get her out of the way than 
anything else. 
 
Supper came, and of course the stew wasn't any good. More lectures about how badly I 
cook. Cammie went to the Sea Scout dance after another round of arguments, but since 
the date was made ahead, he let her go. I took Bob to the show just to get out of the 
house. 
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Bob found the garage [dirty] and had to clean up the garage then and there with Penny's 
help. 
 
Off and on there were further lectures about the kids. I don't know why he feels those kids 
aren't any good at all. Now the story goes the only reason he sticks around is because of 
the two little ones they show promise and he wants to see how they turn out.  
 
Could it be that he is secretly and sub-consciously frustrated because neither Bob nor 
Cammie show evidence of being other than bright, intelligent normal kids instead of 
geniuses?  I know I'm satisfied with them and quite proud they turned out the way they 
did.  
 
I didn't deny he did them a certain amount of good besides inheriting his mental 
capacities (up to a point) and for since as far as Bob is concerned it has been good for 
him to be pressed into doing things. But how much pressure can a youngster take before 
breaking?  Cammie now has the stronger personality and she will fight back. But I feel 
that is not good for her. It will spoil her for a [husband sympathetic companionship] in 
marriage. She will definitely have that emotional block to overcome. She is 
too[withdrawn] and her warmth doesn't show itself. 
 
And Bob, what shall I say about him?  He just goes along with things and takes the easy 
way out. If there is trouble he'll go the other way, he'll knuckle under for whatever reason 
and that, too, isn't good. He feels so insecure, he has become selfish and greedy and 
grasping except with those he loves and trusts. Right now he seems to care only for me 
and Penny.  What can I do?  What can I do?  I feel somewhere we've gone off the path. 
This is not a healthy atmosphere for the kids. It fosters all the emotions and feelings I've 
tried to control. I can't be just a [sister]. I tried it and the children's cry still wrings my 
heart. "Why didn't you stick up for me?"  I'm a mother and the instinct to protect my 
young against any and all is too strong. As much as I'm able I've got to stand up for them 
until they can stand up for themselves, and I have a feeling that won't be long. And I'm 
sick about that, too. I never wanted my children to leave home to "get away.”  I never 
meant home to mean just that to them. And yet how can I blame them. Every nerve and 
sinew in me wants to get away, too. I can't even permit myself the luxury of wishful 
thinking. Thinking of how it might have been, of not being jealous when I see and hear 
others whose marriage is more serene. There is no use in saying It might have been. All I 
can do is work with what I've got and that means going along from day to day without its 
letting me get the best of me. Take the calm and lull when it comes and ride out the storm 
when that comes. 
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1959, Dr. Jeckyll and Mr. Hyde 
 
On my birthday, August 5, 1959, I started a new diary77. On the first page I wrote a 
description of my family: 
 

Oh, by the way, I have one brother, 16, whom I love, one sister, 13, who is sweet, 
one sister, 8, who is an ill-mannered and snotty child largely caused by her 
siblings, a mother, about 47, who though usually sloppy, is the sweetest and most 
good-natured person on earth, a father, about 49 who is a Dr. Jeckyll-Mr. Hyde78. 
The Dr. Jeckyll is a cheerful, kind and understanding man while the Mr. Hyde is a 
spoiled little boy who yells, wants the best of everything, refuses to listen to 
criticisms , is irritated by the slightest thing, and is generally one of very selfish 
tendencies and one who settles everything with violence. Also at present we have 
a dog, Bootsie, two cats, Eloise and Timmy, three kittens and a duck. 

 
And some insight came on August 17: 
 

…The dominant problem is my home life. I can’t bear to be here when my father 
is—I really can’t. When I was 14 I resisted simply because I resented 
domination—now I resist because I think my father is a hypocrite who can no 
more guide me than my mother, who has learned from many pride-shattering and 
humiliating years that it does no good to try to talk to him. She feels trapped;  she 
has even admitted it to us. How can either a hypocrite or a “trapped” person 
advise me? 

 
 

************************************ 
 
 

In the following undated journal entry Mother exhibits a satirical bent totally unlike her. I 
think she also shows a great deal of anger and resentment—also totally unlike her. 
 
 

Papa has a keen mind, a mathematical and analytical mind. An orderly mind (his 
kind of order) and surely it was a dirty trick of fate to throw me into his path. 
Somewhere there must have been a woman more up to his standards. All I know is 
that I’m not the one. I’m intelligent, sure, I’m sensitive and thoughtful, but not on 
his wave length. I like good music, but I don’t drown in it, and I like sad, pensive, 
popular music, too. I like to read for amusement and pleasure and knowledge, but 
not his kind of knowledge, I like to take a walk, but I like the deep, cool woods, 
not sun-baked hillsides. I like to walk at dusk not in the heat of the day. I like to 
amble and listen to the birds and thrill to the shape, forms and sounds of nature,  

                                                 
77 My entire journal is available at CamilleDiary.pdf 
78In The Psychology of the Cycle of Violence (p.74), Donald Dutton says he has over 200 files where 
women use these same words to describe the abuser! 
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the wind in the pines, the rustle of leaves, but I don’t like to talk about it. I just FEEL. I 
like to formulate my opinions in words, my opinion, not someone else’s, and I don’t like 
to be called stupid, I don’t like to be pinned down and drawn out, I don’t like to have my 
feelings dissected   And for a long time now I’ve not wanted to lay open my mind like a 
cadaver to be studied and dismissed. So  now I clam up and only talk about innocent 
topics like the weather, the children and the factual doings of the day. He thinks my 
smoking deplorable, there’s a kind word for you. Deplorable. What he means is it’s dirty, 
disgusting, and offending to his sensibilities. And why don’t I give it up like a good little 
wife, and take to drinking nice, clean sauterne in companionship with him. Why, we could 
finish a bottle between us and have nice long philosophical talks together into the wee 
hours of the night. But I’m such a plebian, cow, is the word, if you please. I’d rather 
smoke and sleep. Oh yes, Papa feels that life has double-crossed him. No wonder the 
taste of Life is as ashes in his mouth. All alone on his hilltop, kicking the rest of the world 
away from his pinnacle, searching, always searching for a kindred soul. No wonder he 
wants to assert his authority. I want what I want when I want it. Poor man, and what 
would he do if he got it?  Turn around and yearn for something else. Enough of that, I’m 
not dissecting him, I’m supposed to find a meaning in MY life. What do I want, what DID 
I want back in those days?  I was lonely, felt misunderstood, yearned for someone in tune 
with me. I wanted one person to love me, to be mine as I loved him and wanted to be his. 
I wanted to belong, to be a Unity. And I thought I’d found that person in Jere. I didn’t 
want or seek perfection, was perfectly willing to overlook and smooth over any faults and 
idiosyncrasies in My Beloved. More than willing, but I also wanted to be taken as I was, 
with all my faults and foibles. Surely I never made any secret of the fact that I was no ball 
of fire, no raving beauty, nor neat or tidy. I always was and always will be generous with 
my time, my means, myself, always have and always will continue to share whatever I 
have, my instincts are those of a broody hen, willing and wanting to mother and look 
after anything or anyone who I feel needs me. But somewhere along the line I must have 
been at fault for obviously I fostered an ideal of a ME that doesn’t exist. I must have 
through some conscious or unconscious action on my part have created an illusion in 
Jere’s mind of the sort of person he married that has absolutely no bearing on reality. 
For some reason, probably because I ceased to care, this illusion has now shattered, and 
is it any wonder the poor guy feels betrayed?  For this and this alone I am in his debt, for 
it was cruelty on my part, although I was never aware of it, to build up this picture and 
then destroy it. Leaving my feeling out of it, what is a man to think when he goes along 
for years with what he thinks is an amiable life-mate only to have her haul off and kick 
over the traces all of a sudden, or maybe not so suddenly. This has been brewing for 
years. And here we are. What shall I do about it?  I can’t turn back the years, I can’t 
start all over. There are young children to consider who need their parents’ moral and 
physical support for a number of years to come. It isn’t practical to separate, so what?  
An armed truce?  I continue to cultivate serenity from eight to twelve, and one to four-
thirty, on Monday to Friday and continue the Battle of the Sexes in between. Things will 
go smoothly for awhile and then an explosion. I will try to remember not to tuck the end 
of the sheets too tight and tighten the upper end, to keep the doors shut and the house 
reasonably neat. To obey instructions for the day, unless I forget. Not to spend any money 
or time without permission. Ho-hum!  unless I forget. To cook to please Papa, have clean 
clothes in the drawer, and be punctual about picking him up. To drive as he would drive 
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were he behind the wheel, and in all ways refrain from irritation (unless I forget). Sounds 
awfully dull for me, but I still have eight hours a day to be myself in. If I can be myself 
making the beds, and washing the clothes and cleaning the house and herding the kids, 
and all those innumerable chores that infest the day. Till further notice. 
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The Sixties 
 
 
I think in the sixties the “chickens came home to roost.” Everything pretty much fell 
apart. Mother’s bitterness showed in the poem she wrote when I went off to college in 
September, 1960: 
 
 

What shall I say to you, My Daughter, 
Now that your eager foot upon Life’s Threshold stands. 
Shall I deny to you that love is not all sweetness 
that swiftly comes and slowly fades away? 
Your trusting Youthfulness would not believe me 
but brush aside my words with young impatient hands. 
 
Yes, Love will come to you, as come it must to all. 
I would not cloud your shining hour with sadness 
nor speak to you of lonely nights of weeping 
of hearts that break, to mend and break anew. 
Enduring it we try to hold to our illusions 
though through the years time steals your love from you. 
 
I will say this:  Love made my life a glory 
once I held heaven in my heart and vowed 
that I would keep it so til hearts were turned to dust. 
 
My love will last forever, dreams can never die 
proudly I held my love for all to see until the day 
I found my lover turned into a stranger. Alas for Youth! 
it does not count the hours, as count it must 

 
 
Alas indeed. We children became adults carrying all the hang-ups our dysfunctional 
upbringing could provide. In the sixties I got married, got divorced, got pregnant, had a 
nervous breakdown—and for none of these events were either of my parents present or 
supportive. They were lost in their own world of misery. 
 
In the sixties Bob got his girlfriend pregnant, joined the army, got married, and got 
divorced--because his wife, as Mother wrote, “was not going to do what I have done, she 
was not going to allow any man to treat her and speak to her the way mine has done.” 
Bob buried himself in work and school. 
 
In the sixties Deedee had about one date in highschool and married the first man who 
showed interest. Like her mother before her, she tried to pretend her marriage was the 
stuff of myth. 
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And in the sixties, Penny, the only one still at home, still “lived” the nightmare, 
becoming increasingly more solitary. 
 
In the sixties Mom and Dad—and Penny—moved to a new home in a new city every five 
minutes. I think Father’s job record was beginning to catch up with him. A symptom of 
borderline personality is an inability to commit that results in frequent job changes. I 
don’t think Father ever worked at the same place for even two years.79 
 
 

************************* 
 
 
Mother essentially stopped introspecting. The following is one of the last few journal 
entries she wrote: 
 

January 24, 1960 
What is love?  Love is placing the welfare of another above one's self. It has 
become increasingly apparent that I'm neither loved nor respected. Of course it 
could be argued that in order to receive wifely love and respect you must first 
give it. I can no longer hold to that platitude. I know I have given it, but it has 
brought me no return. All I have ever done and said and endured has always been 
taken for granted. The older (and wiser) I become the harder I find it to accept 
the teaching of… '[Live justly and without fear]...do unto others...as you sow, so 
shall ye reap...and all the rest of the golden rules by which men live. What have I 
sown that I should reap this discord], what selfishness have I indulged in to be so 
utterly disregarded as a person. It's the old, old story that has been twenty-five 
years in the making and the last chapter is not yet. No one would believe it or 
accept it as truth unless they have lived through 
an experience in this home. It's like being at the 
mercy of a giant baby with a great strength and a 
baby's blind will. No one can control it. I feel as 
ineffectual as a moth beating its soft body against 
a cold window pane frantically trying to escape. I 
know I can't. All will go well for a long while and 
peace reigns except for minor skirmishes, then 
something happens, some unforeseen thing, and 
'boom' there's a full fledged war. And the stupid 
little things that bring it to a head...a lamp this 
time, a lamp with a broken cord. Take it out of the living room, he says; and put it 
in your bedroom. Why my bedroom for heaven's sake?  Get Bob home to fix it, 
why [didn't] you said [something dirt it] Oh it's not what he ways, its the way it's 
said. The nagging and lecture that go with it. The same old story, he can say 

                                                 
79 My resume looks the same, although I did manage to stay at Western Electric for four years and Intel for 
eight. Interestingly, Bob and Deedee showed the opposite characteristic; each spent an entire career at a 
single job. 
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anything he likes, but I mustn't open my mouth. "Shut up or I'll shut it for you,” 
the nasty dirty language which makes me physically and mentally sick, the abuse 
of my person, and the violation of my spirit. It's hard to remember and hang onto 
my civilized maturity, I want to lash out and punish and hurt, but [fortunately] for 
my peace of mind that lasts only an instant. Then I remember my philosophy 
again, I go and read [Spinoza]. Remember that [foul minds and blow ] are no 
outrage but only your judgment that they are so"  "We must try to make the end of 
the journey better than the beginning" I rationalize and write things out and 
swallow all the bitterness, but as I've learned to my dismay, I swallow it, but my 
physical self repays me with ulcers. So in the end I only punish myself. 

 
 

**************************** 
 
 

The year at Whittier was tough for me—off on my own for the first time, first sexual 
experience—but on January 13, 1961, I wrote in my diary: 
 

Since coming to college here at Whittier I have become much closer to my family. 
However, Christmas vacation was two weeks. At the end of that time I was 
convinced that I never wanted to see them again. During my 18 years I guess I 
had gotten used to the noise, the bickering, the selfishness, etc. but after the calm 
pleasant atmosphere here, I could not bear home. I appreciate them more away 
from them. I certainly will make the effort to visit a few days at a time. I don’t 
know if that will be possible but I shall certainly try. 

 
 
However, as my life was falling apart I changed my mind and wrote the following entry 
on March 20: 
 

In five days I’ll be going home and more than anything I want to go home and see 
my family. I doubt if I’ve ever been as miserable as I have been the last 3 months, 
the last one in particular—so much has happened. I want to go home where 
someone cares. Here I am lost—an insignificant blob that no one would miss. I 
don’t care if everyone at home yells and fights—at least basically we care for 
each other. 

 
****************************** 

 
 

I guess Mother's life wasn't too hot either because she started the year with this lament: 
 

May 9, 1961 
Unwittingly a great truth was spoken the other day when he said "I can't even use 
you for a walk anymore."  He uses me whenever the need arises for whatever 
purpose. Well, I don't object to being used, one of the great needs of Love is to 
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serve the loved one, but I resent and resent so strongly to being used without love 
and affection. It makes me reluctant to make love. I feel like a tool he can't do 
without, I feel as if I was used like a prostitute without pay. What else am I to 
think?  One minute we are lovers and the next he berates me and picks me to 
pieces. I just can't take it anymore. This living on the edge of a volcano--never 
knowing when it erupts or why. One minute he can't live without me and the next 
he tells me to take my children and find someplace else to live. Well, he had his 
chance last summer. I was gone and could have been gone forever but for the 
phone call [urging] me to come home. I came home to a second honeymoon the 
like no first one ever was. It was wonderful, I was delighted, flattered and would 
have turned myself inside and out to keep alive. But here we are, up against the 
same impasse. 

 
************************************ 

 
Donald Dutton writes: 
 

It is often asked why women stay in such damaging relationships. For some…the 
sweetness and power of the contrition phase…are overwhelmingly seductive. 
These women unconsciously collude with their husbands in denial. [However] 
unpredictability is also key: Intermittent reinforcement is a powerful motivator 
that keeps one coming back for more (take for example the lure of slot machines). 
The victim’s hope is that maybe this time it will be better; maybe this time he’ll 
stop. And for reasons she cannot understand, powerful emotional bonds keep 
pulling he back—bonds forged by intermittent reinforcement…As the days pass, 
the bad memories fade, and only the good ones remain, fed by the woman’s desire 
to sate her man’s neediness, a neediness that only builds until the next incident.80 

 
 

************************************ 
 
 

In Bob’s senior year in high school, he got his girlfriend pregnant. It’s a given that his 
parents were no help in resolving the situation. I can remember Bob writing me at 
college, asking for advice. Ultimately, Bob decided to join the army so that he would be 
able to marry and support a wife. I remember all of us traipsing down to Fort Ord for the 
wedding. Shortly thereafter Bob was shipped to Germany.  
 
 

                                                 
80 Ibid., The Batterer, p. 55-57. 
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Move to Chico 
 
I finished my first year of college in June of 1961 and transferred to Chico State because 
by then the family had moved to Chico, California, where father had gotten a job at 
nearby Beale Air Force Base. Although my September 13th diary entry says “Should work 
out ok for us although Mom and Deedee miss their friends terribly,” we lived on Lilac 
Lane81 for only a single year! 
 
When they moved this time, Deedee begged to be left behind so that she could finish high 
school in Chico. Arrangements were made for her to live with the family next door, the 
Weebys. I found the following poem in Mother’s materials: 
 

How can I ever put across 
how much it meant to me 
your [noble generosity] 
to us and to our Dee? 
 
So thoughtful and so helpful too 
in everything you do. 
Just wish that everyone could have  
a friend as kind as you! 

 
Believe it or not, Deedee also lived with me in the Chico State dorm for awhile. 
 
Meanwhile, with Bob in Germany, his marriage was falling apart. In the journal entry 
below, Mother describes the problems. I think she was anguished, but, surprisingly, even 
after the disappointment of her own marriage, she would still admonish Bob’s wife with 
“marriage is for keeps.” 
 

************************** 
 

May 11, 1961  
Let me see if by putting this all down on paper I can get a clearer understanding 
of this mess. At least I'll put it down as it was presented to me in as much detail as 
I can recall.  
 
I saw Sue on April 5th when I went down to get the meat. She told me that 
everything was arranged for her and Debbie to leave on July 20th. I asked her if 
she had all the money she needed for a roundtrip and why the roundtrip [would 
see] she got back if she had to. She said she was going to extend it, and her 
parents wanted her to have that protection. She seemed anxious to go, and that's 
when she told me about the radio that Bob had broken and would have to pay 
for...five dollars a month. On the 8th I got a letter from Bob saying she was  

                                                 
81 I remember this name because Bob Porter wrote me a poem entitled “To the Girl on Lilac Lane." 
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worried about money and explaining how much he has and that they could live very well 
on this combined money of 170 a month. On the 23rd I got another letter saying that she 
changed her mind about coming to live. She wants to leave the baby at home with her 
father, visit Bob for a few months, and go back to work. He seemed to think her mother 
had something to do with these changed plans. On the basis of that letter I wrote Sue 
along the lines that she should go and get away from home. I told her I felt marriage was 
for keeps at least that's how I always looked at it and quoted her the marriage vows.  
 
On Saturday, April 28, Sue's mother phoned me to say she had to talk to me, apparently 
my letter was quite a bombshell. She told me on the phone that Sue wanted a divorce but 
that they talked her out of it and into going to Germany to talk things out with Bob and 
come to a better understanding. I told her that I'd be 
down and went the following day. We had quite a lengthy 
conversation while She was out on an errand, during the 
course of which it came out that for one thing this change 
was Sue's idea, that she didn't, in fact was not going to do 
what I have  
done, she was not going to allow any man to treat her 
and speak to her the way mine has done, and that she gat 
a nasty letter from Bob about money matters that she 
wasn't going to put up with. Never mentioned the 
Christmas and that Jere had talked so mean and nasty 
and treated me so badly they felt embarrassed for me!!!!  And Sue wasn't having any of 
that. It further developed, and I'm sure, she never meant to let this out, because she asked 
me not to mention it, that she had been seeing a married man, who was turning her head. 
She found this out by chance when the man's wife phoned and told her to leave her 
husband alone. Sue's father was completely taken up with the financial end of it, and we 
went round for round on that. He said we'd spoiled Bob, and he had always had it too 
easy. I got hot under the collar about that because I feel it isn't true. Sure, I've been soft, 
maybe too much so, to counter balance his father's sternness. But Bob has never had it 
easy, being pushed and prodded. 
 
Anyway, when Sue came home she went into a tailspin about past grievances at 
Christmas when Bob spent so much time with Gene and wouldn't pick out a name for the 
baby and was always asking for money when she was trying to save it. Her mother said 
that was why she wouldn't accept or ask for help from us, because Bob was "always" 
asking us for money. 

 
Anyway, the upshot of all that conversation was that, yes, she was going, if only for a 
couple of months, and that she was planning to get her shots the following Tuesday, that 
she was taking the longer and cheaper way to have more money to spend on their time 
together. Okay, I came home thinking that if they get together, they can talk all their 
differences out, and I would be the last one to put in my oar or make any detrimental 
remarks. The following Tuesday I got a collect call from Bob, and he was well-ny 
hysterical. Seems Sue had written a letter saying she didn't love him anymore. He wanted 
to come home on emergency leave. I told him to be patient, she was coming over, and 
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they could talk it all over. I phoned Sue's mother and asked why Sue hadn't mentioned 
that letter and how it upset Bob. She mentioned that she'd talked to Sue about this man, 
and Sue said there was nothing to it, that he'd taken her to lunch a few times, that was all. 
But was it?  Her changed feelings came about just during these few weeks. If she was 
able to hoodwink her parents about Bob, won't she be able to do so again?  Anyway, I 
went to Belmont last Wednesday. I just had a feeling I wanted to see how Sue's 
preparation about leaving were coming along, and lo and behold, everything has 
changed again. She is not going. Sue bought a car; Sue is all wrapped up in her job and 
working hard at it (her mother says) and making a good thing of it too, commission wise. 
Sue was determined to have a divorce and had seen "Jack," their lawyer, who was 
preparing the papers. 
 
Bob had phoned the previous day and after reluctantly taking the call, he and Sue had a 
row over the phone, with him slamming the receiver down saying he was coming home. I 
had a feeling he would call again, and Jere told me not to accept any collect calls. I feel 
like a heel and a traitor, but I want him to call when his father is home. It's time Jere 
talked to Bob himself instead of through me. 
 
I wrote a letter, but its hard going, trying to talk with Jere's mouth through my thoughts. 
 
So there it is. Sue has changed, but Bob hasn't. He wants his wife and family and wants to 
fight for them any way he can. Now the questions is, could those two get over this 
misunderstanding, can they surmount this emotional hump and still make their marriage 
go, and let's not forget Debbie, the innocent person in this affair. 
 
Mona claims that Sue married Bob only for the baby's sake. I say she wanted to marry 
because she loved Bob and felt (at the time) that he was the only one for her. But judging 
from her [attitude] and her mother's comments, she would never make the allowances she 
made or be as tolerant of her husband's weaknesses as I've been. She wouldn't give an 
inch. But how can I be sure enough of her emotional make-up to put this across to Bob. 
How can I add hurt to hurt and bitter disappointment. 
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Bonny Doon 
 
 
March 16, 1962, I wrote, “In Santa Cruz yesterday, after having driven mother and 
Penny there to their new home,” and in June I noted that “Bob is coming home from 
Germany for a few days to try to talk Sue out of divorce. After her attitude, I hope he is 
unsuccessful.” 
 

****************** 
 
Bonny Doon is a little town in the Santa Cruz mountains, literally in the woods! I think 
they both loved living there. I wonder why they left? Anyway, Penny actually attended a 
one-room school house in Bonny Doon. I think Bob got out of the army about this time 
and was living with his chums in San Mateo and working at AT&T. Deedee was at San 
Jose State University. She commuted from Bonny Doon for awhile, but eventually the 
folks found the money so that she could live in an off-campus apartment with her chum, 
Harrelson.  
 
Poor Penny was now an only child. I bet she has a lot to say about it! 
 
The nearest beach to Bonny Doon was Davenport. I’ll bet it was while strolling the beach 
there that Mother wrote my favorite of her poems: 
 

       Dreaming at the Shore82 
 
The mountains are all hid in mist 
 the valleys turned to amethyst. 
The poplar leaves, they turn and twist, 
 oh silver, silver green. 
 
Out there somewhere beyond the sea 
 a ship is waiting patiently 
while up the beach the baubles flee 
 with white a-float between. 
 
And though I have Penelope 
 at home, she’s waiting there for me! 
still I can smell the thundering sea 
 and hear the rigging hum. 
 
And I can hear the whispering lips 
 that fly before the outbound ships 
and I can hear the breakers on the 

                                                 
82 I “finished” this poem for Mother. See “Thoughts on Mother’s Poetry” for details. 
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 sands a-calling:  Come! 
 
The tide-hounds race far up the shore. 
 “The hunt is on!” the breakers roar. 
As gauntlets thrown in days of yore 

the warrior’s waves are flung! 
 
The buoys are bobbing in the bay; 
 they nod the way, they nod the way. 
The Hunt is up. I am the prey, 
 the hunter’s bow is strung. 
 
The sea says set my feet to flight, 
 and flee the burdens of this night. 
A peaceful haven is in sight. 

You’re naught but someone’s prey! 
 
While obligations tell me “No” 

the birds are flying north, and oh 
I long to go. I long to go. 

To fly, to fly away! 
 
 

************************* 
 
August 26, 1962 
For years now I've had my self-confidence undermined and been made to feel that 
if I don't conform to certain standards that it made me an inferior human being. 
I've been pushed and prodded into ideas and situations that are foreign to me. 
Until now I'm so bewildered I can hardly cope with the simplest problems. 
Everything I do and everything I think I am asking myself "what would Jere say if 
I do this" and because I'm no longer true to myself its impossible to do anything 
right. Certainly I procrastinate, I know I do, and I know subconsciously why I do. 
I have the feeling that whatever I do or say it's the wrong thing anyhow. And I'm 
still feebly struggling to assert myself. Why can't I be myself, with all my faults 
and shortcomings and still have something to give that is uniquely me?   
 
I've been made to feel that if I don't care for certain musical compositions, certain 
programs on T.V., if I don't take an active interest in the state of the world, I'm a 
sub-human, I'm moronic, I'm a pin-headed bitch. If I'm tolerant about human 
behavior and foibles I'm automatically put in the category of the rest. Stupid 
people. Everything and everybody is stupid. The dog is stupid, the cats are stupid 
and I'm stupidest of them all. 

 
All communication between us seems to be conducted over a one-way street. He 
gives out and I don't understand. I try to communicate and its blocked. He 
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managed to successfully strangle everything I ever enjoyed. Even the gardening. 
Now to me it was the most satisfying hobby. Plant things, water them, and watch 
them grow. Some died, some flourished. Now I'm supposed to "study" them. I 
should go all out into the whys and wherefores, delve deeply into the chemistry 
and physics of moisture, plants, etc., well, I don't want to. I'd rather not garden at 
all. If I were to say anything he'd say I should go into things thoroughly, and call 
me a shallow minded fool. But I don't want to, I don't want to be pushed into 
things because he thinks its good for me. I want to do things because I think it's 
fun and relaxing, not because its "good" for me. I don't want to have to hid my 
crossword puzzle because he thinks its a waste of time. I want to read a book 
because I enjoy it, not have to read what he thinks is good. 

 
 

1963, Marriage and Divorce 
 
In January, 1963, I noted in my diary: 
 

My how time flees! Ironic, that as Bob’s divorce trial is set for 60 days hence, I’ve 
planned a wedding for 3 wks. Love sure is strange… Mother said in one letter that 
we create love by saying each day to ourselves that we are in love.  

 
How utterly sad that after 30 years of a disastrous union Mother still has such romantic, 
unrealistic attitudes about marriage. At the time neither of my parents offered their 
opinion on my upcoming nuptials, although years later Father told me he didn’t think I 
should have married Fred. So, unknowingly,I went ahead and married Fred Horn. Mother 
wrote the following poem: 

 
      On a Daughter’s Marriage 

 
There she goes, dressed all in white, 
with eyes demure behind the bridal veil 
Her happiness wrapped tight about her, like a cloak, 
a Shield, a Talisman that cannot fail. 
 
God grant a mother’s prayer, that evermore 
Love armored she shall stand, and unafraid 
take up the loom of life and weave the threads 
of joy and woe into the pattern of her fate. 

 
 
Fred and I lived in Palo Alto the first year of our marriage while he got a master’s degree 
at Stanford. This was the year John F. Kennedy was assassinated. When Fred finished his 
master’s, he took a job in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. I remember that there were tears in 
Father’s eyes when we said goodbye at the airport! Mother wrote me tons of letters while 
I was there, most notably of which is referred to as “The Turkey Letter,” which contains 
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detailed instructions for preparing a Thanksgiving dinner. In Milwaukee I tried therapy 
for the first time. 
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Lompoc 
 
Possibly Father had by this time burned all his bridges in the defense companies on the 
Peninsula because his next job was at the missile base in Lompoc, a city out-in-the-
boonies, an hour north of Santa Barbara. Mother absolutely refused to buy a house this 
time, a wise decision given that nearby housing developments were loaded with unsold or 
abandoned houses, due no doubt to the isolation of the town supported by a volatile and 
fluctuating industry. 
 
In 1964, Fred and I moved to Los Alamitos in the Los Angeles area, and my life basically 
fell apart. I divorced him, had a nervous breakdown, attempted suicide, actually spent a 
week in a mental hospital, and bore a child that I gave up for adoption. During this time I 
actually managed to graduate from college and get a teaching credential. The only good 
memories I have of this time concern the Sprite, a low-end sports car, that I got from my 
share of the marital assets. Wow, was it fun tooling around with the top down! 
 
On August 13, 1966, while staying with the family in Lompoc, I wrote: 
 

Mother’s been acting rather strangely this summer. Unusually sensitive and 
prone to unreasonable outbursts and crying fits. That is unusual for easy-going 
Mother, right? Deedee said if she didn’t know better she’d suspect change of life. 
I wonder if it’s Father’s wish to move to Philadelphia but it strikes me as out of 
character for Mother to not be stoically resigned as usual. 

 
On August 15 I noted: 
 

Deedee still hasn’t heard from Thomas and father is depressed cause General 
Electric’s boss flatly said no to his Philadelphia transfer without even consulting 
him. Mother doesn’t seem too chipper but Penny and I are odd men out I guess. 

 
I guess they were still there in 1967 because my August 28, 1967, diary entry says “I 
should get back to Lompoc anyway.”  
 
After graduating from college I lived for a short time with Bob and his roommates in San 
Mateo and worked as an assembler at Mother’s old alma mater, Lenkurt. Living with the 
guys was an adventure for all of us. What pigs they were! And how incredibly neurotic I 
was! When none of us could take it any more, I moved in with the folks in Bonny Doon 
and commuted down to the Peninsula for work. Although I remember enjoying the lovely 
dawns and sunsets during the drive, it got old really fast; it wasn’t long before I too found 
roommates closer to work. 
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The Apartment 
 
As I recall, Father left Lompoc for a job as a manager in Sylvania (back in the Bay Area), 
but unfortunately the department folded within six months. In 1966 Father was 56 years 
old; he had just lost the last job he would hold as a professional engineer. Circumstances 
forced the family into a cheap apartment. It must have been a horrendous experience. 
 
However, they quickly adjusted to their change in fortune. Father started working as, 
when he could get it, an electronic technician or, more usually, a security guard. He must 
have been humiliated with his self-esteem in the gutter. Mother resumed working as a 
care-giver in retirement homes, work she had embarked upon when times were tough in 
Bonny Doon and work she thoroughly enjoyed. With a more stable source of income they 
were able to move to a better apartment. 
 
 

**************** 
September, 17, 1967 
 
The Bible says:  As you sow, so shall you reap. Fine, as far as it goes, but what I want to 
know is what kind of dragon's teeth did I sow to reap this crop of unhappiness. 

 
[This was Mother’s very last diary entry!] 

 
 

************************** 


