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Introduction
Elton Cooke was the uncle we never knew. My eldest cousin, Priscilla was
born in June 1944, a year after Elton’s death, and the youngest, my sister Ellen
was born in April 1966, nearly 23 years afterward. We all knew of him, of
course, through the many stories we heard, my siblings and I from our mother
when she told of her long-gone biggest brother. He was the biggest brother not
only in age (a year and a week older than his almost Irish twin, Jim), but he was
quite tall—about 6’5” by my mother’s reckoning. He was tall enough that he
was once kicked off a city bus by an irate driver who didn’t believe that he was
young enough to pay a youth fare when he was so tall for a twelve-year-old. He
was tall enough that in his last photograph with his father when home on leave
in February 1943, he stood about a head taller. He was tall enough that he
almost didn’t qualify for naval aviator training, and that, as my mother told it,
he demonstrated for the family how he managed to hunch his shoulders in a
particular slouch that he just passed under the maximum height. He was tall
enough that he towered over his lovely fiancé, Joyce “Joy” Nevin in those
photos taken of them together during what was to be his final visit home on
leave in early February 1943 after receiving his wings. Sadly, he would be gone
just three months later. He was tall enough that I looked up to him, the great
pilot, when I was young and entranced with flying. He was tall enough that the
shadow of his fleeting life was cast long over our lives, now nearly seventy
years after his departing.

Elton’s life
Elton Wayne Cooke was born on Friday, 11 July 1919 in Des Moines, Iowa,
the first son and second child of Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke (1889-1955) and
Lillian Luther Cooke (1888-1961). His father, Harry was born to a large, rather
impoverished family in Paddington, London, England, the third of seven
surviving children. He came to the U.S. in 1907 at the age of 18 under the kind
guidance and sponsorship of a Disciples of Christ minister and missionary, Rev.
Mark Wayne Williams (1875-1966) that Harry had come to know and admire as
a teenager in London. Harry worked his way through completing high school
and then his B.A. at Drake University in Des Moines, Iowa from 1907-1913,
which is where he first met Lillian Luther, who was training to be a school
teacher. Harry then served as pastor of the First Christian Church of Adel, Iowa
(where the Luther family lived and worshiped) from 1913-1914, and he and
Lillian were married on 14 October 1915 in Adel.
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Elton’s elder sister, Nelle Kathryn Cooke (1917-2003) was born 18
September 1917 in Des Moines, not long after the family moved there for Harry
to serve as pastor of the Park Avenue Christian church (Disciples of Christ).
Harry had served at the First Christian church in Milford, Illinois for two years
(1915-1917), just after he had received his M.A. from the University of Chicago
in Old Testament studies. His younger brother James Arthur Cooke (1920-2005)
was born in Des Moines on 18 July 1920. Elton spent his first three years in Des
Moines (till 1922) before the family moved to Bay Shore, Long Island, New York
for his father’s next parish.
Elton and his family lived in Bay Shore, NY from 1922-1926, and then
Harry was called to his new pastorate at Good Will Congregational Church in
Syracuse, NY. Their kid sister, my mother, Doris Elaine Cooke (1929-2004) was
born in Syracuse on 2 March 1929, nearly 9 years after Jim. The Cookes lived
there for ten years before moving back to Long Island to the city of Patchogue in
late 1936, where Harry served the Congregational Church of Patchogue, 19361947. Harry served his final parish at Pilgrim Memorial Congregational church
in Jamestown, New York from 1947-1955 (upon his death).
Elton spent his final two years of high school in Northfield, Massachusetts
(1936-1938), graduating in June 1938 and was presumably home for those
summers. He began his studies at Brown University in Providence, Rhode
Island in the fall of 1938, and Jim followed him there after he graduated high
school in Patchogue in June 1939. Elton studied business and economics, and
graduated on 18 May 1942 with a B.A. in Economics, whereupon he enlisted in
the U.S. Naval Reserve, and thus began his training as a naval aviator. He
trained at Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base in Quincy, Massachusetts
until he reported in August 1942 for flight elimination training at Jacksonville
Naval Air Station in Florida. He remained there until he earned his wings in
January 1943. Elton returned home on leave to Patchogue in late-January to
early-February 1943. While home on leave, he and his girlfriend (now fiancé)
Joyce “Joy” Nevin got engaged, with preliminary plans to be married in
September 1943 (Jim would marry Connie on 11 April 1943 while in training).
Elton was also there for Jim’s graduation with a B.S. in Engineering from Brown
University on 3 February 1943.
Elton then went to San Diego, California briefly before being assigned for
further flight training at Whidbey Island Naval Air Station in Washington (near
Seattle). He remained there until his squadron (renamed VB-136) was assigned
to Adak Naval Air Station in the western Aleutian Islands, Alaska, where he
arrived in late-April or early-May 1943. His plane and crew went missing on
Monday, 10 May 1943—never to be heard from again. He would be officially
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presumed dead (along with the numerous other lost and missing-in-action
soldiers and sailors of WWII) by President Harry S. Truman on 4 January 1946.

Family friend—“Uncle” Jim Cavender
One of his father’s closest friends and supporters was a parishioner named
James “Uncle Jim” Cavender (1867-1941), a police clerk and officer who was for
a time the Chief of Police with the City of Des Moines. Uncle Jim was, like
Harry, an immigrant from England (who, in fact, came to the U.S. the same year
that Harry was born—1889). Jim was a widower (his Iowa-born wife Bertha
DeYoung had died in 1908 at the age of 32), and the single father of two
daughters and two sons, until his son Orville died in 1917 at the age of 15. A
handful of photographs of Uncle Jim’s family visits have survived, as well as
some very sweet and whimsical letters he wrote to Harry’s children. His
nickname for Elton was “Buzzie,” because he found him as busy as a bee. They
had kept in touch after the Cookes moved to Bay Shore, NY as there are photos
showing them together sailing in the inlets of Long Island. Jim’s last surviving
letter was from 1934.
Though my mother only met Uncle Jim once (she was only five when the
Cookes traveled to Des Moines to visit in 1934), he was always spoken of with
great affection. From all I can tell, he was an elder and a mentor & friend to the
young Rev. Cooke, who was serving only his second full time parish at Park
Avenue Christian Church in Des Moines, Iowa from 1917-1922, as well as the
birth of his first three children.
“Uncle” Jim Cavender’s lasting influence in my own life has been the
nightly prayer that I grew up reciting with my folks at bedtime, and in turn was
prayed with my own sons on a nightly basis to this very day (my youngest son
James is now twelve years old). The prayer as we recited it went like this:
I thank thee, Father, for this day, For happy hours of work and play
Teach me to love all things that live, And all my faults, dear God, forgive. Amen.
A scan of what I presume to be a handwritten original copy is included
later in this book. The only word altered was “I thank you” vs. “I thank thee,”
which was the way my mother & father prayed with me as a young boy. He
had written it for Nell, Elton (“Buzzie”), and Jim Cooke back in February 1923,
some months after the Cookes had moved to Bay Shore, NY for Harry’s next
parish. I have long presumed that this simple and tenderly wrought prayer gift
was recited in the Cooke household for many years.
Jim Cavender retired from the Des Moines Police department some time
before the April 1930 U.S. census, and he passed away in 1941 at the age of 74.
He was buried in Elm Grove Cemetery in Des Moines next to his wife.
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Tales of Elton
Nell’s childhood memoir (included in this volume) provides what is the
most valuable eye witness account of the Cooke children’s early years in Des
Moines, Bay Shore, and in Syracuse. Though much of it describes various
situations and childhood games they engaged in, there are significant portions
which describe some of the Cooke family dynamics of the time, as well as a big
sister’s perspective of her younger brothers and baby sister.
Elton and Nell were close in age (22 months apart), and Jim was born a
year and one week after Elton was, so they were very close growing up. My
mother, a bit of a surprise package as I’m told, didn’t arrive until nine years after
her brother Jim entered the world in 1920. She often described, with some
measure of regret at the distance(s) in age, growing up as the proverbial baby of
the family. To my mother, her older brothers were both figures of admiration
and awe, as well as sources of relentless teasing and cajoling, especially Elton.
Mom would often discuss how Elton & Jim would work on their old Model-T
Ford together. Well, Jim worked—and Elton talked! She would just giggle
when she noted how Elton had little or no mechanical inclination (whereas Jim
really did), and he’d play the salesman, rounding up friends—especially the
girls!—and he’d be the entertaining one while Jim would be fixing up the old
automobile, being fairly quiet himself. They were like opposite twins, born a
year and a week apart.
With rare exceptions, Doris always grinned whenever she’d recall those
days of old. One of the stories I remember best was when she described how
Elton called her into the house one day when her parents were away. She was
playing outside, perhaps 8-9 years old, and in her voice (as best I can recall), she
said: Elton called me in, Dorie, Dorie, come here quick, I need your help with
something. It was quite urgent the way he said it. So I quick rushed in to see what he
needed. He was standing in the kitchen holding a full glass of water with his fingers
against the ceiling. I can’t keep this up, he said, and I need your help. Quick, go get the
broom over there and prop this glass up for me. Be careful, I don’t want it to fall,
because Mom & Dad would be mad! So I went and got the broom and propped up the
water glass against the ceiling. Elton then grinned mischievously, backed away and let
out a sly chuckle, and strolled outside, leaving me there, precariously holding this glass
on the ceiling! [And when I asked my mother what she did, she responded:] What else?
I screamed, Aaaaaaah! Oh, what a brat I was! And there was Elton, going around to
the first floor kitchen windows and peering in at me, laughing and pointing, ha ha ha!
How long did he leave you standing there?, I asked. Oh, a long time, at least for a kid my
age. He had this way of grinning and pointing at me when he was up to no good. Oooh,
how he liked to tease me and make me scream!
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I quite literally don’t remember how the story resolved—if Elton actually
took pity on her and came back in, or if say her gentler brother Jim came along
and rescued her from her desperate situation (as her mother would surely have
been mad if the glass fell and broke), or if she remained there until one of her
parents got home and then had to explain herself and how exactly she got into
such a fix. And what a fix it was!
Priscilla transcribed a few stories regarding Elton she remembered her
Aunt Doris telling, probably in the 1990s. Quoting Doris, she wrote:
When Mom served pie a serving was a fourth of a pie. So for the six of them in
the family it required one and a half pies. One time when both Jim and Elton were home
from Brown one evening Mom was frying hamburgers. Elton snitched a couple of
hamburgers because he was too hungry to wait for dinner. Mom only fussed after him.
Then right after dinner was completed Elton poured Wheaties into a great bowl covering
two Shredded Wheat biscuits and then added a quart of milk. All this right after a great
complete meal. He was tall, skinny and never filled up.
I recall Elton standing on the landing and making faces at me. I would scream
and then Mom would send Elton up to his room for doing nothing more than making
faces. Don’t go feeling too sorry for him, though. He just couldn’t resist an opportunity
to torment me not matter what the consequences. Another thing Elton would do to me
was to drag his hand over my mouth as he would pass by for no other reason than to
annoy me.
Once Elton told me to go get a broom. I watched intently as he used the broom
handle to hold a glass of grape juice up against the ceiling. Then he asked me to hold it
for him. After I did he proceeded to depart the house leaving me there holding the grape
juice. “I always fell for his tricks! I never learned my lesson. He was always doing
things like this but I loved him dearly.”
One day Elton and Jim used their .22 rifle to shoot a hole in Dad’s boxer shorts
while they hung on the line to dry. I heard the boys giggling and came outside to hear
about it. After they extracted a promise from me to not tell on them I promptly went
inside to tell Mom and Dad. “Boy, was I a brat!”
Dorie recalled a time when Elton said, “She’s got ears like Hitler’s agents.” So he
instructed me to put my fingers in my ears and I did. Then Elton commented, “She can
probably still hear us. See?” Dorie nodded, agreeing that she could indeed still hear
them. After telling me this story Dorie’s comment was, “I guess I was not the sharpest
knife in the drawer.”
Of course, Elton’s trickster nature was not limited to his kid sister. She
would chuckle aloud at his mischievous antics, not the least of which was when
he allegedly pulled his father’s chair away during a worship service when he
was a teenager—and the great Rev. Cooke spilled flat on his rear in front of the
congregation. That one elicited a few guilty guffaws over the years as I’m sure
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others wondered too what the fallout was for clever Elton from dear old Dad
with the sore behind!
My mother also described an incident that she herself couldn’t remember,
as she was too young, but clearly recalled being told about it in retrospect. The
Cooke family was visiting the beach one summer day, and the boys were
instructed to look after their kid sister (I always envisioned her being 2-3 years
old). As the time went by, one of her folks were alerted to the fact that a quite
naked little girl was wandering around looking for her family. Turns out little
Dorie decided to shed cold, soggy swimsuit and parade around au natural, and
Elton & Jamie were so mortified that they might be spotted with their little
naked wonder of a sister that both of them made themselves scarce and left her
to fend for herself. Again, I never heard what the fallout was from that
humorous event.
Sometimes the memories were difficult to understand, and some were
very sad. It was during my last visit with Uncle Jim & Aunt Connie in July 2005
that I learned from Priscilla that Elton had been sent away to a boy’s preparatory
school in Massachusetts for high school. The way it was told, Elton and his
antics and often reckless ways were too much for his mother to handle. Jim
never drew his parents’ ire like Elton was capable of, and in the ensuing years—
long after Elton’s death—Jim was often troubled by the thought that there was
something he himself might have done to have helped the situation. That Elton
had prankish ways was not news to me—but that he wound up being sent away
for is final school years struck me as a baffling and somehow disproportionate
response to his shenanigans. But I must say as a parent who has raised two
sons through the tumultuous and capricious years of adolescence (with my
youngest about to enter that propitious time!), it is far too easy to judge their
situation without benefit of having been there. All in all, it seemed to me that
Elton succeeded rather well.
As for the sadness, it was my mother, just 14 years old, who was at home
that fateful day when the Armed Forces communiqué arrived (most likely on
Thursday, 13 May 1943) with the report that Ensign Elton Wayne Cooke had
been declared as “missing in action,” and that no further news was available.
All those years later, she described in somber tones just how frightened she was
by the news, that awful feeling in the pit of your stomach, and the dizzying
light-headedness and tingling fingers when you’ve seen or heard something
horrifying. They had recently moved to their new parsonage on 39 Jayne
Avenue in Patchogue, and I don’t remember if she said she called her father at
the church or not. What I have always remembered was just how diverse the
reactions were from her folks. I will never forget the pain in her eyes or the
pitying expression she used to describe her father’s reaction—“Oh…he cried like
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a baby.” And as for her mother, she said that Lillian read the telegram, shook
her head firmly, and sternly asserted, “Well, it isn’t true. It just isn’t true.” As
one of the younger grandchildren who never knew them, this was for me one of
the defining moments of knowing them by memories alone. Harry, ever openly
warm and expressive, could do nothing but weep with the sorrow of hearing his
son was missing (and presumably dead). And then Lillian, ever restrained,
watchful, careful, kept whatever emotions she had bottled up, not to be shared
with the world or the family. It was a remarkable contrast.
And as for my mother, Elton’s kid sister living on her own now with her
parents, I can only imagine what it was like to live with the not-knowing as to
the fate of her big brother. That nauseating mixture of grief and fear and just
plain not-knowing that so many have had to live with over the years—the
Central American “Mothers of the disappeared,” the heartache of parents with
missing children, kidnapped or runaways, and those listed as missing-in-action,
and never recovered. It is one thing to mourn the death of a loved one, however
ill-timed or unjust. It is a reality all human beings are called to learn to live with.
But how does one ever conclude the search for the missing, except by
assumption? The hope within the hopelessness that kept on for the Cooke’s
must have seemed interminable. Even President Truman’s 4 January 1946
declaration of all missing personnel as assumed dead would only bring so much
closure.
My wife, a pastor herself, asked me once (within my working on this
project) if there ever was a funeral or memorial service for Elton. I confessed I
had no idea, but if there ever was, no one had ever spoken of it. Stories told,
yes. Fond and sad remembrances, of course. But no true gathering to
commemorate and indeed celebrate Elton’s life. What commendation into the
hands of a loving God had ever occurred? I have long assumed that all
involved, both those who knew him and those of us who knew of him, have
grieved for and missed him—each in our own way and time. And, after years of
other genealogy projects, Elton’s life called to me and I trusted that I heard his
voice from the past with reasonable acuity, and so here I am, honoring his
memory as best I can.

World War II
It was decades later that I learned from cousin Priscilla that both Harry &
Lillian were deeply troubled by the war, and had urged, if not implored their
sons Elton & Jim to register as conscientious objectors with the War Department,
but neither of them would. Both felt, as so many thousands of young men did at
that time, that the war effort was such that they were obliged to enlist, to defend
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their country against the imperialist march of Hitler and the Nazis, as well as the
war in the Pacific with the Japanese. I cannot speak for their motivations except
to describe what my own father said about his enlistment only weeks after
graduating high school in 1944 at the age of 17. Dad said it plainly—it was just
what you had to do. Everyone was doing it. We knew we just had to—and we
wanted to. It was the right thing to do, and we knew as young men we were
obligated to do so.
It was that sense of inevitability, of ultimate responsibility and duty that I
felt in my father’s portrayal of the situation that struck me and has ever since
stayed with me. I of course grew up (after the Vietnam draft ended around
1973) in the age of an all-volunteer Armed Forces. And yes, the draft was in full
force during WWII and Korea and even Vietnam, but none of my male relatives
were drafted—they all enlisted on their own. My father first attempted, like his
late father before him, to enlist in the Navy in March 1944, but only months later
enlisted in the Army. He served for three years, concluding his Army career as a
1st Lieutenant. Elton enlisted days after graduating from Brown University in
May 1942 as an aviation cadet in the U.S. Naval Reserve, earning his wings and
commission as an Ensign in January 1943. Jim enlisted in the Army shortly after
graduating Brown University in February 1943, and served as a Lieutenant in
radar operations in Europe 1944-1945 up to the fall of Berlin. Nell’s husband
Ron Elperin (1913-2009) served in the Army during WWII. And my father’s
younger brothers Joe Coward (1930-2005) was an enlisted man in the U.S. Air
Force during the Korean War, serving on a bombing crew stateside (as another
fellow volunteered to go overseas from his unit as Joe had a wife and child at
that time). And his kid brother Dan Coward (1936-2000) was an enlisted man
with the Army and was posted in Germany in the late 1950s just prior to the
construction of the Berlin Wall.
That compulsion to serve one’s county touched so many relatives’ lives,
and in fact touched my own when I enlisted in the U.S. Air Force at the age of 18
in 1979. And as hapless and haphazard as my brief non-wartime service was (I
was granted an honorable discharge on medical grounds a year later), I must say
I felt there was at least some level of kinship in it as well.
And though Rev. Harry Cooke was exempted from service in WWI
because of a wife and child, my grandfather Nathan Coward (1887-1939) served
twice with the Navy, first from 1910-1914, and then re-enlisted as a Chief Petty
Officer from 1917-1919, and commandeered a small crew and patrol boat based
out of Charleston, SC. Lillian’s nephew, Wilbur L. Dingwell (1910-1979), the
only son of her late elder sister, Nell Luther Dingwell (1871-1914) & husband
E.W. Dingwell (1872-1945), served as an Army Lieutenant in Europe during
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WWII. There was also Elton’s other cousin, Joseph Norton Luther1 (1915-1943),
just a few years older than himself, the son of his uncle Ray Luther (1886-1969),
who, though he was not formally enlisted in the Armed Forces, he held the rank
of Junior Engineer with the Merchant Marine, and was killed in WWII as well (a
further treatment on his service is later addressed in this book).
A good friend & fellow church member and WWII veteran, Earl E. Hall
(1922-2011), died 16 November 2011 while this book was well on the way. Earl
was a captivating fellow whom I felt privileged to have gotten to know over the
past few years—mostly, in fact, after he was diagnosed with lung cancer a few
years back. He lived a long and fascinating life, and was a man of so many
interests and pursuits and stories. Earl was a young Army Lieutenant who
served as head of the 1303rd engineers (bridge-builders) under no less than
General George Patton himself. He had landed with the Normandy invasion on
D-Day on 6 June 1944. And after the war, after he’d gotten his Ph.D. in Physics,
he was called to the ministry, receiving his M.Div. from Boston University in
1954, where he studied under the famous theologian, Howard Thurman (18991981)—along with a friend and fellow student from Atlanta, Georgia, Martin
Luther King, Jr. He served in ministry for several years before returning for his
second Ph.D., this time in Economics, and he became a college professor. I only
met him the last few years of his life, but he graciously held his hand out in
friendship, and I genuinely enjoyed our times together.
The last time I saw him, we spent several hours in conversation. He told
a story of what for him was the most lasting moment of WWII. He and his unit
of engineers were heading down a road (probably in France), and they came
across the body of a dead German officer. He’d presumably been slain in a
recent battle and left unburied. Earl described how the man was young (like
himself), and there he was—dead on the road. Earl noted, “And as I looked at
him, I just knew that if he and I could have met under better circumstances, we
would have been friends. I just knew that.” That wistful look in his eye, a man
who’d survived the war for over 60 years, still recalling this young German
man, his veritable equivalent on the enemy side—and Earl was still alive to tell
the tale. It was only weeks later that the cancer took him. I was honored to sing
“Amazing Grace” at his memorial service.
I felt in many ways that Earl was perhaps the last, best living connection I
would have with the second World War. I’ve tried hard, now a middle-aged
1

Joseph Norton Luther (1915-1943), born in June 1915 in Colfax, Dallas County, Iowa, the second child of
Raymond Everett “Ray” Luther (1886-1969) and Nina L. [Norton] Luther (1892-??). His parents later
divorced. He joined the Merchant Marines after high school, and was serving as a junior engineer aboard a
cargo ship carrying explosives when it was torpedoed off the coast of Cuba on 10 March 1943, destroying the
vessel and killing all 69 crew & Navy personnel aboard. He was 27 years old. See pages 308-310.
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man, to understand, with true clarity, what this war meant that claimed my
young uncle’s life so many years ago. Many tell the tales of this terrible time, as
I do here—drawn from primary sources, scant or plentiful, and drawing what
meanings we can and what conclusions we must. But those who lived it are few
now, and far between, and will one day themselves be history—as will we all. I
just hope, again, to honor Elton’s memory as one of the fallen. Not just a name
on a tombstone, but trying to piece together a smattering of resources
documenting the life of brevity as he lived it out.

Remembering Elton
“We could not grieve because we did not know.” So wrote my aunt Nell Cooke
Elperin on 16 January 1944. That lack of closure, as it were, brought so much
consternation. I contemplate how each of us has thought about Elton over the
years, the uncle we never knew. Years ago, Barb and I were having a rather
theological discussion (which made sense, as how my sons and I were visiting
her over the Easter weekend). She noted, quite poignantly, that she sensed that
for Aunt Nell, after her brother Elton’s death, the world was somehow always
Good Friday—never Easter. The injustice had been done, the die was cast, this
young man had lost his life, and he would never return. There would be no
resurrection, symbolic or otherwise. I often have pondered how acutely his
death informed Aunt Nell’s atheism. I do not question her response as much as
I’ve struggled to understand it on her own terms. In Nell’s heartfelt essay about
Elton, written in January 1944, I was moved by her plans that her son-to-be
would be named for his uncle, and her hope for a world without the scourge of
war. As for Uncle Jim, I never felt old enough to inquire about it, knowing how
my mother spoke of her beloved surviving brother, a gentle soul if ever there
was one, and how profoundly the grief and longing for his brother affected him
over the years. My mother often noted how for so many years, Jim simply
wouldn’t—couldn’t—talk about Elton at all. Both Nell’s and Jim’s essays were
priceless additions to this endeavor, and I am and will always remain grateful.
But how did they grieve? And when? And with whom?
My mother’s grief was palpable all those years later, still sorrowing over
the loss of her big brother, as well as the searing pain it caused her family. Her
prime remembrance was deeply personal, in that it was a particular recurrent
dream that haunted her for years. She first shared it with me as an older
teenager in the late 1970s. She and I would talk quite a bit, and remember her
bringing it up as she had then dreamed it again recently. She said, as her eyes
teared up, that it was always the same. She would find herself on a long, rocky
beach (presumably the Pacific Ocean). She would be waiting for something,
13

watching the waves roll in and out along the shore with a calm surf. Then out of
the water emerged her brother Elton, dressed in his pilot’s uniform. He would
be smiling and walking out of the water straight toward her. She would be
instantly filled with joy and relief to see her long-lost brother once more, though
she found she could not move. She just watched him, and smiled at his arrival.
She then would speak to him, noting that she had been worried sick that he was
dead all this time. He would draw close to her, and then he reassured her that
he never died, and he was indeed alive and well. His demeanor was gentle,
though she said she knew it was really him because of his crinkled-grin and the
smile in his eyes.
Then, as always, she said wistfully, I would wake up. Now it was all
gone. And she noted that in years past when she dreamed of him, it was much
more often. She did indicate that the frequency of the dreams had diminished
through the years (note that she was in her mid-40s when she first related these
powerful dream images to me). She also added that it used to be that she’d be
“a wreck” the rest of the day following having the dream, implying that it didn’t
perhaps affect her as seriously as it once did. A phrase she often quoted (from
Joy Nevin, quoting Elton) was: “If at any time that my folks might receive word that I
am missing, don’t believe it.” This phrase was itself quoted in Joy Nevin’s mother
Margaret’s letter of 16 May 1943 to Lillian Cooke. And its veiled meaning was
interpreted as hopeful and mysterious and even ominous, as though news of his
death were strangely clandestine, while he was secretly held captive somewhere
alive, and never seen again.
I feel all but certain that he and his crew were all killed that day when
their plane crashed or was shot down over that lonesome landscape, and they
(and the wreckage) were never found. But this dream image has remained with
me all these years, both as it was told, and the plaintive images it evokes within
me. That aching, longing for one close to you to return, to show themselves
once again, if just once more. To tenderly bid them farewell in a more lasting
way, if you somehow knew you would never see them again in this lifetime.
In my own quiet way, I somehow hopefully envisioned Elton awaiting his
longer-lived brother and sisters on that farther shore, and joyously greeting
them, along with Harry & Lillian, in a heartwarming, loving embrace. O dearest
son, beautiful brother, how we’ve missed you, how we longed to see you again.
It is so good to see you—welcome home…

Acknowledgements
There are many to thank here, and I will do so in no particular order, as
they were all important contributors to the coming together of this book.
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Priscilla’s transcriptions of Nell’s memoirs were so very helpful and my thanks
go to her for her many labors on this task, among other tasks. As the Cooke
family historian, her consistent efforts over the years as the keeper of such
irreplaceable documents and photographs have never ceased to impress me. It
was cousin Pris who first introduced me in July 2005 to the methodologies of the
hardworking family genealogist, and needless to say, the fruits of her labors
effectively drew me into the fold! Those evenings (and in October 2010) at her
home in Ohio were a delight—the two of us chatting and sorting and scanning
away in the kitchen, albeit sometimes to Bob’s begrudging tolerance of his wife
and her enthusiastic cousin co-opting their dining area for days at a time! The
timing of my 2005 visit to Columbus, Ohio was propitious and extraordinarily
well-timed (if long overdue) visit with Jim & Connie, as Jim died just a month
later, after having celebrated his 85th birthday. Rest in peace, Uncle Jim.
My overall thanks go to all my Cooke cousins for your good will, myriad
stories and primary sources that you have openly shared with the likes of me, let
alone your graciously hosting my visits over these past 20 years. For putting me
up (or putting up with me!), I am most grateful.
I also hope to honor the legacy of the late Chinese-American author and
historian, Iris Chang (1968-2004). Though I never met her, her dedication to her
craft and calling was a potent influence on me—albeit it took years for this call
to family history to become clear to me. Her unenviable call was to write of the
previously barely told stories of the tens of thousands of Chinese victims of
genocide in Nanking in December 1937—January 1938 at the hands of the
Japanese military. Her book about this dark chapter in Chinese-Japanese history
was entitled The Rape of Nanking, and was an unexpected bestseller in the
months following its release in December 1997, the 60th anniversary. Her
meticulous and intense efforts to research these tragic and horrifying events, and
to bring this nightmarish period of genocide to public light brought her fame
and deep appreciation, but also brought forth concerted efforts to discredit her
methods and reputation—largely by Japanese nationalists, much in the same
vein as Holocaust deniers. Though she bravely maintained her course of
research and touring and lecturing, the strain of such proportions took its toll on
her. Her health suffered, and for reasons which no one may truly understand
(and to the shock and dismay of her many readers and admirers), she took her
own life on 9 November 20042 at the age of 36.

2

Librarian’s note: coincidentally, it was this very same day that Swedish journalist & author Steig Larsson
(1954-2004) died in half a world away in Stockholm at the 50 of a heart attack shortly after submitting his
manuscript for “The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo,” which was the first of the “Millennium” series, which all
became international bestsellers, and an acclaimed film series as well.
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Her mother wrote a beautifully loving and bittersweet tribute to her late
daughter this year. The following two sections were particularly moving, and
give a discomforting glimpse into the world in which she was immersed:
Iris told us that the most difficult thing was to read one case after another of the
atrocities Japanese soldiers had committed in Nanking in 1937-1938. The Japanese
soldiers carried out the rapes, tortures, and executions of innocent women and men with
unspeakable cruelty. She read hundreds of such cases. She felt numb after a while. She
told me she sometimes had to get up and away from the documents to take a deep breath.
She felt suffocated and in pain. One day in March 1996, she read a document that
described a nine-year-old weeping girl being dragged screaming into bedrooms to be
raped by Japanese soldiers. She felt a cold rage sweep through her. She could hardly
contain her anger.
One night in April, she called and told me that she could not fall asleep lately.
She had nightmares and had lost weight. Her hair fell out in clumps in the shower. I
was alarmed and very worried when I heard that. As her mother, Iris’s health was my
prime concern. I was really moved by her determination and tenacity, but on the other
hand I was worried about her physical and mental health being affected by the content of
the massacre. I asked her whether she really wanted to continue to write this book. She
said “Yes, Mom. What I’m suffering right now is nothing compared to those victims
who perished in the massacre.” She added “As a writer, I want to rescue those victims
from oblivion, to give a voice to the voiceless.”
… Iris used to tell me that writing was a lonely journey. She was constantly
encouraging and driving herself by words such as “I shall write the book as if I only had
one year to live. Write as if I am under a death sentence.”
Iris reminded herself to continue writing to preserve history. “People die twice—
once as mortals, and once in memory. I weep when stories are lost.” (Ying-Ying
Chang, The Woman Who Could Not Forget: Iris Chang Before and Beyond The
Rape of Nanking: A Memoir. New York: Pegasus Books, 2011, pp.206-7 & 304)
Bear in mind—I would not (and could not) ever equate one man’s death
the dreadful magnitude of this genocide and its stories Ms. Chang became so
intimately connected with. Though to this day we know not the precise
circumstances of his demise, I am certain that he was not, however, a victim of
murder or a mass-scale massacre. Elton died as a Naval aviator in the service of
his country in a time of war, and as sad as his death was and with long-lasting
effects on his family and ancestors, he was among many who gladly and/or
dutifully joined the great cause of WWII of their own volition.
I also thank Iris Chang’s mother for how she paid tribute to her daughter
in telling her story. I was stricken by Iris’ own voice quoted as saying how, “As
a writer, I want to rescue those victims from oblivion, to give a voice to the voiceless,”
as well as her noting how she would “weep when stories are lost.” Again, though
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not on a mass scale, I felt I was running a somewhat parallel, albeit narrow
course in being called to tell of my late uncle Elton.
In that vein, like Iris Chang, it puts my own sense of the sufferings of this
life into a new light. Simply put, I am alive. I lived to 23 and lived on, onward
to marriage and fatherhood. I lived to see decades of experience, of joys and
tribulations, laughter and tears, music and movies and countless conversations.
Elton never lived to see a full life, to see his life come to fruition. And in my
own way, all I can do as his living nephew is to tell of him, to let him live
again—if only in his own brief words and those around who knew him.
I also owe a tremendous debt of gratitude to my brother Jim, who in his
many years of tireless service to caretaking for our mother provided an
invaluable (and under sung) means for her to maintain her independence of
mind & spirit as her bodily health gradually deteriorated. He was also the
record keeper for all those years, until he asked me in June 2005 to be the
caretaker for the documents & letters that had been so carefully (and safely)
kept. Susan laid claim to the precious collection of family photographs for
preservation shortly after our mother’s death in July 2004, and I trust that her
on-going efforts will provide another crucial means of conserving and sharing
our mutual heritage. For my own part, I have done my utmost to bear the
blessed burden of this responsibility with good cheer and steadfast labor—to
preserve and digitize these records for future generations. It has truly been a
privilege to bear this implicit trust, and I hope my labors on this and other
family history projects have reflected the sheer honor I feel in doing so.
I also extend my thanks and gratitude to Ms. Adela Windsor (Joy Nevin’s
daughter) of Arizona, and to Mr. H.J. “Jim” Matthews (fellow crewmate AMM3c
Robert Stanley Matthews’ son) of Florida. Their kindness and generosity in
sharing stories and resources of their respective parents in relationship with
Uncle Elton were invaluable and deeply appreciated.
My final thanks go, as always, to my beloved wife Ruth Ann, whose
patience and unequivocal support are integral not only to this project, but to my
life overall and our 26+ years together! It is her loving and meticulous artistry
which brings the book covers to life—as always, my blessing and true love.

Notes on composition
Like most non-fiction (i.e. family history) books, the implicit goal is to let
the record speak for itself. Or in the plain words of Sgt. Joe Friday of
DRAGNET, “Just the facts, ma’am.” Hence, the collection of primary
resources—the photographs, census figures & military records, journals & letters
& articles, and perhaps most importantly, those few incredibly precious letters
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that have survived provide the crux of this history of Elton’s nearly 24-year
lifespan. However brief, if not abbreviated, the documents are, they are indeed
all we have, aside from the memories and stories told of his life.
With few exceptions, all the photographs chosen have Elton in them—as
the primary subject, or one of the family (or friends). In terms of the letters &
other documents, a few editorial corrections were made—though they were
mostly military terms and acronyms, or full spellings of abbreviated terms or
names. Minor spelling corrections were occasionally applied, and of course
some footnotes for explanations of terms or people noted. Bracketed dates
mean a calculated, though not certain, date (or an inserted one).

This was my mother’s favorite photo of Elton, which she had framed.
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Thomas Herbert Cooke (1857-1919) & Kate Curtis Cooke (1856-1899), ca. 1895,
Arthur Harry Cooke’s parents—Elton’s paternal grandparents.

Herbert Cooke with his youngest son, Ted Cooke (1896-1982), ca. 1900.
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Joseph Gardner Luther (1847-1920) & Eliza Crouch Luther (1851-1921), ca. 1870,
Lillian Luther Cooke’s parents—Elton’s maternal grandparents.

Luther family portrait: Joe, Lillian, Nell, Ray & Eliza, ca.1898.
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Nell, Jim & Elton Cooke portrait, 1921.
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Jim & Lillian, Elton & Nell, & Harry Cooke portrait, January 1922.
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CHILDHOOD MEMOIRS
by Nell Cooke Elperin3

I remember—
When I was a little girl we didn’t get our milk in waxed cartons or
plastic bottles at big stores. It was delivered each morning by our milkman
with a horse and cart, then later with a small truck. It came in glass bottles
with a bulge at the top of each quart to display haw much yellow cream we
were getting—and a little bit more. It was put into a “milk-hole” which was
a miniature closet built on the floor into the back wall of the kitchen. When
we once or twice found ourselves locked out, our parent having forgotten the
house key, we sent the littlest one Jamie in through the milk-hole to rescue us.
Since this seemed to happen on Sundays we were all extra hungry after a
morning of Sunday
school and church
service and very eager
to tackle the roast
dinner we knew was
browning nicely in the
Dutch oven.
Before that
house and in another
town there was
Mother Hubbard.
That truly was her name, though her cupboard was anything but bare.
Before breakfast one of us children would be sent off before breakfast for the
morning milk. In the summer months we ranged in age in tight sequence—
for instance 4, 5, 6 years [ca. 1924]. If I were picked for the job, Mother would
hand me the milk pail with its circular swinging handle and a lid that fit
snugly well down inside to secure against spilling.
I would hang the pail from the handlebar of my tricycle and peddle
around the corner and down a block to Mother Hubbard’s house.
3

I first learned of these unfinished memoirs from our late Aunt Nell’s son, Elton Elperin (b.1947) when my
son James and I visited him and his wife Anne in December 2010 in Brookline, MA. Cousin Priscilla did a
wonderful job over the following month transcribing the 120+ scans I’d made (including Nell’s England
memoirs from 1951-52 when Ron was doing post-graduate work). Due to their unfinished state, the
numbering sequences sometimes overlapped, or had gaps. It was also unclear as to when she actually
composed them. Here again I served as compiler and editor. The stories themselves from her days as the big
sister of the Cooke children were precious and indeed irreplaceable.—DC. 20 December 2011.

24

It was especially nice on a winter morning to go into her big warm
kitchen and wait while she ladled out the milk into my pail. She was a jolly,
rather fat white-haired woman and she often gave me a slice of bread and
butter sprinkled with brown sugar. Then I would peddle home, filled with
self-importance and eager for my bowl of oatmeal.
We each had an orange for breakfast, halved and pointed orange
spoons to dig out the segments. Then we squeezed—sometimes with a little
parental help. Mother enjoyed telling us that when she was a little girl on her
father’s Iowa farm an orange was a great treat that only happened at
Christmas when Santa might drop one into your sock.
Our kitchen wasn’t as big as Mother Hubbard’s but it had the same
kind of coal range in it—a great iron thing that burned coal deep on one side.
Above the fire a smooth iron surface
extended to the right over the oven.
Smoothly fitting into the surface were some
lids that could be removed and replaced
with a special handle that fit the little
recessed hole in each lid.
On a winter day we would
sometimes stay outdoors playing until our
feet and hands were ice-numb. How
wonderful it was in that first old house to
come into the warm kitchen. Sometimes
the family wash was hanging from a
wooden rack pulled up to the ceiling by a
rope pulley.
We could open the oven door to the
old coal range, pull our chairs up close,
prop our feet up on the open oven door, let
the heat pour out at us, and begin to get
toasty warm again.
We had a furnace in the basement, coal of course, but the door from the
kitchen to the upstairs was kept closed, as was also the door to the
downstairs rooms, all in the interest of conserving heat and coal costs.
The stairway from the kitchen to the bedrooms was very dark on winter
evenings after supper—and cold as well. Our father invented a play-scary
game that sent us into rollicking spasms of fear and delight. He would go up
the dark stairs to the hallway above and begin to make threatening noises like
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the “bogeyman” we’d heard stories about (as in Jack and the Beanstalk) but
never believed. The three of us would venture timidly and quietly up the
stairs with each step getting scarier and scarier. Then we’d hear our Daddy
call out suddenly in a loud, slow, threatening voice seeming to come closer
and closer to us on the stairs—
Fee, fie, foe, fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman,
Let him be live or let him be dead,
I’ll have his bones to make my bread!
When he got to the last word and closer
than ever to us, we would start tumbling
back down the stairs with loud squeals
of happy fright. Then, when everything
was still again, we’d beg from the safety
at the bottom on the stairs, “Do it again,
Daddy! Do it again!” (By the way,
Daddy himself had been an immigrant
Englishman at the age of eighteen.)
The basement of the first house we
remember had a plain dirt floor, which
in fact on one occasion proved to be very
fortunate. One day when the three of
us, Elton, Jamie, and I, were playing
together on the floor, we noticed something in the floor and our curiosity lead
us to experiment. Hot air from the furnace arrived in the different rooms
through registers but for some reason the grating over the floor register in the
dining-room where we were playing no longer had a duct. We were able to
lift off the grate and there underneath we found a layer of sturdy-looking
brown paper. How strong was it? We knew nothing of ducts.
I think it was I, the oldest, who decided we should test how strong
paper could be and suggested that the littlest of us, Jamie, step onto it. And
so he did!
I shall never forget the dismay I felt at the sight of his khaki-colored
overalls with red trim suddenly dropping down away from us.
The grown-ups of course rushed to the scene at our outcries and when
they picked up poor stunned little Jamie from the basement floor they found
him completely unhurt and not even crying. Were we punished? No. We
explained how it happened and we were so remorseful!
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Though we all slept warmly in our cold bedrooms, how icy the bare
floors were when we got out from under the blankets on a winter morning.
How we would hustle to get down to the kitchen to dress!
When we moved later to another city, another house, we had a stronger
furnace, still coal, which father could somewhat control without going into
the basement. On the living room wall there were a couple of chains for
“draft” and “check” to either accelerate the flow of air or choke it off—the
more air, the more fire; the less air, the less heat.
In this house we each claimed a register for dressing and we diligently
stayed away from the large cold air register. That was the one that
swallowed the cold air back into the basement to be reheated by the furnace.
I loved to stand over my register, not just to feel the heat blowing up
my legs, but to see how prettily it puffed out my dress making me feel for the
moment that I too was pretty like the other girls at school who had sturdy
legs and fresher, newer clothes.
Once when our father didn’t return to the house as early as usual, the
house began to get cold. I asked Mother why she didn’t go to the basement
to take care of the problem. She said she
didn’t know how and didn’t want to learn
how because if she ever did, she would find
herself doing it quite often. (An early lesson
on maintaining a division of labor in family
life.)
Taking care of a coal furnace in the
days of our childhood was at least a semiskilled job. Our father, came to this country
from England (or “the old country” as my
parents usually referred to any part of
Europe) at age eighteen with the explicit
purpose of getting an education and
becoming a minister. He knew nothing about coal furnaces and central
heating, since in England they still depended on small coal fireplaces in each
room.
His first job was a route of several furnaces in homes of women with no
family man to take care of them. Part of the job, he was told, was to “shake”
the furnace, not just stoke the coal. On his first attempt he grabbed hold of
this huge bulk with the fire burning in it, fixed firmly to the basement’s
cement floor, and tried his best to shake it. He failed to even budge it!
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Then, of course, he learned that “shaking” meant using a special tool,
fitting it into an extension from the grate holding the fire, then shaking back
and forth until the burnt out ashes fell through the grate, permitting the fire
to burn more vigorously with a better flow of air.
Eventually he got the hang of all this advanced American technology
(pre-World War I) well enough to manage our own furnaces quite well
enough, but it was a job that did require a lot of noticing and a good bit of
labor. Ashes had to be collected for dumping in special pails, coat scuttles,
which looked something like large
dark metal cream pitchers.
The ashes were often used to
scatter on the icy sidewalk.
Sometimes the ashes were worked
into the soil as fertilizer, but most
were collected on trash day.
In one large corner of the
basement was a coal bin, a kind of
large box built up from the floor
with an open doorway for getting
at the shining black nuggets of
coal which were then actually
anthracite, the hardest variety
giving out the most heat with the
least smoke and dirt. Of course
there had to be a “coal chute” at
ground level in the foundation
wall so the delivery truck could
unload directly into the bin three
or four times a year. What a
clatter and roar!

∆∆∆
In those days little girls didn’t wear pants, even for play. In the
summer we had light cotton dresses, often with “bloomers” to match. These
were underpants made of the same material as the dress with bands on each
leg that buttoned snugly just above the knee.
In winter it was another story. Boys had it easy; they wore knickers
summer and winter, and in the winter they were most likely to be of
corduroy.
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As a girl, however, I had a harder time of it. Because we couldn’t wear
pants, long woolly stockings over long underwear were the order of the day.
Ankle-high button shoes as well! Other mothers scandalized mine by
allowing their little girls to go bare-legged winter and summer!
The trouble was that in order to put the stockings over the legs of the
underwear, you had to wrap the extra material at the ankle into a neat
triangular fold and attempt to almost simultaneously pull the stocking up
over it all; then continue pulling up in such a way that the ribs of the
stockings were straight on your legs. After this, you had to fasten them in
place, front and back, with supporters sewn into the underwear. But how
those stockings wrinkled at the knees! Every running step or jump you took
would add another wrinkle to make your knees seem to bulge out. Vanity
can be very strong in little girls.
In these matters Mother was adamant.
She had hurt as a child with her own mother
who suffered seriously from what she called
rheumatism; and the folk wisdom of Iowa
then was that the joint had not been
sufficiently protected against cold in
childhood.
Nevertheless my mother, I was
positive, was the very best mother in the
whole world. She hummed as she worked
about the house, she laughed often, always
responded to us, played with us sometimes, and was very warm, snuggly
and a little fat. Often just before bedtime and our evening story, as all us
three heard the same story most of the time, we would have a “lovings-bee”
with her.
Before sending me off to school for the first time, Mother hired a
seamstress to make me some lightweight woolen dresses and some pinafores
to wear over them. She had worn such pinafores when she was little to go to
her one-room country school in Dallas County, Iowa.
When I came home and complained that none of the other little girls
wore pinafores, she could scarcely believe it. Yet she knew her children
didn’t “tell stories”—as “lying” was too dreadful a concept to be lightly
spoken of. The next day she went to school with me and after that I never
wore a pinafore.
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The lady who made my school dresses was also called upon to make a
small outfit of clothes for my big doll Lucy. After all, what fun is a doll if you
can’t change her clothes for different imagined occasions?
On my way home from school one day when I was in the first or second
grade, two little “colored” girls crossed the street and punched me up a bit. It
made me cry and of course as soon as I reached home I told my mother about
it.
She explained that perhaps the little girls just assumed that I disliked
them because their color made them look different and some not-very-nice
people acted mean on this account.
The next day Mother went off to see my
teacher and requested to speak with the
two little girls. Back home she told me
that she had let them know that I didn’t
dislike them and would be friendly if
they were friendly with me. After that
we sometimes walked together on our
way home (they lived farther than I),
though we never developed a visiting
back and forth friendship.

∆∆∆
Playing, as for all children, was our
life’s work and how we loved it. Even
when a rainy day came along it wasn’t
too rough for us because Mother was
pretty lenient about what kids did as long
as no actual damage was done and as
long as we didn’t become quarrelsome, which didn’t often happen.
The backyard in our first house provided an old chokecherry tree from
which hung a tire swing and this was for all of us, though I don’t remember
the boys bothering with it, though it was very important to me.
I also laid claim to the little quince tree at the far end of the yard—it
was just the right size for me and my rather inconsiderable weight. I could
climb up into it and imagine all sorts of delightful stories or situations for
myself.
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Even further in the back corner of the yard was a rickety old chicken
coop. The boys and their older pals from across the street turned this into a
clubhouse. There was some sort of upper level where they particularly liked
to congregate.
One day when they were occupied in this fashion I found the bicycle of
one of the big boys, Gus, leaning up against our back steps. That was my
chance to ride a real bicycle. I got onto the saddle from the steps and pushed
off. As I peddled along, seemingly high above the ground, it came to me—
how was I going to stop?
The answer soon arrived in the form of my cousin4 who was also new at
bicycles. We each turned to avoid the other, he to the right and I to the right.
It was full collision but in spite of hurts and banged knees, no broken bones.
I emerged from the encounter pleased that I could ride a bike but aware I’d
better do it next time with something
closer to my size.
On rainy days, besides playing
hide-and-go-seek throughout the whole
house, one of our favorite games was
tobogganing down the uncarpeted
waxed stairs. We would get a pillow
and sit on one of the small scatter rugs,
then pull the other end up over our feet,
stiffen our legs, and shove off down the
stairs. It was a glorious thump of a ride!
One of the amazements of my very
early childhood, before we had moved from Iowa to our first house on Long
Island, NY involved two older playmates who, as I did later with a couple of
other, younger little girls, played the game of “mother” with me.
One day they came into our kitchen with me and gave my mother two
sticks, explaining that they had found them and thought they would be
useful for her when I was naughty. They called the sticks switches and when
I caught the import of such a gift, even at age three or four, and had a sense of
betrayal, but also a bit of fear. Could my own mother someday hit me with a
stick? Of course I was reassured then and there.
Hilda was the little girl my age who lived just the other side of the
hedge. Most of the time we played dolls together and other gentle bits of
4

Probably either her cousin Wilbur Dingwell (1910-1979), her late Aunt Nelle Luther Dingwell’s son, or
perhaps Joseph N. Luther (1915-1943), her uncle Ray Luther’s son.
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make-believe, but once in a while there would be a quarrel. When I
complained to Mother, she listened sympathetically, but refused to declare
herself on my side. She did, however, suggest that Hilda and I not play
together for a few days, and predicted that when we resumed, we would not
be quarrelsome for a while. It was as she said—one more reason why we
tended to obey to the best of our understanding when we were young and
anointed our adults with infallibility as well as invincibility in the face of a
very big world we sensed we knew very little about.
In the days of our first house when we were still too little to go to
school, we made up a few games. In one of our favorites, the small rugs
about the house, particularly in the dining room (our parent’s couldn’t afford
room-sized carpets) became islands and the pedestal base for the heavy
round table provided what we conceived of as safe little harbors for us as we
swam about the waters of the room as ducks—a game with no rules, no goals,
no winners, just the pleasure of motion and the endless imaginings about
ducks, boats, water, and islands, with periodic bulletins to each other about
these undangerous happenings.

Dominoes was always fun for small illiterates, at least with two sets and
no rules. We would stand them on end in long lines and curves, then touch
one end lightly and watch them collapse, one against the next, making the
whole long line like a snake in motion. Besides, the clicking sound of these
bits of finished hard wood was music to our ears. Then we could do it all
over again, making new lines and wriggles for our snake. When we grew
older and heard the “domino theory” spoken of, we were not at a loss to get
the full implication.
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∆∆∆
Our father played his own games with us on winter evenings when he
had no sick people he had to visit (he was the kind of minister who believed
strongly in the value of “pastoral visits”) or meetings with trustees or
deacons. Sometimes it was living room volleyball with a string tied across
the middle and a round balloon.
Sometimes he would draw a chalk circle on the rug for the kind of
marbles game he had played in the very poor section of London where he
grew up with his six brothers and sisters. He put some of our little painted
clay marbles in the center and then with your “shooter” mig you tried to
knock some out.
Out on the street we children played an
entirely different game—”hits and spans.”
Each kid had a marbles bag and you had
some status in the game if you had, especially
for shooters, some “steelies” or “coffeestrainers.” Most of our marbles were simply
glass of the colors we each fancies. The
steelies and coffee-strainers were usually
extra size and the latter in particular could be
admired for the clear glass that contained
what looked like a tiny multi-colored barber
pole.
It took two or more to play. One of us tossed a marble out on the
ground a good distance away. Then the others took turns trying to hit one of
the marbles not one’s own. If you succeeded, you could keep that marble.
That meant we were playing “for keeps”. If you decided beforehand,
however, that you wanted to play “spans” or “double spans.” then you had
only to get your shooter close enough to count as a “span” or a “double
span.” A single “span” was the distance between the tip of your thumb and
the tip of your stretched out little finger.
In the eyes of our parents this all added up to a kind of gambling. My
brothers and I had to put up quite a battle with them for they had long
opposed all gambling as immoral. However, much to our own surprise, we
won that battle, because if we hadn’t we couldn’t have played the game at all.
It could never have entered our heads to directly disobey them about
anything.
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Summer evenings sometimes enticed our parents to join in a game of
hide-and-seek. The big maple tree at the street end of the driveway served as
“home.” Our favorite version of the game was “home free.” Somebody had
to start the game and so it all began with someone calling out “Not It!” The
last one to call it out had to be “It.”
When “It” started to count to 300 by fives, “five, ten, fifteen, twenty, ...”
everybody else scattered to hide. When “It” uncovered his/her eyes and
separated from leaning against the tree trunk to seek, the warning call would
go out loud and clear, “Ready or not, I’m coming!”
“It” had to be very cautious because if he/she ventured too far from
home (the tree trunk) a hider could dash out of their hiding place and streak
for home to call our “Home Free!” If all the hiders did that, “It” would have
to be “It” all over again. On the other hand, the first hider “It” could find
would then become the next “It”—if “It” could get back home first, touch the
tree trunk and yell “Out!”
One evening when I was “It” and Mother was playing with us, I looked
around the corner of the house and discovered that my plump mother was
hiding behind the old brick chimney and hollyhocks, but not quite
successfully. Suddenly I had a queer little twinge of alarm that my strong,
ever reliable mother could be vulnerable.
The favorite game in our neighborhood was “cops and robbers.” It
was, of course, a tag game with the gaggle of kids divided into cops and
robbers. We ran all over our city block disregarding any signs of boundaries,
but at least trying not to hurt flower gardens. The neighbors must have been
a tolerant crew, even the large number of childless households.
It was a particularly wonderful space for such a game, being all hill
with the peak corner sporting a very high retainer wall, from which look-out
you could quite often spy out the activities of your pals, whether fellow cops
or enemy robbers.
I played these kinds of
games with my brothers and the
other boys. My girl friends usually
enjoyed quieter games, but I
enjoyed both worlds thoroughly.
Dolls were just as much fun as
“cops and robbers,” depending on
whether it was a rainy day or not,
and the availability of playmates.
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There were at least two kinds of games that boys and girls enjoyed equally
well. At that time we must have been pre-teens or teeners.
“Scrub baseball” was played on lazy summer afternoons in indifferent
fashion—more a goofing off or just a way of hanging out together. You
needed four or five kids to play, at least, all rotating in order to get up to bat.
When the batter struck out or got to first base, then the catcher came up as
batter, third baseman became catcher, and so on back around the bases. The
game ended only when the various mothers began calling for us to come
home.
We began to play the other mixed
game, not quite so lazy, when we became of
an age to find that a little body contact was
an enjoyable thing. “Keep-away” involved
one side to keep a tennis-sized ball in
motion, tossed from one to another until a
kid on the other team could manage to
catch it. Then that team kept tossing it until
someone on the first team recaptured the
ball. All this required good steady
guarding by one individual for each
opponent on the other side. The happy
consequence was a lot of bumping, a bit of
pushing, and a lot of laughing.
The usual time for this diversion was
after supper under the corner street light.
When the dark began to deepen we would
variously be called home. The street light
shone reassuringly through the window at
the side of my bed, a friendly bridge
between day and night, making the
transition to sleep and unremembered dreams serene.
Only as interested and sometimes teasing onlookers did the boys hang
around our “girls’ games.” Jump rope was a favorite, jumped to all kinds of
jingles, some starting off with “My mother told me ...” and having to do with
being found kissing on the stairs. One involved a long recitation, repeated
over and over at high speed while the rope turned leaving no time for the
little extra bounce in between each slap of the rope on pavement—salt,
mustard, vinegar, pepper...
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The sin of envy overcame me when some of the other little girls could
quickly insert themselves into the very fast moving art of “double Dutch.”
Here two lengths of rope were held at either end and turned clockwise and
counterclockwise in a rhythm that permitted each rope to hit the pavement
alternately so that one started the jumper could keep going for a while, as
long as she jumped fast enough and regularly enough to hold the rhythm;
and as long as her breath held out.
Then there were all the other sidewalk games, a couple or so with
traditional patterns, but always susceptible to variation or improvisation.
Basic equipment was chalk or a “writing stone,” a ball, preferably a medium
hard sponge, or one or more “hopscotch stones,” to be selected from much as
a golfer selects a club from his bag.
The basic pattern was an oblong box divided into eight squares, four on
each side, with a semi-circle at the top designated for a rest stop. The boxes
were numbered one through eight, starting at the lower left and going
clockwise around. The object was to throw your stone into the first square,
hop into that square, pick up your stone without letting your other foot touch
the ground, then hop all the way around with only the one stop to rest before
finishing up through box eight; and of course you had to do this without
stepping on any of the lines. Then the next person tried it. Each time your
turn came up you either repeated the one you’d slipped up on, or you tried to
do it for the next box. The first to complete all the boxes without error won.
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“Roly-Poly” used the same pattern on the sidewalk, but with this you
rolled your ball into the various squares. Here skill at judging your own
speed in relation to the rolling speed of the ball you threw in was crucial.
With hopscotch, it was your talent for finding just the right stone that
counted most. It had to be flat rather than round, willing to stay put where
you threw it. Were squarish stones better than triangular ones? Also a
couple of good marking stones always came in handy. One’s pockets held
some pretty precious possessions
sometimes!
Basic to all our play as little girls, all
fall-back resources, was dolls and their
equipment. Some of it was manufactured,
like cradles or doll buggies, but a lot were
simply appropriated and made into stoves,
cupboards, chairs or whatever as the need
arose. For instance a turned-over stool
became a small stove because its support
underneath had two round holes that could
be used as burners. Sometimes we put real
food on our toy dishes when we managed
to sneak tiny portions off our plates at
meal-time.
Somehow it turned out that “playing
house” was best accomplished with two
girls only. The cement base of the portico
of the church next door was a perfect place
for two small households, precisely divided
by the division cleanly marked in the
cement. If it was cold or rainy outside, then
either base of the old upright piano cold
serve as a house, especially when playing with paper dolls—no stray breezes
to blow away the tiny garments which could stay on only with little paper
turn-unders at shoulders or sides.
These games elicited much talk and conversation in imitation of our
elders and much of the talk was to explain, one “mother” to the other, what
in your imagination, you were doing or were about to do, whether to go
shopping for groceries, go visit a friend, prepare to serve a tea party—or do a
little baking for the tea party!
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The hill our city block was built on was a wondrous source for all kinds
of variations of play that we could not have known on the flat land of Long
Island that was our home until just under the age of ten, I being the eldest of
us three with only a little over a year between us—in the summer our ages
could be, for instance, eight, nine, and ten.
Our house was on a modest slop, though when they paged the street
and put in curbs, they added a strip of bricks down the middle of the asphalt
for better traction in bad weather. However, in winter when everything was
iced over, the bricks didn’t help the horses
much. They would sometimes fall in
harness and then the poor things would be
yelled at even whipped to try to force them
to get up. When my one usually ravenous
brother saw this the first time, his first
experience with cruelty in the world, he
couldn’t eat lunch that day.
Everything became more exciting with
hills, you could push yourself off to a good
start, whether on a scooter or a cart, or roller
skates; then zip down the slope at a thrilling
speed, then swoop around the corner at the
bottom where the trolley cars ran with a
sense of dash and showmanship. If you had
a younger, more passive passenger in the
cart, there was the bonus of scaring out of
them a frightened squeal.
∆∆∆
Each fall we children would look out
the window often, impatiently watching for the first sign of snow that would
transform the world into a whole new kind of beauty and make outdoor play
suddenly more dramatic and different.
November was always a draggy month of gray, cold skies and we
would keep bothering our mother, “When will the snow come? When will it
come?”
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What joy when it finally did come, thick enough to cover the world! If
it came overnight, then the first thing to do if there was no school that day,
was to pull on our overshoes and, snug in jackets, caps and mittens, dash out
into the untracked purity and stomp out a large round circle and cut it up
with our feet like a pie to play “Fox and Geese” with the other kids when
they joined us. The fox chased the geese in this version of tag where you had
to stick to the paths of the snow pie, but with a brief rest for the geese at the
center of the pie where they could be “safe.”
If there was school that first day
of snowfall, then you could take time
out from your walk to or from to lie
down in the snow and swing your
arms up and down to make an angel
with wings fully expanded.
Before all this began, there were
things to be seen if you looked out
the window early enough. One was a
man and a horse which pulled a
heavy wooden wedge as the man
guided the horse up and down the
sidewalks clearing a rough path and
making it easier for the householders
to complete a good shoveling job.
Our father was quite good,
from our childish take on things,
because he did not completely clear
off all remnants of snow in the front
of our house. With a bit of thawing
and freezing we kids could work up a
good stretch of ice and, taking
advantage of the slope, turn it into a wonderful foot slide almost the length of
the width of our house. To do it successfully took a running start, practice,
and a few falls. No adults risked playing this game with us!
The choicest asset we had in our neighborhood of working and middleclass families was a large reservoir, one of two in the city, enclosed with a tall
fence, at the top of a splendid hill, and both hill and the open stretch at the
bottom were maintained as lawn. All this was just across a tightly trafficked
street on the back side of our block.
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In the winter when the snow was well trammeled, and if you had the
premium sled called a Flexible Flyer that could be steered, you could get a real
thrill and each time you went through the tedious business of hauling the
sled up the hill again, you knew you had that wonderful ride down again as
your just reward.
We always judged it best to take a running start at the top of the hill,
then “belly-whack” onto the sled at full speed. This way you could coast
almost the full stretch to the street. Always the temptation was to stay out
until your feet felt almost frozen.
Two of the boys in our gang had a
toboggan. In our area, if you wanted to
get the most out of your ride, you went
to another side of the “rez” where there
were terraced slopes. Three or four kids
would sit on the toboggan, each wedged
between the legs of the one behind,
while the boy (always a boy!) who was
“steering” knelt in the front grasping
either side of the bent-up frame to
control the weight and thereby the
direction of our ride. This took skill and
hardihood because with each downhill
run you also got a good spray of very
cold snow right in the face.
I trusted only my younger brother
not to dump us all on the way down because you went down the first terrace
slope simply gathering speed, but on the second one the speed shot the whole
toboggan into the air a little, but with the third you simply flew through the
air and landed on the straightaway with a thump for an easy coast—that is, if
you didn’t spill altogether when you hit the bottom.
Besides sleds and toboggans we had skis, but not at all like today’s skis.
They were simply long flat sticks of wood with a groove on the underside, a
bit of a curve upward at the front end, and a slit through the middle through
which there was a strap just long enough to reach up over your shoes and
overshoes and be buckled in place. If you had a pole you gave yourself a
push and off you went on your downhill slide. No such thing as a ski lift.
You simply picked up your skis and marched up the hill to do it all over
again.
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∆∆∆
When we got into our teens we discovered that other form of outdoor
winter fun—ice skating. Our mother had enjoyed skating on frozen creeks
and small rivers as a girl in Iowa and she still had her clamp-on skates from
those days stored in the attic.
However, we were given as Christmas presents the new type of “shoeskates.” We called them “tube hockey” skates which protruded out front a
bit with a sharp point at the tip.
Our rink was a large pond in the park about a half mile from our house.
In the summer it was for swimming. The bath-houses and rest-rooms
straddled two ponds, one much shallower and smaller than the one that
served for skating. Sometime in February there was a winter contest the city
ran for speed skaters and, more excitingly, barrel jumping, sometimes over as
many as eight lined up on the ice!

In the winter one end of the bath house was set up as a warming hut,
with an older gentleman behind a counter who not only stoked the potbellied stove in the center, but who accepted your foot-gear and stowed them
away in little cubby-holes behind the counter while you were out skating.
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Wooden planks and a ramp with a rail lead down to the ice. The wood was
chewed to a pulpy texture by the thousands of skate blade that had dug in
over the years.
Our warming hut created a special little world, a special little society of
talk and clumping boots, of the smell of steaming woolen mittens, the smell
of burning coal and smoke, and wet leather. How sad, I have often thought,
for those whose childhoods know no winter!
In those days car traffic was light, especially in a neighborhood of
simple homes like ours; and of course it was especially light late in the
evening. One winter night soon after I had fallen asleep, I was awakened by
loud squeals and laughter out in the street. When I looked out the window I
saw under the full blaze of the street lights my mother and a younger woman
friend coasting down the steeper hill above our block and then on down our
own, having a very good time doing on the slick roadway what we children
were forbidden to do—coasting right in the street itself! Happily I saw this as
reassurance—that our parents were, after all, not so very old.

∆∆∆
My father’s job as a minister mortified me. The other kids, especially
those at school who didn’t live in our immediate neighborhood, would tease
us and made out that because of our unfortunate parentage we were just
“goodie-goodies.” Perhaps this is why I worked hard at being a very active
and daring “tomboy.”
He was different from the other fathers, who went off to their jobs each
weekday morning at the same time, and who came home every evening soon
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after five o’clock in the afternoon for the evening meal. He was usually home
for lunch in the middle of the day when we also might have dinner, with
lunch in the evening. He didn’t catch a bus or street-car first thing in the
morning but rather, at his own decision, walked down to his study in the
church about a mile or mile and a half away.
In the afternoon he often took a short nap before going off to visit sick
parishioners in the hospitals—and seeing a few other souls who appeared in
need of some extra attention for whatever reason or of whatever faith. Then
there were the “shut-ins,” who were included in his rounds, all of which was
done by what we called in the style of our father’s good college friend who
sometimes came to visit, an Australian named George Scambler. “Shanks’
mare.”
Since Father’s
views of what made a
good minister was a
strong emphasis on this
kind of shepherding, it
was a great blessing that
he was blessed with a
social temperament that
allowed him to
thoroughly enjoy it. He
often did counseling with
those who brought some
of their personal
problems to him; and of
course there were often
evening meetings with trustees or deacons or Sunday School teachers, which
were not always pleasant, agreeable social exchanges, and he would return
home tense.
It was good when sometimes I could see him coming up the sidewalk in
the late afternoon and could tell from afar that there was a little smile on his
face that he was in a “good mood.” Then I would run to meet him and be
hugged. He would continue on home with me and we would skip with his
arm around me helping me to do high flying swoops. If it happened that on
occasion a round balloon made its way into the house, Dad would put a
string across the living-room and we would form sides to bat it back and
forth—a kind of very gentle volley-ball.
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For Christmas one year Daddy got the whole family a newly invented
game—ping-pong. There was an illustration on the box of a dining-room
table just like ours, a long oval when all its leaves were in place. A net about
six to eight inches high was stretched across the middle just as on today’s
tables but there were no marked outof-court lines.
Daddy would get a little upset
with Mother when they played
because when she got the chance, she
would give the little ball a vigorous
wham and he would then have no
chance of returning it. He favored
keeping the ball in play as long as
possible with gentler, better laced
hits. In the summer she played
tennis in the same fashion, but then
he accepted it as somehow more
legitimate. Neither of them knew
anything about how to play, only
how to count. I’m sure they had
never heard of adults taking lessons
in how to have fun at anything, how
to do something in the best approved
way, in the best manner of style.
All our family experiences lead
up to believe that, though our
parents were obviously grown-ups,
they were almost without age, a kind
of youngish old, doing and enjoying
many of the same things we
enjoyed—when they took time off to
indulge.
One day I asked my mother
how old she was and when she said
42 years, I was horrified! My father
too must be that old! After that I was uneasy about them, not so confident
about their being eternally there for us. My own reaction then determined
later how I handled age with my own children. When they asked me, I told
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them that when they were able to notice numbers and dates, they’d be able to
figure it out for themselves and then it would be time enough for them to
know.
When, well into middle age, I took up teaching in a small town high
school I told the kids much the same thing. They may not have understood
the full import of James Joyce’s Dubliners, but they figured my age out
quickly enough.

All children worry about death once they’ve encountered it. Before we’d had
the experience of a pet’s death, I learned about it from an old Biblical picture
scroll we found in the parsonage attic. It was a large black box with handles
on either side and when opened up there was a frame on one side into which
you rolled pictures one at a time. We never tired of the mechanics of rolling
the pictures, nor the brightly colored pictures themselves.
All of them were scenes from the life of Jesus and of course we had
been taught both at home and in Sunday school that he was the greatest of all
men. The story began with the nativity, later the child Jesus in the temple,
many of the scenes of the miracles, the storm on the Sea of Galilee, the
fisherman, and so on up through to the crucifixion—a part of the story we
had not heard much about.
We asked questions about this—had he really died? We confidently
turned to parental authority. If wicked people hadn’t killed Jesus, would he
still be alive? No, we were told, he would have died sometime anyway.
Does everybody have to die, even me? The stark answer was softened by
Mother’s matter-of-fact manner.
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“Yes, dear, we all have to die sometime, but mostly it happens only
when we get very, very old and sick and then it doesn’t seem to matter much.
But you don’t have to think about that now. You have a very long life ahead
of you.” After that I was able to put such thoughts off into a distant corner of
my mind and serious worry also was set to one side.
∆∆∆
Besides our immediate
neighborhood, family life
revolved around church
activities where our father
was the minister. Good Will
Congregational Church was
pretty much “downtown” in
Syracuse, NY, a city encircled
by hills. We lived on the one
known as Bellevue Heights,
just below one of the city’s
main water reservoirs,
familiar to us as “the rez.”
I loved the names
Bellevue and Good Will.
Then there was Onondaga
Circle near the church, always beautifully patterned in flowers and foliage.
On Sundays our father would walk down early to finish polishing his sermon
or to be with his deacons before the service. Then, in time for Sunday school,
our mother and her small brood of three would make our descent—so much
easier than the walk back up later, tired and somewhat disgruntled.
Mother was sometimes the Sunday school superintendent and was also
responsible in the Ladies’ Aid Society. As it was for Mark Twain’s Tom
Sawyer, going to Sunday school meant being obliged to memorize assigned
passages from the Bible and I particularly remember the Psalms—1st, 23rd,
100th, and 121st. Mother would patiently check us out as she prepared
Sunday dinner to cook while we were at church. The cadence of the words
will always be with me.
“The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want ...”
“I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills from whence cometh my help.”
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So I did my memorizing reasonably promptly, and the younger of my
two brothers, Jamie, performed like the virtuous little fellow he was; but the
older boy Elton had great difficulty concentrating on the job at hand and the
poor kid would sit on the kitchen stool struggling while his daydreaming
eyes wandered all about and his recitation advanced in short hitches, a
phrase at a time.
∆∆∆
The celebratory glow of Christmas almost wrapped around the entire
year. It would linger with us all through the winter months into spring when
that season’s reawakening zest took over. After that, the wondrously long
summer vacation of almost total freedom. But in the fall as the leaves began
to fall, our thoughts would turn to snow, the thrill of winter fun—and of
course the festivities—and the gifts!—of the Christmas holidays.
Getting the Christmas tree was a major event. Dad would wait until
Christmas Eve itself before he packed us into the car to go get the best tree we
could find for the reduced price of $1.00. It mattered little to us if the tree
lacked perfect symmetry—what mattered was that it must reach from floor to
ceiling when we got it home.

That evening we could stay up past the customary bedtime to help put
on the lights and all the shiny balls. Sometimes there was a little interference
from a kitten but none from parents’ preconception of how to go about the
job. It was very much our holiday. And, of course, before bed there was the
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reading of ‘Twas the Night Before Christmas5 so that by the time we were eight
or nine we could “read” along too.
We would wake up in the very early morning dark of Christmas Day
but were required to get dressed first and wait together at the top of the stairs
until Dad could get down and turn on all the tree lights. Then we would
rush—or tumble—down the stairs. How thrilling it all was to see the tree,
magnificent in its lights and glitter, so fresh to our eyes as it stood over the
presents, wrapped and unwrapped, and the bulging socks, embroidered with
our names.
There might be a new sled, a scooter, a cart, a doll; later ice skates or
skis, and always some new books with pictures. Once when I felt in a final
last try in the tippest tip-toe of my sock, I pulled out a real, grown-up watch
given to my parent for me from a church member!

Before Christmas day itself there had been a pageant at the church,
which centered around the nativity scene and a solemn walk down the aisle
of the three wise men and the less solemn assembling of shepherds, all done
to traditional Christmas carols by the children dressed in home-made
costumes.
One wonderful year my “best” girl friend and I were chosen to be the
two angels setting the scene at the very beginning with the singing of
5

The formal title of this celebrated Christmas poem is “A Visit from St. Nicholas.” It was first published
anonymously in the Troy, NY Sentinel on 23 December 1823, and was re-printed as such by a variety of
newspapers and magazines for twenty years before the author, Clement Clarke Moore (1779-1863) included
it in an anthology of his verse and revealed himself as the author at the insistence of his children, for whom
he first wrote it. Moore was a professor of Biblical Learning at General Theological Seminary in New York.
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“O Little Town of Bethlehem.” Our mothers made us wonderfully gauzy
white angle robes and we wore little tinsel crowns and each carried a wand.
But a major revision in the presentation had to be made when it was
quite obvious that though I “sang” heartily in all the works of Sunday school
and Church, I really couldn’t carry a tune. The adults (bless their souls)
quietly and without dismay, decreed that it would do just as well if we spoke
the words rather than sang them; it might even be better!
Then there was the caroling.
Some time before Christmas Dad
would make out a list of the “shutins” he knew about, some church
members, some not, who couldn’t
make it to church services or much
else. Our caroling group would be
made up of adults and children—
we children well aware that we
were considered to especially
appealing to all the poor shut-ins.
And we were surely pleased that
we were young, not unimaginably
old, able to run and skip—or
sing!—at will.
When we got to a designated
house we would group as close to
the door and under a window as
possible and with my father as
song leader, for which both his
voice and his personality were
ideally suited, we sang. Then whoever was inside and could make his or her
way to the window would signal with smiles and gestures that they were
happy about our performance. Such a pleasant way to act generous and feel
you’d performed your Christian duty well and even enjoyed yourself!
∆∆∆
No matter how often we heard the old wisdom, “‘Tis more blessed to
give than to receive,” I at least could only half digest it. Unable to argue back
at it, it nibbled at my childish peace of mind and created a vague sense of
guilt.
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Finally at about the age of 11 the thing suddenly cleared. There was a
little girl in our Sunday school who lived with her grandmother and her
clothes were rather shabby. I knew because my own clothes were the next
thing to it, never fine and rarely new. I was seized with the idea of making
her a new skirt and saving my allowance to buy a new sweater to go with it.
Somehow that fall I carried this out and was thrilled through and through to
see her wear it and look pretty in it. The sweater was short-sleeved and
orange—the only details I remember. For the first time I realized there really
was pleasure in giving—sometimes even more than in getting!
∆∆∆
Easter was another holiday
split between pagan custom and
religious concepts, and preceded
by Palm Sunday, notable for the
bits of palm leaves we all
flourished as we went home from
church.
Then there was Good Friday
(why good?, we always wondered)
when our English father told us
about and sang a song about hot
cross buns—”one a penny, two a
penny, hot cross buns.”
Sometimes he brought home some
buns he pronounced as being
almost the real thing, back in the
days of his London childhood with
the crisscross of white icing
dribbled across the top.
Easter as religious observance was indeed serious, solemn, ceremonial,
and beautiful. Besides, it was spring. The church was then decked out with
masses of lilies with sunshine glinting through the stained glass windows
and direct sun-rays lighting up the choir loft. Then the paid soloists put out
their utmost too.
One glorious Easter Sunday, Mrs. Phoenix, a violinist from the Syracuse
Symphony Orchestra, played all by herself! Even I, unmusical as I was, was
swept into the current of sound and beauty. Mrs. Phoenix with her light red
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hair stood under the blessing of sunlight among the lilies and the lone notes
of her violin filled the church with unimaginable sweetness.
Then my eye caught sight of Elton, the older my two brothers, the one
who suffered so over the memorizing of Bible verses, the one of us three
siblings whom my parents treated as troublesome. His curly head was still,
his eyes fixed on from whence came those glorious sounds. It was no great
surprise when, soon after that, he asked for a violin and lessons—for this he’d
be willing to concentrate—and able!
Easter as a pagan holiday was carried off with a very light touch. One
could hunt first think on Easter morning for the little catches of jelly beans
that had been hidden about the house. No pretense about an Easter bunny;
and one chocolate bunny
apiece. Halfway pretending
that the bunny was real, the
bottom paws got chewed off
first from mine.
There were no presents
and no new clothes
especially for Easter. God
would not have approved of
such vanity. However, if
something was deemed to be
truly needed, it could be
bought and worn about
Easter time—but never to be
referred to as an “Easter
outfit.”
Children’s Day was in early June and for this the children and their
Sunday school teachers and some parents prepared a program some time
ahead with practice sessions. The whole service hour in the sanctuary was
given over for this. The mood, the feel, was of lots of sunshine, flowers, and
white dresses. But the most wonderful thing, at least one year, was that my
mother, who did so little just especially for me alone, wove for me, as she had
done in her childhood, a wreath of wild daisies which I wore as a kind of
crown in celebration of the day.
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∆∆∆
In those days we never heard of swimming lessons for children. You just
went off on family picnics where there was water—a lake, a pond, a beach—
and you went in. As you grew, you began to learn about swimming,
sometimes with a parent or some other adult, or from just watching and
emulating the other kids who already knew. You inevitably started with the
dog paddle, then progressed to the side stroke, breast stroke, back and crawl.

Our Uncle Ted6, fresh from England one summer, was with us in a
small cottage on twin lakes in Massachusetts with the awe-inspiring names of
Quahog and Quacinquasett; and there we found, hanging behind a door a
device known as water-wings. They were inflatable with a band to go under
the chest while the “wings” on each side guaranteed that you kept afloat as
you learned some strokes.
Uncle Ted blew them up for me one day and when we went into the
water I begged him to hold me up and not let go until I asked. With
amazement, I found that the wings worked, and I practiced the dog paddle.
Then, with the obedient uncle just holding my swimsuit straps and without
the wings I tried to dog paddle again. When I bravely called out to let go, I
found myself swimming—by myself! A mighty triumph for a six-year-old!
Since our parents had not had access to bodies of water of swimmable
size as children, their enjoyment came more slowly and to each somewhat
6

Albert Edward “Ted” Cooke (1896-1982), Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke’s younger brother.
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differently. I can remember laughing to myself, both derisively and
affectionately, at their highly individualized styles.
My mother swam seemingly effortlessly. She adopted the breast stroke
as her own, pushing the water behind her with a serene little smile on her
face and humming as she went. She never came down to the shore from the
campsite at our beloved Selkirk on Lake Ontario’s eastern end until past midafternoon so that by the end of our month’s stay in August, she had acquired
only the gentlest of golden tans.
My father’s approach to
swimming was vigorous but brief.
He would take a deep breath,
plunge his body into waist-high
water (assuredly not drowning
water), and then, puffing out that
deep breath a little at a time, he
did a breast-stroke with the
utmost possible speed. When his
one deep breath was used up, he
would jump up out of the water,
shake like a dog, and rub his eyes
with an air of triumph.
On the other hand, he used
to often refer to his great
accomplishments on the running
track in his college days. We were
never sure whether this was
among his tall tales, of which he
told many, or one of his “true”
stories. We knew he counted on
us to sort them out ourselves. He
used to call me his “diddy-daddy girl” because, amazed and incredulous, I
would so often say, “Did he, Daddy?”
∆∆∆
Camping and cars, cars and camping—they are thoroughly interwoven
in my memories. Before the age of five those memories are seemingly
unrelated episodes. A big bed where I sat pulling up my own socks...Mother
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in the spring varnishing our three little straw hats to dry overnight before a
Sunday morning ... my brother being pulled in our wagon with heavily
bandaged feet because he had stepped on the very middle of the very hot
register directly above the furnace of our small house ... my father pulling me
in that same wagon along with tools to go work in the vegetable garden he
tended away from the house ... crossing a small stream by a wooden plank
with Daddy to visit “Uncle” Jim Cavender, an old Englishman and dear
family friend who headed up the Des Moines, Iowa Police Department.
Our first car was a secondhand, seven-passenger Chandler7
with two fold-out seats in the back
and isinglass windows to be put
up in case of rain. It was mighty
breezy under its canvas top when
you drove at the typical speed of
25 miles an hour.
Dad learned to drive with
this car and Mother taught him
how. She herself had learned to
drive when she was single simply
by taking out her father’s Maxwell,
one of the first cars in that part of
Iowa, to the county fairgrounds
race-track and driving round and
round until she got the hang of it.
Poor Dad, however, had an
accident early on—he drove right
through the back end of the garage.
The Chandler was the car
that took us to the East coast when
I was four. They put Mother’s old farm featherbed on the floor of the back
seat and there we could either play or sleep all day on the road. Since we had
no worries about job (or pulpit) would “call” our father to work once we got
out East, it seemed a happy, mildly adventurous time and we weren’t very
quarrelsome anyway, being little more than a year apart in age.
7

Probably the Chandler Coupe or Metropolitan Sedan, manufactured by the Chandler Motor Company,
which was founded in Cleveland, Ohio in 1913, reached its peak production in 1927, before it was bought
out in 1929 by Hupp Motor Company (1909-1940).
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There were no route signs and no inter-state highways, of course. One
simply drove from town to town on two-lane cement roads patched with tar
where the separation lines between blacks of cement appeared and where any
cracks might have developed. It was necessary to ask directions of people all
along the way.
Since we were too poor to go to hotels and restaurants, we pitched a
“side-wall” tent at night facing the car doors where we could find a friendly
farmer and most were friendly when they saw a young couple with three
little tykes under the age of five in need of a place to sleep.
Getting off the next morning after a breakfast of oatmeal cooked over
some sort of portable stove was slow because, as Mother told the story later,
she would no sooner get one child cleaned up with a little basin of water and

ready to go than she’d find the first washed-up child dirty all over again. She
always regarded it as a miracle that none of us got sick from so many changes
of milk and water.
Sometimes, because the roads were so bad or because where we needed
to go was under construction, we got stuck in the mud a couple of times.
Then a farmer would have to come with a team of horses to pull us out. It
worried us children—the horses had to strain so—would we ever get out?—
and when would it happen again?
Once initiated into the gypsy life, however, we all took to it and
camping out became our way of vacationing each summer—a custom passed
on to the next generation. It was cheap! Because Dad was a minister, we had
a whole month each summer and campgrounds began to sprout up
everywhere, especially in state parks.
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Packing up for camping was a complicated art that changed over the
years with the changing shapes of cars and addition of trailers. In the 1920s,
the finished job was an awesome sight. The lumpy, canvas-covered gear was
packed in on the sides (on the “running-boards” enclosed with collapsible
gates), on the back of the car, on the front bumper, and on the roof.
On a later year when we were packed in much this same fashion
coming down the east side of the Hudson on the beautiful Taconic Parkway,
the State Police pulled us over and kicked us off.
Packed like this, it meant that no door on the car could be opened and
that my mother had to resort to wearing men’s knickers (no pants at all were
made for women in those days) and I well remember the sight of those khaki
knickers tumbling into the car over all the luggage.

In some ways Mother was in advance of her time about a woman’s role
in life. She had taught “primary” grades before getting married at age 27,
thoroughly enjoying her independence. Her father before her was also a bit
ahead of his time. He was known among his Iowa farm neighbors as “the
Down East Yankee from Massachusetts.” He had sent Mother’s much older
sister Nelle8 off to Des Moines for a university education; and then my
mother had her turn. By then my aunt had become the principal of the high
school in their home town of Adel, Iowa.
8

Nelle Luther Dingwell (1871-1914), the eldest daughter of Joseph & Eliza Luther, and her niece Nell Cooke
Elperin’s namesake. Like Lillian, she was a teacher and was once Principal of Adel High School. She died
from typhoid fever just 2-weeks shy of her 43rd birthday on 11 December 1914, and was buried in Adel, IA.
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When we got older, cares were different—they became more
“streamlined,” with no running boards, but usually a trunk strapped onto the
back end. As we grew our family cars became more modern, though still
second-hand, and eventually Dad bought a homemade two-wheel open
trailer much like an old utility farm cart for hauling things about that we
dragged behind with our the ever-increasing pile of gear.
Our family went in for what I’ve always called “civilized” camping.
We went to state parks which often had wooden platforms on which to pitch
a tent. In addition to our old “side-wall” tent we got a then new “umbrella”
tent which had supporting poles in the four corners and one center pole
needed only in case of very high wind or storm. When the canopies over the
openings of the two tents were joined they formed a kind of living-dining
space. It could be fairly well secured against flies and mosquitoes with
netting painstakingly pinned all the way around this communal space and
weighted down with rocks.
Inside this airy room we had a two-burner Kampkook gasoline stove
which produced the usual oatmeal breakfast and the main meal of the day

over the noon hour. We would use the campsite fireplace in the evening and
then in the “gloaming,” as one of our old-time songs put it, we toasted
marshmallows, sang songs together, and chatted with our fellow campers.
As an earnest, eager minister (he preached what he called “the social
gospel”) Dad would gather a flock together on Sunday mornings for an openair service, definitely ecumenical, and I was always amazed at how many
people really wanted to be there. Fortunately for me it was understood that
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during vacation time, and away from home, I could do as I pleased, and I
pleased not to attend—and neither did my brothers. It never occurred to us
that perhaps our Dad’s feelings could be hurt.
Dad, with his good singing voice and his English tradition of family
and group singing, was not timid about leading off. So each evening, as the
fire flickered and the marshmallows toasted, we would all sing the old
favorites like “Let Me Call You Sweetheart,” “Love’s Old Sweet Song,” and
my special favorite, “‘Tis the End of a Perfect Day.” So many of our days at
camp seemed perfect.

Dad also remembered some of the old English music hall songs with
phrases like “Slap-dab, slap-dab all day long up against the brick work wall
... I slapped more paint on the old lady’s walk than I did upon the garden
wall,” and “Oh why did I leave my little back room in Bloomsbury where I
could live on a pound a week in luxury, the day I married Mariah, my heart
was in a stir, I jumped right out of the frying pan into the blooming fire.”
The first summer we camped with the set-up I’ve described, we were in
the Adirondacks at a part that straddled the road narrowly on either side
(with little traffic) with a deep forest behind. A walk through the woods
took one to Third Lake Creek, a link in the Fulton chain of lakes.
There was no swimming, certainly no beach, no playground; the sun
shone down on this cleared space only during the noon hours, and if a child
ventured down the forest trail, it had to be with an adult. On a couple of
August mornings the water in our pail had a skim of ice.
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Mother rebelled. Someone told her of a campground on Piseco Lake
some 20 miles or so further into the mountains where there was a sandy
beach and safe swimming for children with a lifeguard. So we broke camp
and re-pitched there.
What we had heard was all true. What we had not been told was that
all the tents were set up right on the sand, which meant that sand got into
everything: clothes, shoes, bedding, and food. Then the water supply gave
out and you had to drive several miles to a spring where you could scoop up
your water from a rocky, mossy hole, perfectly clear, very pretty, as it came
running gently from the slope. On the second or third morning we went for
water there was a fat green frog sitting in the middle of the little pool.
Fortunately from
Mother’s point of view, we
learned of yet another
campground, a new one just
opened on the eastern shore
of Lake Ontario—Selkirk
State Park. So off we went
and Selkirk became part of
the fabric of our family’s life
for many years to come. A
wide open field in full
sunlight, well-spaced wooden
platforms, each site with a
stone fireplace and a great
wood pile a short distance off
with no limits on what you
could carry off.
Each August we left the city for Selkirk. There was a flight of log steps
going down an almost-cliff to the shore. Some years the vagaries of winter
would leave a clean stretch of sandy beach once the many skeletal remains of
tiny fish, brought up through the St. Lawrence River and unable to survive in
fresh water, were raked up by the work crews. Other years the shore would
be pure stone, a resource for making totally unscientific collections of
beautiful samples, displayed just away from beach traffic on a huge rock.
Every evening our parents gave us each a nickel and we could walk the
easy quarter-mile through the thin woods to the picnic grounds day visitors
used. Here was the great log cabin and at one end there was a truly medieval
59

style fireplace; at the other end the concession stand with all the nickel candy
bars—Hershey’s, Baby Ruth’s, Milky Ways, Cracker Jack, and the ice cream, a
single scoop was one nickel too. It had taken much internal debate and
hesitation all the way there to decide on the pleasure for the evening, but we
went back to the campsite very smug and content.
Part of the pleasure of that walk through the woods was the feel of the
cool, hard-packed clay on my bare feet. There was always on single thing to
be afraid of—a skunk that might be startled and throw at you its hideous
odor. It never happened. The skunks would come about the campsites every
evening but the campers carefully avoided making any antagonistic moves.
Of course our campground was swarming with children. During the
day we were always down at the shore, sometimes teasing the young
lifeguard and sometimes being teased by him, or playing “keep-away” with
him, which involved a ball and two sides and a certain amount of body
bumping, quite intriguing for young teenagers.
The water was what we most loved—rough or calm, we never tired of
it. We all learned to swim one way or another, from each other, and all the
various strokes any of us knew.

Often at dusk, in the gloaming, that magical time after supper and
before dark, after the sun had dipped down in colorful, dramatic glory
behind the far-off rim of western water, all the bigger run-about kids would
gather in the field between the shore cliff and the opposite line of posts
marking off the camp-sites. There we would play “Run Sheep Run” until
darkness fell and we were called to the campfires and/or to bed.
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Early on I picked up on women’s equality from both parents we were
just a little different from our playmates’ parents. Mother was obviously as
much an authority in the home as Dad, though they both accepted the
traditional division of labor, he the breadwinner, she the homemaker—but
with crossovers. Dad always pitched in on the topsy-turvy horrors of “spring
cleaning.” He was also the washer of windows and scrubber of the kitchen
floor. On Saturday mornings they teamed up to hose and sweep down the
basement floor.

When at Selkirk and sometimes at home Dad shared the meal
getting and we children did the dish washing—three meals, three kids. The
tag-on baby sister9, apparently the result of the birth control method of
celibacy broken after years, had a free ride.
For one week out of the month Dad would take over all family
responsibilities and Mother would pack up some books, paper and pen for
letter-writing, and head off for a quiet glade in the nearby woods that had a
picnic table. There she would wallow in freedom and solitude until a child
emissary was dispatched to announce lunch, which was the main meal of the
day.
We kids quite liked the original way Dad had of putting food together;
and he too seemed to enjoy the experience. He was good at combining
leftovers with perhaps something new added—no recipe books for him.
9

Doris Elaine Cooke [Coward] (1929-2004), Nell Cooke Elperin’s younger sister, and the youngest child of
Harry & Lillian Cooke. My mother was, as we heard it, somewhat of a “surprise package.”
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Of course he couldn’t or didn’t attempt any of the delicious results Mother
could at home with full equipment ready at hand, not to mention a “real”
stove with oven. What joy, especially on a cold winter day when she could
bring forth from that oven buttery hot Hubbard squash, or a shrimp soufflé, a
maple nut cake or apple pie!
Mother had taken a course at Drake University called “Domestic
Science,” and her frayed old recipe booklet from that time, floury and a bit
scorched at the edges of some pages, was, along with another from the
Pillsbury Company, her mainstay in the kitchen. “Domestic Science” had also
taught this farmer’s daughter proper table setting and a respect for fine
linens.
Before such a
farm girl could go
to the university,
her family had to
find and pay for
board and room in
someone’s home in
town for four years.
My grandfather10,
who managed to do
this and the
university for his
two daughters, had
run away from a
coastal farm in
Massachusetts at age eight to become a ship’s “cook’s boy.” Later as a
blacksmith in Illinois, he married eighteen year old Liza Jane Crouch who
herself had been sent out to make her own way as an eight-year-old by her
widowed mother whose new husband wouldn’t take on her children. Liza
Jane became a “Little Orphan Annie’s come to our house to stay, to wash the
cups and saucers up and brush the crumbs away”—a hired girl.
I must add that this same Iowa farmer eagerly bought all the new farm
machinery as it became available and was one of the first to own a car, in his
case a Maxwell.

10

Joseph Gardner Luther (1847-1920), born in Berkley County, MA. He married Eliza Jane [Crouch]
Sylvester (1851-1921) on 28 February 1870 in Bureau County, Illinois.
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∆∆∆
Almost all our grocery shopping was done at an A&P (Atlantic &
Pacific Company) store a couple of block away. Mother usually did the
shopping herself, but sometimes she forgot something or ran short and then
one of us kids would be sent over. As I got into my early teens, I rather liked
to do this since, though an older man ran the store, he had a very nicelooking and pleasant young man as helper. They could, of course, freshgrind your coffee—Red Circle, Bokar, and another, each a different grade and
a different price. Some folks,
considering themselves wised-up
consumers, declared there was
really no difference in quality.
There was in the middle
of the store a collection of bins
stocked with varieties of cookies
and crackers sold by the pound.
The fun part of the store and what
made you wish you could get
permission to stay and play for a
while was the ladder that ran on a
little track behind the counter and
just below the shelves stocked with
all the dry foods, boxes and cans of
everything the ordinary housewife
might want. Of course there was
shredded wheat and corn flakes,
then later Wheaties along with
puffed wheat and puffed rice.
When what you asked for was on a high shelf, one of the two would get
up on the ladder and then with a long pole with some tongs attached to the
farther end he would reach up and with a quick little twitch select out just the
right box and let it tumble down into his free hand.
The group wisdom then was that the powerful A&P chain would soon
gobble up all the grocery stores in the country and there was a strong sense of
misgiving about facing up to such monopoly.
When Dad occasionally went downtown he would stop in at the
Mohican Market on S. Salina Street, which means salt and was so-called
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because in the earliest days Syracuse had been the center for salt mining,
which was huge for a food store in those days. It had sawdust on the floor
and the men behind the glass cases and counters wore white jackets while
behind them were great tubs of cheeses and butter and other things that
needed the cold of an unheated store. In the winter these men wore heavy
sweaters under their white coats.
Before coming home Dad would sometimes stop in at the Fanny Farmer
candy store to get a few small suckers for us children or at Woolworth’s to get
some foil-wrapped chocolate kisses. Such things were big treats for us since
Mother OK’d this, but did not want us to buy the cheap penny candy at the
little store near school where we went to get our writing pads for school and
treasures like marbles, hard rubber balls, cheap rings, yo-yo’s and such.
Once when I
had just begun to
learn my numbers,
such a little store
near us then had
two-for-a-penny
rings and I coveted
one of these but
had no penny.
Then I remembered
that the smallest bit
of money was a
penny; and if you
could have two for a penny and I wanted only one, then I couldn’t pay for it
properly and the store lady would have to give it to me anyway.
So I trotted off to the store with my newly developed wisdom and
explained all this to the lady. And she gave me the ring. I rushed home very
happy to tell Mother all about it and show her my pretty ring. I can’t
remember just how she explained that things don’t work quite that way; but I
was allowed to keep the ring and, I found out later, Mother and the store lady
had arranged matters amicably out-of-court. However, my style of arithmetic
was forever corrected.
Even though our street was a quiet place with only occasional cars
going by, there was a surprising amount of business transacted on it in the
course of a day—and sometimes in the middle of the night.
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Few households in the late 1920s or early 1930s had the new electric
refrigeration that the cookbooks referred to as mechanical, but which
ordinary folks called Frigidaire’s, presumably because this brand was the first
on the market and so became the generic term for many years.
With an ice-box you shopped for food frequently and for small
amounts, no more than could be stored for a day or two; for though the icebox looked big, a great deal of the space was taken up by a large block of ice.
Houses usually had a kind of pantry at the back door, shut off from the
rest of the house by another door. Here in the “cool room” the ice could melt
much more slowly, especially in the winter.

When the ice-man came by in the summer all the children swarmed
about and this gentleman with his ice-tongs and heavy canvas carrying bag
needed to be tolerant and easy-going as well as strong. He would allow us to
gather up the ice chips that broke off as he used his pick to break off blocks
into appropriate sizes for delivery. No need to knock on doors to find out
what was needed. Each house had a card in the front window that on each of
its sides was a number, and the one that was right side up at the top of the
card proclaimed the number of pounds of ice wanted that day—25, 50 or 100.
Once we kids got our chips of ice we had to immediately wrap it in a bit
of rag so we could enjoy sucking on it for a long time in the sunny heat.
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Every couple of days the vegetable man, or huckster as some people
called him, came by with his horse and wagon filled with fresh vegetables
and fruit. He had scales, of course, and later when he prospered enough to
buy a truck open on all sides, the scales hung at the back for all to see.
Mr. Stern, even to our young eyes seemed young. He was soft-spoken
with a grace of difference in his
speech. He rang a little bell to
announce his arrival along the
street and two or three
housewives at a time would
cluster about his wagon. He
smiled gently when he did smile
and he wore very thick glasses.
I wondered how he could see
through them at all.
Neither my mother nor
any of the other women ever
complained about the quality of
his produce. He must have
gone to the central farmer’s
market at the north edge of the
city to get his supplies. In our
geography classes we learned
that a large part of the
agriculture in upstate New York
was truck farming.
One day in the early
morning my father took me to
this market—I forget why. It
was a wondrous sight. It was as if we were suddenly in a foreign country
with people talking in strange languages and we unable to understand a
word until they turned directly to us and managed some English. And how
differently they were dressed! The women wore long dresses or skirts with
scarves about their heads. I remember a lot of white along with the colors,
but the older women favored black.
The milkman usually came too early for us to see him make his
delivery, but when we did sometimes see him we wondered at the way his
horse would stand and wait without direction, without being tied; and then
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would move on to the next house even before the milkman was back with the
wagon. Like Mr. Stern’s cart, though, this eventually gave way to a small
delivery truck. We missed the horse’s intelligence that made the whole job
seem companionable and fun. I still wonder—did the milkman miss his
horse too?
Then there was the strawberry man who came through with a pushcart. He would call out with a strong, rich voice, “Straw-baaaay-reeze! ...
Straw-baaaay-reeze! ... Straw-baaaay-reeze!” Now and then he paused and
you knew a housewife or two had come out to buy. The strawberry man’s
call-out had such a cadence that it seemed to put a benediction on the day.
How well yet today the old Irish folk song about Molly Malone and her
“cockles and mussels, alive, alive-o” brings the memory back.
In contrast to the sweet cadence of the strawberry man and his

roundness of sound, the newsboys would sometimes alarm us from sleep
with their loud cries as they scattered through the streets of the city.
“Extra! Extra! Read all about it! Dempsey the new champ! Read all
about it! Extra! Extra!” Then finally the shouts would fade away as some
other neighborhood was provoked into the street to learn the latest news—
who got elected, what part of what city burned down, whether the
Mississippi River had ripped through its sandbags—whatever.
Daytime was for the rag man. He too would sing out loudly as he
moved his old wagon or truck along. “Any old rags today? Any old rags
today?” The words would run together but we knew what he meant—old
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tires, broken tricycles, severely maimed dolls, handle-less pots—junk we
called it. But it felt good to believe he made a decent living from it.
We occasionally had another summertime visitor in the streets and he
was expected to bring joy and liveliness, even merriment, but for me it didn’t
quite come off. It was the organ-grinder man with his little monkey.
The man turned the handle of his machine which as strapped over his
shoulder while the monkey, dressed in a little red vest with gold braid,
danced about and then went about to each of us with his cup to collect our
pennies and nickels.
The fun of seeing the little
monkey and watching and hearing
the organ-grinder’s music as he
ground it out always brought a
tinge of worry. Wasn’t the monkey
a little thin? Did the man give him
enough to eat? Maybe they were
both very poor. The man himself—
wasn’t he a bit shabby? So perhaps
they didn’t have enough money
and our pennies and nickels were
important! Mother said I was
borrowing trouble!
We got our rare haircuts
locally at the barber shop just
across the street from the
neighborhood A&P. It was unisex
in those days; we just took it for
granted. We kids were sent there only when our parents felt they couldn’t
put off the expense any longer. The usual barber pole was out front with its
large round knob at the top and red, white and blue stripes endlessly and
magically spiraling upward into nothingness.
The big black padded chair felt like a throne as the barber pumped it up
to just the right height. Then he draped a huge apron over you, fastening it
snugly about the neck. After that the cutting began and the scissors made
smooth, non-rusty, metallic click-clicks as he snipped away. When he
finished and flipped the apron off dramatically, he handed you a mirror to
check things out. Bold would be the child who complained! Then he finished
the job off by powdering his unbelievably soft brush and swishing it about
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the back of your neck and all about to get off the last tiny prickles of hair.
That was the fun part.
Almost poor, not hungry poor, is the way we thought of ourselves;
especially after questioning our parents about it and getting an uncertain
answer along with some reassurance that we needn’t worry about it—we’d
always, they said, have what we needed. We believed, and that belief held
up better than the one about there never being another world war. The first
had been so terrible, certainly nobody would let that happen again.
∆∆∆
Nevertheless, Dad was given a
three month summer leave in 1925 by
his church and he took the whole
family back to England to visit the
relatives—three brothers and two
sisters. It must have been possible
because of the cheapness of living
there compared to the U.S.
Getting to England then was a
whole different story. You went by
ocean liner and it took a week or very
close to that to make the crossing. It
was a wonderful time if you didn’t get
seasick and none of us did. What a
rare treat for Mother who had no
housework of any kind for a whole
week! For us kids it was a real glory
to have ice cream for dessert every
single night.
We went on the S.S. Homeric,
part of the Red Star Line. The ship was divided with physical barriers (not
insurmountable for children) into four classes: first (very luxurious), second
(less luxurious), third tourist (respectable middle-class standards), and
steerage (for the lesser folk such as immigrants). The greatest number of
passengers was in tourist class and this is where people had the most fun,
which is where the rumor thrived and was believed and acted upon.
We must have been exceptionally lucky that summer in traditionally
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rainy England, for I as a seven-year-old recognized only sunny days. We had
a big garden for play with high walls all about topped with large bits of
jagged colored glass.
One of the uncles gave us a cricket set but nobody bothered to tell us
what the game was all about. So we used it as building blocks and the project
that involved us most was the building of an apartment house for birds to
encourage them to stop
overnight with us.
Though these birds
had not clearly evidenced
interest in our project we
assumed they would find
the little compartments
worked out for them
irresistible. We must
have once heard someone
refer to apartment houses
for martens. Every
evening we would gather
bits of grass before being
called off to our own beds,
to make our would-be
feathered guests
comfortable nests. No
matter how early we go
up the next day however
to see our little hotel
actually occupied, it was
never early enough—as we could only find the little nests looking a bit like
they’d been slept in, which was nice but not wholly satisfying.
Apparently obsessed with the concept of flying, we endeavored to try it
ourselves. With some old newspapers and some pins Mother gave us, we cut
out little triangles for wrists and ankles (we must have seen a picture of the
god Mercury once) and considered them auxiliary wings. For the real wings,
we pinned two large newspaper triangles on Jamie’s back.
Jamie was the youngest, the littlest, and the lightest of us three; always
the good child, always cooperative. Elton and I would take his hands on
either side and then we would all three race back and forth across the garden,
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calling out every so often “Now, lift your feet!” We knew he did his best but
it proved to be never enough. We tried for another couple of days with these
energetic efforts before finally giving up.
We were far luckier than most children in our condition of being almost
poor—we did get taken on a visit to see and spend a good share of one
summer with Dad’s several brothers and sisters and all our little cousins [in
England in 1925.]
We must have been lucky
that summer. I was seven
because I remember all the days
as sunny. We had a big garden,
with very high walls all about,
in which to play; and one of our
uncles gave us a cricket set.
Nobody ever bothered to show
us how to play cricket and so
we used it as building lumber.
Our major effort was a magical
bird-house hotel we various
apartments or rooms for the
guest-birds—complete with a
bit of cloth and a lot of grass
clippings. We would set it up
each evening before being
called to bed. Somehow though
we never got to get up early
enough the next day to see any of the birds actually using the hotel we
provided!
After that disappointment we took to getting out paper wings and
pinning them on ourselves. Then we would run fast and jump, imagining
that we had achieved short flights.
Getting to England as we did then was a whole different story from
today’s travel. You went by ocean liner and it took a week, or very close to
that, to make the crossing. Many friends came to see you off, a real party on
the deck in our case, church-goers style with the New York City skyline as a
magnificent back drop.
It was a wonderful time if you didn’t get sea-sick and none of us did.
What a rare treat for my mother to not have to prepare a single meal for
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almost a whole week! And for us kids it was a glory to have ice cream for
dessert every single night.
Back that summer of 1925 we went on the “Homeric,” a ship of the
Cunard Red Star Line. The ship was strictly divided with real physical
barriers (though not insurmountable) into four classes: first, second, third
(tourist), and fourth, or steerage—reserved for the poor immigrants who
were packed in closely and not fed too well. The greatest number of
passengers were in the cheaper class, as were we, in tourist; but the rumor
throughout the boat was that we had the most fun.
Our sleeping quarters were
deep in the hold and of course
there were no port-holes, and the
bunks were stacked. To get to our
cabin one needed to learn a maze of
narrow passageways with an
attendant to help you out here and
there.
Getting up early in the
morning revealed some interesting
goings-on. You could see the crew
mopping down the decks and once
I was there a mysterious door was
unlocked and opened and I caught
a glimpse of some cows in their
stalls! So, that was how we had
fresh milk and ice-cream every day!
From an adult’s point of view I
suppose the food we were served at
our long, narrow tables in the big dining-room was pretty ordinary fare, but
from our child’s point of view it was entirely satisfactory.
The hairdresser’s shop, where you could also buy a few toiletries and
articles of clothing, was at the base of a long flight of circular stairs from the
top of which, if you dropped a hat or cap, you could have the pleasure seeing
it do a long float down to the bottom. Once when I was playing on deck with
a very little Chinese boy, he got so excited he grabbed my tam o’shanter (a
very favorite possession—a kind of Scottish beret) from my head and with
peals of laughter threw it overboard. His parents were mortified and did their
best top make it up to me by going to the little shop and getting me the only
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substitute available—a large white wooly cap—not at all like my beloved,
jaunty tam o’shanter.
Going off on an ocean liner then was among life’s great events to most
ordinary mortals and so all your friends and relatives would come to see you
off. I remember the night before we sailed from New York the weather was
clear and balmy. My parents’ friends joined them on the top deck with all the
stars magnificently close overhead. This was a night when bedtime didn’t
seem to matter and I remember
with amazement when I heard
someone say it was after 11
o’clock! The lights of the city
were all about making their own
brand of magic—it was a night to
remember!
There was a very early
morning not to forget toward the
very end of the trip. Some of the
passengers were getting off for
France and the Homeric pulled
into the harbor Cherbourg for
this, but there were no great
piers. Those leaving the ship had
to climb down a ladder-type
flight of steps let down the side
of the ship and then get into a
small open boat that would take
them to shore.
I wanted to see all this close
up and so I went to the
bathrooms which were at sea
level and did have port-holes
which on that fine morning were
open. Somehow I was able to climb up and stick my head out very close to
where all the action was. First there were the workmen in blue overalls who
were talking to each other cheerfully and rapidly in gibberish I had never
heard before. So that’s what another language was like—fascinating,
wonderful that they seemed to be able to understand each other! Behind
them and the small boat I could see in the short distance all the little houses
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clustered on the low hills behind the harbor—my first glimpse of a foreign
country! France has been special to me ever since, but for many increasing
reasons over the years.
Then the good-byes were called out from the little boat and from all the
England-bound passengers to their new friends going off in the small boat.
One of those in the boat was a man who had been special to us all. He was
even more extravert than my father who on this trip was more or less in the
shadow. This other man had been a kind of party leader, jollying with
everyone, organizing games, thinking up fun things for adults to do. It was
presumed he was a bachelor. So when he left the people at the rail broke into
the song, “For he’s a jolly good fellow, and so say all of us.” It may be that
Daddy led out in this farewell. Anyway, it all made being an adult seem not
so bleak as I had once imagined it to be.

In fact, my notions of being an adult had a large ingredient of dread in
them, so much so that I finally confided in my mother and directly asked her
if, for instance, when I grew up would I have to stop playing with dolls. She
just laughed in her comfortable, reassuring way, and said that I could play
with dolls as much as I wanted to for as long as I wanted to, even my whole
life if that was what I wanted to do.
What a relief! And so, though I did eventually replace dolls with real
live babies, I never stopped doing some other childish things that delighted
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me—like sometimes pulling the cat under the bed covers with me, or
skipping down a city street with a child or grand-child if that was our fancy,
or riding my bicycle about on short errands. The glory is that you can do
what you want to do when you’re grown up—even if it means you stop
eating all the ice-cream and candy you could enjoy.
When I stayed home for four to five years with each of my two “only”
children, seven years apart, I felt as if I was “playing” house and dolls all
over again.
∆∆∆
Though my two brothers were only two and three years younger than I,
I was on occasion both bossy and
protective. Actually, both these
attitudes hardly applied to the younger,
Jamie, because he seemed not to need it.
In fact I was a little jealous of him. He
was for almost ten years the baby of the
family and though my parents had a
stated policy (you got this from
listening in on adult conversation) of
totally impartial love and dealing, it
was obvious to me that special attention
was paid to Jamie—and for good
reason. He was the one who kept
getting sick and seriously so. We other
two presented no such dramatic
situations. Besides, he was very good
in all his ways, unquarrelsome and not
careless about violating family norms.
He, for instance, did not leave his
tricycle in the driveway to be run over
by a backing-up car. It was he who was
given the tender heart of the celery
during kitchen operations. It was his little nose my mother playfully tweaked
when the story about a certain little bunny-rabbit reached the part where he
“wriggled his little pink nose two and a half times.”
His year-older brother Elton did leave his play things in direct line for
damage. He was the one who couldn’t seem to force Bible verses into his
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memory when required. He was the one whose knickers legs usually hung
down below his knee unbuckled or too loosely buckled. He was a terrible
tease, but he made you laugh. When asked to say “grace” before dinner, he
might pronounce, “Good food, good meat, good God let’s eat.”
The two brothers were the best of friends, but very different. Elton, the
older, was the one who took the initiative in collecting friends about him. He
was the one who had a very particular buddy, Frannie. They went to “Y”
camp in the summer together and when they’d been separated during
another part of the summer and then saw each other again, they rushed and
tumbled together in a playful wrestling.
It was Elton, though,
who kept getting into minor
trouble with my parents and
I always sided with him and
attacked the parents verbally
and vigorously in a way a
cowed child could never do.
Sometimes a bully would try
to pick on him and this was a
real predicament because
Mother had drilled into us
that the Christian attitude
was not to fight but to turn
the other cheek. The sensible
theory was that it took two to
make a fight.
One day my girlfriend
across the street and I found
out that the slightly older
boy on the corner had
announced that at 5:00
o’clock one wintery
afternoon he would be by to beat up on Elton. Elton definitely did not want
to fight, and he was younger than I. So we decided to lay in wait for this Bob
Preston. Sure enough, just as it was getting dark he appeared in front of our
house. We didn’t hesitate. We went for him with four fists flying and
punched him right back into the street. That was the end of it until into that
evening when his father rang our doorbell and spoke with our parents. Why
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did their daughter and this other girl attack his son? He was a policeman, it
turned out, and himself not a very rough sort. I was called down for an
explanation and told them what happened from our point of view. Some
calming words were spoken on each side—end of episode. Come to think of
it, Bob Preston, though in our neighborhood, never became part of our local
gang. Nobody ever troubled to find out why.
∆∆∆
We had so many
sidewalk games highly
favored by the girls, but
occasionally by the boys too,
just as hide-and-seek was.
Skipping rope was always a
favorite and any old piece of
rope would do. There was a
way of skipping with two
ropes going at the same time
called Double-Dutch. It was
impossible to do this without
jumping into the two circling
ropes at just the right moment,
picking up the rhythm quickly
enough to keep from tripping
and then continuing to jump at
high speed until finally the
rhythm was lost and you
tripped. This was a trick I was
never able to master, just as I
knew I could never do the
beautifully even cartwheels
that other girls with chubbier
legs seemed to manage
effortlessly. However, I could console myself with handstands, backward
somersaults, and backbends—all of which thin legs could manage from my
view of things.
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The other common form of jumping rope simply meant jumping in time
to the rope while everyone chanted a skipping song and the object was
usually to complete the whole chant before missing a skip, or perhaps
starting all over again. Then it was the turn of one of the rope-holders to try
her skill. The songs were fun and related romantic nonsense such as “My
mother told me,” and getting caught “kissing on the stairs.” Then there was
one about “Salt, mustard, vinegar, pepper,” which got repeated over and
over at increasing tempo until the skipper finally gave out or tripped. For
this version of jumping you couldn’t indulge in the little spring in between
skips that could make jumping so pleasant. You had to thump more and
more rapidly with no softening in between bounce as the rope whipped the
sidewalk faster and faster.
The boys often joined in if we started to play “high water, low
water,” probably because they
had a better chance of doing
well at this. You simply held
the rope while the line of kids
jumped over, starting with the
rope on the ground—low
water—and then higher and
higher as one by one the kids
dropped out and the last kids
of all to miss was the winner.
You could get over the rope
with a straightforward
running jump or you could do
it with a kind of rollover, such
as a pole-vaulter goes over the
top.
That was another
fun thing to do—you found a
pole that was sturdy and tall,
but manageable and with the
aid of the pole you could take
nice flying leaps and even
sometimes land on the top of a
low wall. Inevitably this poleplay led to experimenting with
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nailing on little lifts and using two poles as stilts.
One other “invented” game was with an old tire. If a willing kid were
small enough for the thrill, he could curl himself on the inside of the tire and
a couple of others could send him rolling down the two little terraced hills
down into our neighbor’s backyard, being careful not to roll into the flower
garden.
Then there was “King of the hill.” This required a mound of sand, dirt,
sawdust, grass, snow—whatever—
and one person stood at the top and
called out, “I’m the king of the hill!”
This could be accompanied by chestbeating. Then the other kids, be they
two, three or four, would rush to the
top and try to wrestle or topple the
“king.” Lots of shoving and tumbling
and then there would be a new king
who would have to, in his/her turn,
fend off the attackers.
Of course there was always the
invitation any hill gave out to be
rolled down, and one hill in our
neighborhood, the steepest in the
city—a lookout kind of hill, was up
behind the “rez” where the city’s
great round water tower stood. It
was so steep and so beautifully
covered with an extraordinary grass
that was slippery so that you could
actually slide down it. However, our
mother disapproved of this after the first time or two when she found out
that that was what was causing so many grass stains! After that, if we slid on
it, we had to wash out our own grass stains.
For the many sidewalk games that really used the sidewalk as a
necessary factor you needed either a ball, preferably a fairly solid sponge
about 2 ½ inches in diameter, or a good flat stone. A small store of these
usually filled my pockets along with a few flat round ones that would be
ideal for skipping on the water when we went to a pond or lake on family
outings. Also, you needed a piece of chalk for marking out the games,
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though usually I also kept in my pocket one or two good “writing” stones,
soft enough to serve as chalk.
The ball was for “roly-poly.” You marked out two squares of the
sidewalk into eight smaller squares and then above one end you drew a large
crescent and marked it “home.” Each player, anywhere from one to four
usually, stood at the bottom of the eight squares opposite “home” and rolled
the ball into the closest square at the bottom on the left. Then she (for some
reason only girls played this game) had to hop into that square without
stepping on a line, pick up the ball standing on one foot, then hop all the way
around into each square and arrive back to the starting point without having
stepped once on a line. You could, if you wanted, rest for a moment on
“home.” Then the next player had her turn. Of course the first one to do all
eight squares
without a miss won
the game.
Hop-scotch
was the same except
with this you used
one of the flat stones
that weren't round
so that it would
most readily land in
the square you
aimed it to. Hopscotch, though, had
variations. It could
be four narrow
boxes around the outside of a sidewalk block, with a large square in the
middle for home. Or you could mark up two or three sidewalk blocks with a
large number of small rectangles with only one in the middle designated as
home. If you succeeded in hopping all the way around without violating any
of the lines, then you could write your initial in one rectangle and use it the
next time around as another “home.” Of course when all the blanks were
filled in with initials, whoever had the most initials was the winner. And this
game was called “initials!”
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My pockets were often full of choice stones and so I would occasionally
unload them or I would have to remove them from a garment to be washed.
Then I could forget them and my mother would take me to task, “Nell, come
here and get this. I've found another of your little deposits.” There was
something about that word “deposits” and the way my mother pronounced it
that invariably made me laugh, and she would look at me, puzzled. The fact
was that neither of us could explain why that word seemed so funny.
Since most women then were the mainstay of the home and family life
on a day-to-day basis, there came into being a new word to replace the old
“housewife,” and that was “homemaker.” The wage-earner husband and
father brought home the cash needed and paid the regular bills, but beyond
that the traditional division of labor between men and women had a certain
dependable rhythm.
Each day of the week had its special chore. Monday was for washing
clothes; Tuesday was ironing; Wednesday was midweek cleaning; Thursday
was mending and darning; Friday was baking; Saturday was major
housecleaning; and Sunday was church-going, and “rest.”
There was a little group game we sang at school sometimes that started
off with the chant that got repeated for each day of the week. “This is the way
we wash our clothes, wash our clothes, wash our clothes…” Each child made
both hands into fists to clutch an imaginary wad of clothes and make them go
up and down, in and out of a pail of suds against a washboard made out of
glass or metal with a series of ridges and bumps to help agitate the clothes
more and get all the dirt and stain out of them. Then the song concluded,
“This is the way we wash our clothes on a sunny Monday morning.”
Since my mother was modern in the belief that if there was a device to
make a “woman's work” easier, it should definitely be in the house. We had
a washing machine, and of course those earlier machines were not automatic.
They simply had a big tub for the sudsy water with an electric agitator that
substituted its movement for the old hand movement on the washboard.
The washing machine was pulled up in front of two stationary tubs
made as one unit, one full of plain water and the other with “bluing” in it for
the white sheets, towels, etc. The bluing was done with a little block of blue
that could dissolve a little at a time in the water. It was tied up tightly in a
rag with a bit of string and one had to learn just how long to swish this little
bag through the water to achieve just the right amount of blue to make the
white clothes whiter without turning them to a pale blue.
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∆∆∆
Anyone who isn’t already convinced that dogs are good companions
and help complete the sense of home, wherever you may live, need read no
further.
Why do so many of us feel they help round out our little lives? As
Elizabeth Barrett Browning said of her love, “let me count the ways.”
She sleeps blissfully inert on the rug beside you when you nap.
She bounces and wags with excessive joy whenever you return from an
absence, be it after an hour or a month.
She has such an evident attachment to family that leaving her in a
kennel would be unthinkable; and so you ask another family member or
friend to board her and walk her (really, to take her somewhere to run).
She does all kinds of things you can’t do and takes such joy in it all—
chasing a squirrel up a tree, dashing into cold ponds in whatever temperature
has not permitted ice. Eating her dog chunks or the remains of buttered
broccoli, or even a raw carrot with equal enthusiasm.
She sleeps so soundly on her own padded square on the kitchen floor—
the perfect display of what sleep should be like.
If you take to the sofa for a momentary respite, she is there with an air
of mild worry and plenty of reassuring licks.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender (1867-1941)
—Letters & Photographs
This is the bedtime prayer I grew up with, and in turn I used with my own
sons throughout their childhoods. I say it with my son James every night to
this day. The only variation was “thee” that my mother & father taught it as:
I thank thee Father, for this day
For happy hours of work and play
Teach me to love all things that live,
And all my faults, dear God, forgive. Amen.

The prayer that “Uncle” Jim Cavender sent, Thursday, 1 February 1923.

Uncle Jim Cavender with Elton & Jim (seated), ca.1926.
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Cooke family with Jim Cavender in Des Moines, Iowa, ca. 1921.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender to Nell (& Elton & Jim), Friday, 22 December 1922,
Just a few months after the Cookes moved to Bay Shore, NY.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender to Nell & Elton & Jim, Wednesday, 17 January 1923.

87

Jim Cavender with the Cooke children, ca. 1923.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender to Nell & Elton & Jim, Saturday, 3 February 1923.
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Elton & Nell with their father and “Uncle” Jim Cavender, ca. 1922.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender to Nell & Elton & Jim, Friday, 9 March 1923.
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“Uncle” Jim Cavender portrait, Des Moines, Iowa, ca.1922.
92

93

Jim Cavender’s last (surviving) letter to the Cookes, Wednesday, 26 September 1934.
He died in 1941 in Des Moines, Iowa at the age of 74.
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ELTON COOKE—GROWING UP

Nell & Elton Cooke school portraits, ca.1925.

Elton (back center) with his young friends, ca.1922.
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Nell, Elton & Jim in Des Moines, IA, April 1921.
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The Cooke family trip to England, August 1925.
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Elton’s first bible, Syracuse, NY, Sunday, 17 June 1928.
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Cooke family in Syracuse, ca. 1933, and with friends, ca. 1926.
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Jim, Nell & Elton with cats, & 1925 family passport photo.
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Lillian with Elton & Nell (on right), shipboard to England, summer 1925.
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Harry & Elton & Uncle Ernie Cooke (?), ca.1925, and Elton, Jim & Nell, ca.1921.
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Elton (at left), with the Cooke family with friends in Bay Shore, NY, ca.1925.

Friends, Nell, Jim & Elton, ca.1924.
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Jim, Nell & Elton Cooke (right) with a friend, ca.1927.

Elton (front right) with family & friends, ca.1927.
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A.H. Cooke & family (Elton right front), with Uncle Ted, ca.1925.

Elton (front left) & family with friends, ca.1924.
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Cooke family skiing, & Nell & Elton with a horse, ca. 1933.
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Nell, Elton & Jim Cooke portrait, ca.1930.
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Cooke family, ca. 1928 (with friends), and ca. 1932.
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Jim & Elton Cooke (upper left), January 1930.
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Cooke family outing, ca. 1932, and at home, ca. 1938.
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Elton, Eleanor Hester & Jim, ca. 1939.
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Elton & Jim with the old Model-T Ford, ca. 1936.
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Elton with fellow student at Mount Hermon, ca.1938, & with family.
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Elton and his father at Mount Hermon graduation, June 1938.
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Elton Cooke at Mount Hermon School, ca. 1938.
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Elton Cooke diploma from Mount Hermon High School,
Northfield, Massachusetts, Monday, 13 June 1938.

Elton & Jim Cooke at Mount Hermon graduation, 13 June 1938.
117

Jim, Elton, Lillian & Nell, June 1938.
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Elton Cooke portrait, Mt. Hermon High School, June 1938.
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PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS OF INTEREST
Elton Wayne Cooke has returned from Mount Hermon, Massachusetts, where he
attends the Mount Hermon School for Boys, to pass the Christmas vacation with his
parents, the Rev. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke of Maple Avenue. He has as his guests Lawrence
and Harrison Baker of Kensington, Connecticut, classmates at school.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 18 December 1936, p.3)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS OF INTEREST
Elton Cooke, a student at the Mount Hermon school, Mount Hermon,
Massachusetts, will arrive tomorrow to spend the holidays with his parents, the Rev. and
Mrs. A.H. Cooke of Rider Avenue.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 17 December 1937, p.3)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Palm Sunday worship in the Congregational church will include the following
special music at the 10:45 a.m. service, with the sermon “Enter Our Forgotten Fuehrer,” by
the Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke and a processional hymn will be sung by the joint church
choir and High School chorus; organ prelude, “Paqcues Fleuries” (Mailly); anthem, “Ride
On, Ride On” (Scott); vocal solo, “The Palms” (Faure), Edward Becker; organ postlude,
“Ride On in Majesty” (Edward St. Quentin). In the evening there will be a union service in
this church with the Methodists.
… Elton Cooke will arrive tomorrow from Providence, Rhode Island, where he
attends Brown University, to spend Easter vacation with his parents, the Rev. and
Mrs.Arthur H. Cooke of Rider Avenue.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 31 March 1939, p.3)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton Cooke, son of the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke of Rider Avenue, has taken
a position with the United States government, along with a group of college men who are
fighting the Dutch Elm disease. He is a student at Brown University. He is now located in
Kingston.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 23 June 1939, p.13)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
The Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke spent the early part of his vacation at Ashland, with
Mr. and Mrs. E.E. St. Hill. On August 17th, Mr. Cooke went to Peachum, Vermont, where
he was guest of the Rev. A.G. Scambler, former college roommate. Mr. Cooke returned
Tuesday of last week.
Harold Curran of Brooklyn left yesterday morning after spending three days as the
guest of Elton Cooke at his home on Rider Avenue.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 8 September 1939, p.3)
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Doris’ letter to Elton & Jamie at Brown University, Monday, 2 October 1939,
written when she was 10 years old.
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PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton and James Cooke, students at Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island,
are visiting their parents, the Rev. Arthur H. Cooke of Rider Avenue. James Cooke will
leave next week for New Hampshire, where he will be a trail-maker for the Appalachian
Mountain Club.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 14 June 1940, p.8)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Miss Pauline Norris of Syracuse is visiting Miss Nelle Cooke of Rider Avenue
before leaving for Tennessee, where she teaches school. Elton Cooke, who has been
spending his vacation with his parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke, returned
yesterday to Providence, Rhode Island, where he is a junior at Brown University. His
brother, James Cooke, a sophomore at the same college, will return Sunday.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 3 January 1941, p.8)

PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton and James Cooke will arrive tomorrow from Providence, Rhode Island to
spend their spring vacation with their parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke of Rider
Avenue. Elton Cooke is a junior at Brown University and his brother James is a
sophomore.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 28 March 1941, p.11)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton Cooke and his brother James Cooke, having finished their junior and
sophomore years, respectively, at Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island, will arrive
tomorrow to spend their vacations with their parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke
of Rider Avenue.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 6 June 1941, p.11)
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton and James Cooke, students at Brown University, Providence, Rhode Island,
arrived last night to spend the vacation with their parents, the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H.
Cooke of Rider Avenue. Miss Nell Cooke, who is employed in Buffalo, will arrive
Monday for a visit.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Friday, 19 December 1941, p.13)
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Elton in Providence, RI, ca. 1940, sledding in Syracuse, NY, ca. 1932.
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Elton summer job with the railroad, ca. 1939.
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Elton skiing & studying at Brown University, ca.1940.
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Jim, Elton, Harry & Lillian (Doris in front) with friends, ca. 1937.
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Elton & Jim Cooke, up to their necks in trouble!, ca. 1938.
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Cooke camping trip & at the dinner table, ca.1941.
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Cooke family in Patchogue, NY, ca. 1941, and Elton & Jim at Brown, ca. 1941.
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Doris E. Cooke
Patchogue, New York
Postmarked: Patchogue, NY, June 1, 1942, 7:00 p.m.
To: Miss Nell Cooke
197 North Street
Buffalo, New York

Patchogue, New York
Thursday, May 27, 1942
Dear Nelle,
I can’t tell you how much I like the bracelet. I keep it on all the time. It
really was awful of me not to write to you and tell you that I had gotten the
ring. They make a lovely set though. I just got it a couple of weeks before
you sent me the bracelet.
Now, as I know that you like gossipy letters and as you know, I went to
Providence—I think I’ll tell you all about my trip.
Well, we started Sunday [May 17th] after church. Mom had fixed the
lunch, so we ate on the Merritt Parkway. All along I was waving to people.
We got in Providence about 9:30 p.m.11
We first looked up the infirmary, thinking Jamie would be there, but he
wasn’t. So then we looked up “100 Meeting Street,” which is right near the
school and at the top of the hill (almost). Like this→ [drawing of a high angle].
It was a great big three story, quaint, old-fashioned house (not counting
the basement or attic).
Jim came out of the house right away and ushered us in. He said he’d
show us his room and he started taking us down this barren cellar way to the
basement (which was just like anybody’s basement). At the end of a hall was
his room which was all fixed up and it was so homey, everything kind of
sloppy and it was just like a schoolboy’s den.
Then we went up to Miss Nichol’s apartment (she had the first floor,
Mrs. Binney the second, and company the third) and had cocoa and cookies.
Jim called up Elton on the phone and he and Mickey Finn (remember
him?) came over from the dorm. Then in a little while, Jim ushered us
upstairs to where Mom and I slept in twin beds with satin comforters on
them.
We had no less than six door openings into our bedroom. We had a
private bath and shower. I was simply petrified. Everywhere you turned
11

The trip from Patchogue, Long Island, NY to Providence, Rhode Island is about 220 miles.
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there was flowers, books, quaint little things, and the most fascinating little
do-funnies here and there. You really should have been there.
The next morning, Mrs. Binney called us at 7:30 a.m. We went down to
breakfast on the second floor. We had toast, marmalade, shredded Ralston,
cream and coffee (coffee not for me) & poached eggs.
Then we went over to the university campus. Oh! It had such a
beautiful lawn and campus. Elton was standing in the middle of all the to-be
grads, and his head stuck way up above the rest.
I stayed with Jim, Charlie and Mickey all the time. We waited till the
procession started and then Mom and Dad went down to the church were the
commencement exercises were to be held. I stayed with the boys and took
pictures of the procession (especially Elton). I guess poor Elton felt kind of
silly marching down the center of crowds of people (I know I would).
Then after, the procession went into the church. Jim took us in Dad’s
car all around the river and harbor where the cruisers are kept. I saw the
yacht club house where they keep 120 sailboats. Jim is a member of the yacht
club. I met two sisters by the names of Florence and Marty Denney. Marty is
a senior in high school and Florence is a sophomore in college. Both are very
nice girls. I guess Mickey used to like Florence. Then in about two hours we
went back to the church to wait for Elton and Mom and Dad. They were
supposed to come out the back door so we waited there with crowds of other
people. Everything was quiet while the grads were filing out and when Elton
came out, we started yelling and cheering and he was very embarrassed.
Then after, they marched back up the hill.
Elton took the car and went over to Joyce’s school to get her (she goes to
a private school). Then he picked us up at the dorm and then we started out
to dinner. We ended up at Howard Johnsons in New Hampshire.12 We just
crossed the borderline from East Providence into N.H. Charlie came with us
to dinner, but Mickey couldn’t. After we ate, we went to Charlie’s house
which is practically in the country. He has a playroom above the garage,
which is connected onto the house. They have a ping-pong table and an
organ up there.
Then we went back home (to 100 Meeting Street). You couldn’t
imagine what a dinner we had! Fricasseed chicken’s creamed with the most
delicious biscuits, creamed spinach, riced potatoes, milk or tea or coffee and

12

Actually, East Providence, RI is on the Massachusetts border—she just had the state’s name wrong.
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for dessert, more delicious biscuits crammed full of strawberries with rich
whipped cream pouring over the sides.
Elton ate at Nevins (in other words, Joyce’s). About eight o’clock Elton
came to get us and took us over to Joyce’s. Jim, Elton and I went up to Joyce’s
bedroom and she played her big piano accordion13 for me and sang and then
we went downstairs and had some coke and cookies and then we all gathered
around the piano while Joyce played cowboy songs on her accordion. She
had to sit at the piano to have a place to rest the music. Then about 11:30 p.m.
we went home.
Oh! Nell you can’t imagine how bad I felt that we had to go home the
next morning. I was really sick about it.
Well anyhow, we had a safe trip both ways.
Nell, I know that you’ll just love Joyce after you meet her. I like her
because she is more like a tomboy than like a sophisticated young lady.

Monday, June 1, 1942
Mom reminded me this noon that I’d better finish this epistle. Oh heck!
I don’t know what to say except so long.
Much love,
Doris
How long did it take you to read this …?
Boy would I love to come up to Buffalo this summer!!
Note: By luck or chance, I just stumbled upon this gem of a letter by my mother Doris
(written when she was but 13 years old) to her big sister, Nell (age 24) which tells her story
of the family events surrounding Elton’s graduation from Brown University on Monday,
May 18, 1942. Her inherent sweetness and adolescent wonder was infectious. Considering
how precious the materials are that dealt with Elton directly during his lifetime, I felt rather
letdown that I hadn’t previously realized its importance—or I would definitely have
included it in the first version of the book on Elton’s life I just completed (and sent out to all
the cousins and others as well). It will have to be a supplemental addition for now.
—David Coward, 28 January 2012.

13

See page 247 for a delightful photograph of Joy Nevin with her accordion.
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Elton Cooke, Bachelor of Arts diploma from Brown University,
Providence, Rhode Island, Monday, 18 May 1942.
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Elton with Lillian & Harry at Brown graduation, 18 May 1942.
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Elton Cooke portrait, Brown University graduation, May 1942.
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The Letters of Elton Cooke
(June 23, 1942—May 1, 1943)
Elton graduated from Brown University on Monday, 18 May 1942,
receiving a B.A. in Economics. According to the 31 May 1942 muster roll for
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base, Quincy, Massachusetts, he was
inducted into active duty with the U.S. Naval Reserve as of 21 May 1942,
where he began elimination flight training—just 3 days after finishing college.
He was stationed at Squantum N.R.A.B. from 21 May 1942 until 18
August 1942, when he reported to Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida. He was
stationed there for the remainder of 1942, and completed his advanced flight
training there, receiving his “wings” on 13 January 1943, and received his
commission as an Ensign as of 22 January 1943. After going home on leave
for a couple of weeks, he headed out to the west coast, first reporting into San
Diego, CA, before being assigned for further flight training at Whidbey Island
N.A.S., WA (near Seattle) for the next three months. His squadron, VB-136,
was only the second PV-1 bombing squadron sent to the Aleutian Islands
(following their sister squadron VB-135 by only 2 weeks in April 1943).
No formal records of his arrival at Adak N.A.S. have been found,
though I expect he arrived there the last days of April. Following his letters
and related documents are a share of documents & articles & photographs
sent by one of Elton’s crewmates, AMM3c Robert Stanley Matthews, which
were generously sent by his son, H.J. “Jim” Matthews, who resides in Florida.
Amongst these invaluable documents are a brief journal kept by Matthews’
father leading up to the day of their ill-fated flight on Monday, 10 May 1943,
as well as a follow-up letter written by another enlisted man and friend of
R.S. Matthews named Loy Stordahl. It was sent in December 1943 (probably
after the VB-136 was reassigned from Alaska that month), addressed to Ms.
Catherine Matthews, Bob Matthews’ mother, and provides additional details
of the events that transpired that day.
The Navy records are sparse, to say the least, and though there are
some reports (unofficial) that a fuel tank from their PV-1 aircraft was spotted
from a later search and rescue operation, the official reports remain
inconclusive—stating only that this aircraft was reported missing when it
didn’t return, and that no communication from the flight ever came, and the
wreckage was never found. Hence all five of the crewmembers were
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reported as “missing-in-action” until they were formally “presumed dead” as
of President Harry S. Truman’s declaration on 4 January 1946.
What was notable to me was that Elton’s flight was not the only one lost
that day. A second flight went down, claiming the lives of all 5
crewmembers. Reports are conflicting as to whether their flight crashed on
their original reconnaissance mission (as Elton’s presumably did), or if they
were out on a search and rescue operation and crashed upon their return to
Adak N.A.S. All reports agreed that the weather was overcast and rainy,
with low fog—in other words, wretched (and dangerous) flying conditions.
So again, details about these flights’ demise are scant, and all we are left
with in the end was that 10 young men gave their lives in the service of their
country in the war effort that fateful day. I did some research into all ten of
these men, trying to find out where they were from, and some information
about their families. Only two of them were married, and to my knowledge,
Jim Matthews is the only immediate descendent of any of them. I have
included that information following Elton’s letters.
I found myself stricken by the terrible sense of loss that these ten
families must have felt. Many had younger siblings, and one or both parents
living. The eldest of all the men would have been about 27—and the
youngest, Amm3c Frank S. Tall, was only 17 years old. One fellow (from the
2nd flight), Amm3c Robert Rickey, just turned 25 years old that very day.
Another important factor which I learned of as I researched this was the
fact that the infamous Battle of Attu began the very next day, Tuesday, 11
May 1943. The Japanese had invaded on June 7, 1942 (6-months to the day
after Pearl Harbor) and now occupied two of the western Aleutian Islands,
Attu and Kiska, in hopes of establishing a stronghold in the northern Pacific
against the U.S. Elton’s flight was doing reconnaissance over Kiska less than
24 hours before the battle began. It is feasible they were shot down, though
one report suspects they might have crashed into one of the island mountains
in such adverse flying conditions.
The Battle of Attu was particularly fierce and raged on in deplorable
weather for nearly 3 weeks, as the Japanese soldiers were instructed by their
commanders to hold the island at all costs. In the end, only 26 Japanese were
alive (out of some 2800), while the U.S. lost 579, with 1,232 wounded after the
U.S. forces achieved victory over 19 grueling days, 11-30 May 1943. A superb
documentary on “the forgotten war” entitled “Red, White, Black & Blue” was
filmed in 2003 and debuted on PBS on Veterans Day, 11 November 2007. To
understand the horrendous, wrenching conditions these under-equipped and
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ill-trained soldiers faced, often facing brutal hand-to-hand combat, often in
blizzard conditions—to see two old men returning to the island after 60 years,
surviving veterans of that savage conflict (and many others as well),
reflecting on their experiences—it is remarkably moving.
The U.S. forces then turned their sights onto Kiska, and mounted
another invasion force. But by the time they arrived on 15 August 1943, they
found the island vacant. Unbeknownst to the U.S., the Japanese, conserving
their forces after their defeat on Attu, and having intercepted news of the
coming attack, had evacuated the under cover of fog on July 28th. Hence the
U.S. forces found Kiska entirely abandoned. The Japanese never again
occupied any U.S. territory in the northern Pacific.
One of the articles that Jim Matthews sent referred to the parents of the
late Lt. (jg) Owen L. Permenter (the pilot of Elton’s flight, as Elton was copilot) had made a point to travel about the country from their home in Santa
Rosa, California to visit with the parents of the other four crewmembers of
that flight. The article, naturally, was referring to their coming to Red Bank,
New Jersey, and visiting with Harold and Catherine Matthews (who had
divorced). I have learned of no such visit to Patchogue, New York to see my
grandparents, though I fully presume that it did occur.
There was a very interesting 1943 U.S. war film that was made, directed
by no less than later Oscar-winner John Huston, and co-narrated by himself
and his father, Walter Huston, which was entitled “Report from the
Aleutians,” presented by the U.S. Army Pictorial Service. It was one of very
few WWII war films of the time to be filmed in color. The film depicted the
lives of the military personnel assigned to the lonesome Alaskan outpost,
Adak N.A.S. in the last months of 1942 and early months of 1943 (it was
edited and premiered in June 1943 in New York). Though it features no
footage of the VB-136 squadron, it is a compelling account of the daily
routines and rough weather conditions in the Aleutian Islands. Another way
I discerned that Elton’s squadron wasn’t there was that all the footage of the
air operations was of single-engine fighters and PBY-5 Catalinas, which were
replaced by the newly designed PV-1 Ventura, which arrived along with the
VB-135 & VB-136 bombing squadrons in April & May 1943.
It is currently in-print, both on DVD as well as in a downloadable
version on the internet. It was nominated for Best Documentary in the March
1944 Academy Awards ceremony, though it lost to the film “Desert Victory,”
presented by the British Ministry of Information.
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In conclusion, when I wrote to Jim Matthews last month (along with my
gift of the DVD to him), I summarized it like this:
So glad to hear that the DVD arrived and was well received. I just watched it
again recently (a powerful reminder of the conditions these young men faced), and I
noticed a couple of things. Firstly, I had wondered when this film was made. I guess
I just figured that it was filmed after May 1943. And throughout the shots, this time
I noticed that I didn't see any PV-1 Venturas being flown. The single engine
fighters, and the PBY-5 Catalinas, but not the PV-1s (which ostensibly came up to
Alaska beginning with squadrons VB-135 & VB-136). Next up, I checked around
the internet (on the IMDb—the Internet Movie Database, a fascinating source for
any film buff), and found a few key figures there. They did not note when it was
filmed, but it did show its premiere, and its formal release date--it premiered at the
New York Museum of Modern Art on 18 June 1943, and full U.S. release on 30 July
1943. It was nominated for Best Documentary, but lost to a British film entitled
Desert Victory (also a war documentary) at the March 1944 Academy Awards.
Considering the amount of editing and narration provided to premiere in June, plus
the older planes leads me to believe that it was likely filmed from the fall of 1942 to
the early spring of 1943 at the latest. Also, as it makes little mention of Attu, it must
have been filmed before the infamous Battle of Attu (May 11-30, 1943). One source
notes that director John Huston was "nearly killed" during a bombing run over
Kiska. That was one of the things that struck me—no Hollywood special effects
here—it was all real. Real soldiers & sailors & pilots, real weather, real water on the
runways, real guns, real bombs, and real battle scenes. It really brings you onboard
watching it (as I'm sure you know).
So here I am, a librarian by profession, now a half-century old, in my seventh
year of gathering, transcribing, scanning documents & photographs, researching, and
writing family history. If someone were to have told me I'd be so drawn to genealogy
when I was younger, I doubt I'd have believed them, but here I am, and I wouldn't
have it any other way. And if I haven't said it lately, I'll say it again—thank you
ever so much for your assistance and those invaluable materials you've shared. You
will see them put to good use when I finish this book. To be philosophical for a
minute, here's some of what I feel about this whole endeavor. We the living know we
cannot change the past or bring back those dear to us, but we can tell their stories to
keep their memory alive and passed along to the next generation(s). And for your
father and my uncle, gone far too young and far too soon, like those other young men
who died for their country, I feel compelled to tell their stories, as to remember them is
to honor them. They answered their call, and paid the ultimate price. I know cannot
tell everyone's stories, but these I am called to do so with the resources and
wherewithal I have been blessed with. There it is.—DC, 4 December 2011.
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Elton Cooke, Squantum N.R.A.B. muster roll, 31 May 1942.
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Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base
North Quincy, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Jim Cooke
Brown University
Providence, Rhode Island

Squantum N.R.A.B.
North Quincy, Massachusetts
[Tuesday, June 23, 1942]
Dear Jamie,
Feeling fine.
Enjoying myself. Have
no time for writing.
Enclosed is requested
credentials.
How about saving
me four gallons of gas
for this weekend. I may
be down and will want
to get down to Joyce’s
farm somehow, probably
for Saturday night [June
27th].
Don’t wait past
8:30 for me.
Elton
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Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base
North Quincy, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Jamie Cooke
Brown University
Providence, Rhode Island

Squantum N.R.A.B.
North Quincy, Massachusetts
[Monday, June 29, 1942]
Dear Jamie,
Thanks for putting me up this weekend.
I probably will be down again next Saturday [July 4th], but I think I will
go down to Joyce’s farm if I can find some way of getting down there. I know
I didn’t save you much gas this weekend, but if you can spare the car and gas
next Saturday I would like to use it if I can’t get out to Joyce’s any other way.
I don’t think I will be able to get down to Joyce’s graduation, so why
don’t you and Ginny go over and congratulate her for me.
I want to get her a present, but I didn’t get paid yet and I am about flat
broke. I won’t get paid till the 15th.
If you can spare any money, would you be able to loan me $10 till the
15th? It would help a lot and I could get Joyce a present. I hate to ask Dad
for more money. If you send the money will you send cash and insure it as I
can’t cash a check up here.
Say Hello to Ginny for me.
Your Frére, Elton
Student E. Cooke
N.R.A.B. [Naval Reserve Aviation Base]
Squantum, Massachusetts
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Elton Cooke (10th from bottom), Squantum N.R.A.B. muster roll, 30 June 1942.
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Flight training Naval cadet, Elton Wayne Cooke, 1942.
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Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base
North Quincy, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Squantum N.R.A.B.
North Quincy, Massachusetts
[Tuesday, July 7, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
Everything is still all right up here these days. I have still only got 9
hours in the air because my instructor was out with a cold so I haven’t soloed
yet, but feel as though I could pass a solo check now unless they keep me out
of the air too long and I forget what I have already learned.
The food up here is still good and I get plenty of it. These days I only
take five courses: code, code procedure, navigation, ship and aircraft
recognition, and meteorology. I have all these courses and marching in the
afternoon. In the morning I have flying and line duty which is starting and
warming up planes when I am not flying. During this period we also go for
an hour work out of boxing, learning tumbling, playing soccer, and playing
volleyball. They have the former coach of the Cornell baseball team as the
head of this part of our training. All the exercises are designed to make up
better fitted for flying. Emphasis is on coordination.
I don’t know yet when I will be able to get home, but I will come when I
get a chance. I still haven’t gotten over 24-hours or 30-hours for a weeks’
liberty. I will try to get special liberty some weekend when I think I might be
possible. I may try this weekend, but don’t count on it because I doubt if I
can get it.
Goodbye.
Love, Elton
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Elton training schedule from Squantum N.R.A.B, Massachusetts, ca. July 1942.
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Sea 2/C V-5
Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base
Quincy, Massachusetts
Postmarked: North Quincy, MA, July 20, 1942, 10:00 a.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, N.Y.

Squantum N.R.A.B.
Quincy, Massachusetts
Sunday, July 19, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I passed my solo check all right and have been up solo for quite a few
hours since.
We aren’t allowed to have a camera on the base so I haven’t been able
to get my picture taken in the uniform. I don’t know the exact date that I will
get my leave which will give me time to get home, but it probably will be
around the 12th of August. There is even a chance that I won’t get my full 5
days. I have seen Jamie a couple of times lately and he seems in good
condition and happy as usual at school.
When I go back there I feel kind of like a stranger. I went to the Faunce
House dance on the night of my birthday [Saturday, July 11th] and there
seemed to be so many boys I hadn’t every seen before. I didn’t get there until
around 12 o’clock. They didn’t expect me so when I got there, there was
quite a gathering of Jamie, Mickey, and Charlie and somehow they got wind
that it was my birthday and Charlie made them announce it and I got quite
embarrassed.
I can fly a plane pretty well now and there is nothing to worry about.
tomorrow [Monday, July 20th] I move to Plymouth, Massachusetts for two
weeks of advanced flying in the same kind of planes though.
I will send you my address there when I find out what it will be.
Love, Elton
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Cadet Elton W. Cooke
Auxiliary Naval Airfield
Plymouth, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Plymouth, Massachusetts
[Monday night, August 3, 1942]
Dear Mom,
I didn’t get your letter that went to Squantum, but I did get your last
letter to Plymouth.
Joyce is all set to come down but I don’t yet know when I will be
getting out. I’m afraid it won’t be too early though. I think it might be as late
as Friday or Saturday. Then again they might decide to keep us on another
week, but I am sure I will be able to get some time before going South and
probably this week.
I am sorry Bob hasn’t got his boat in the water. I guess I can have a
good time anyway. I think it would probably be fun to go to Jones Beach one
day and have a picnic, but we better wait till I get home to make the plans.
I am really looking forward to this leave an awful lot. It will be the first
time I have had more than 24 hours off since I got in this Navy and it will
sure feel good to be able to sleep as long as I want, which won’t be much late
in the morning, but at least it won’t be 5:20 as it is here.
This is Monday night and I haven’t had any word from Dad about his
coming here. It would be awful hard for him to make it because the train
service is about two times a day and after he gets to Plymouth, it is 3 miles to
the bus.
Love, Elton
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Historical photos of Squantum N.A.S., top ca. 1926, bottom ca. 1945.
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Av. Cadet Elton W. Cooke
Auxiliary Naval Airfield
Plymouth, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Plymouth, Massachusetts
[Tuesday, August 4, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I got Mom’s letter this morning, but I can’t possibly get home for at
least two weeks because here at Plymouth we are only getting twelve hour
leaves and this Sunday [August 9th] I will be going back to Squantum (you
had better address your next letter to me there at my old address).
When we go back to Squantum I am afraid I won’t get any liberty
because one week from next Wednesday we are supposed to start our 5-day
leave and they seem to figure we won’t need our 24-hour liberty just before
that generous allotment of time.
It isn’t definite that I will get off for my 3-days because I will have to
check out on a sixth and final advance check in flying, check out in code,
semaphore14 drill and every other blame thing first—and I might have to take
extra time for that and it may cut that leave kind of short. You don’t seem to
understand that the Navy isn’t out to fit its program to my or your likings. I
just have to sort of take things as they are dished out.
My flying seems to go into spurts and relapses, but I am a safe flier, that
is sure. Before I check out in that, I will have to put a lot more time in the air
and the weather is a hindering factor there.
I will let you know as soon as I can about when I will be able to get out,
but it might not be but 2-hours before they let me out.
If I weren’t in good health, you would hear right away from the Navy
so please don’t worry about anything.
Love, Elton

14

Semaphore = flag signals and positions for aviators on the flight line.
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Page 1 of Elton Cooke’s letter of 4 August 1942, with Squantum N.A.S. letterhead.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke
Squantum Naval Reserve Aviation Base
North Quincy, Massachusetts
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Squantum N.R.A.B.
Quincy, Massachusetts
[Monday, August 10, 1942]
Dear Mom,
I was sorry I couldn’t get to Providence on Saturday to see Dad, but I
didn’t get any leave until Sunday [August 9th], and then it was only a 4-hour
leave. At Plymouth, we are here for the main purpose of getting flying time
in.
I had my flying final check before going South and I passed it all right,
but I have to check out in a lot of ground school activities before I get my 5day leave that I am counting big on. That should be about Wednesday or
Thursday that I will get home on. I have asked Joyce to come down with me.
I guess there will be room for her, won’t there.
I hope Bob Bannerman has his sailboat running because I’ve been
looking forward to a sail all summer. I haven’t had a chance to go on one at
all and I’d rather do that than fly an airplane any day in the week, although I
do get a kick out of an airplane. I get more from a sailboat.
I don’t know whether I will be going by way of the ferry or not. That
depends on whether I get out early enough in the day, but I’ll let you know
my route as soon as I can—which will probably be the day I come.
They might delay me so that I can catch up in a lot of things I’m behind
on, but I hope clear catch up before the time to go home comes.
Am in good health and haven’t come close to an accident.
Love, Elton
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Elton Cooke flight training log, Squantum N.A.S., Massachusetts, June-July 1942.
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Elton Cooke flight training log, Squantum N.A.S., Massachusetts, July-August 1942.
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Elton to his folks from Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida, Thursday, 20 August 1942.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 151
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Saturday, August 22, 1942]

Dear Mom,
I’m all established here at Jacksonville and find it quite a change from
Squantum. We have rooms with two in a room and Bill Keller15 whom Dad
liked so much is my roommate. Right outside we have a swimming pool, but
I guess we won’t have an awful lot of time to use that because they will be
keeping us pretty busy flying three hours a day and going to classes.
The meals are like hotel meals and we sit at tables with table cloths and
get waited on. There are at least as many Cadets as there were students at
Brown [University] and there are hundreds of airplanes of all types. We have
been getting our physical exams and equipment for the last day and a half
and Monday [August 24th] we will start in our new schedule. We start by
flying an airplane which is quite similar to the ones I flew at Squantum.
I am enclosing $10 of the $15 I owe you. I don’t have but $10 bills and
will send the other $5 when I get store change.
Love, Elton
P.S. Use the address on heading.

15

William Clyde “Bill” Keller (1919-1986) was born 2 March 1919 in Chicago, Illinois, and enlisted on 21
May 1942 in Boston, Massachusetts, reporting to Squantum N.R.A.B. the same day as Elton. They finished at
Squantum the same day, 4 August 1942, and reported to Jacksonville N.A.S. at the same time on 18 August
1942.
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Elton Cooke, Squantum N.R.A.B. muster roll—transfer to Jacksonville N.A.S., 18 August 1942.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 151
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Tuesday, September 1, 1942]
Dear Mom,
On your last letter you had my address wrong; you should be sure to
put room 151 on the address because they deliver it to the rooms. This place
isn’t like a hotel, but it is very nice and a lot like a college dorm—except that
we have a sink and shaving cabinet in our rooms which makes things quite
convenient.
The flying is going all right, but the ground school is getting tough,
especially in my navigation course—that really gets complicated. I have been
able to go to the ocean and swim all day on my days off (one a week) and that
is one redeeming feature about being too far away to go and see someone you
know.
I still am flying a plane very similar to the one I flew at Squantum but
this is a little more tricky in that it reacts quicker to every touch. It is just
another step towards the service types. I guess I will keep getting more
complicated planes until I have finished down here. I hope to be finished by
Christmas, but there is nothing definite about that. As you know there is
nothing definite in the Navy—as far as I’m concerned anyway. I just have to
take and digest their program, whatever it is.
I am glad you gave the money to Jamie because I did owe it to him.
They are catching up with me down here for not keeping the room so
neat (I thought it was alright), so I guess maybe your hope that the Navy
would teach me neatness might come true, but I wonder about that when I
look at the officers’ quarters which aren’t too neat.
I guess Dad will be coming home soon now. I didn’t know his address
up there or I would have written to him but according to you I guess he is
getting my letters anyway.
I am in good health and haven’t come even close to any accidents.
Love, Elton
162

Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 151
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida (no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Sunday, September 13, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I always have Sundays off and Saturday nights. Saturday nights they
usually have some kind of good show on the base and if they don’t, I go into
Jacksonville to one of their many shows. Jacksonville is a little smaller than
Providence but on Saturday night it is just jammed with soldiers, sailors and
marines. There are only about 2 civilians to every 10 military persons, and if
you go to the show there you have to stand up on the bus going in, you have
to wait in line to go to the show and then you have to wait in line to get the
bus back again. They say Washington is bad, but I don’t see how it could be
worse than Jacksonville on Saturday night.
Sunday, Bill [Keller] and I always get up early and go to the ocean
which is only about thirty miles away by bus. We stay there all day
swimming and sleeping in the sand and come home Sunday night for a good
night’s sleep before the new week begins. There isn’t much else to do here
that we have discovered.
I am having some trouble passing advance check right now, but I
should be able to remedy that pretty soon, I hope. I will be able to start
sending you money soon which we can save for that payment on my school
debt. I will have to send Dr. Washburn some too and haven’t paid him the
$30 I owe him yet.
Love, Elton
PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Elton Cooke, who was with the Navy Air Corps in Massachusetts, has been
transferred to Jacksonville, Florida. He recently visited his parents, the Rev. and
Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke of Rider Avenue. His brother, James Cooke, a student at
Brown University, and sister, Miss Nelle Cooke, who is employed in Buffalo, also
were recent visitors at the home of their parents.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 3 September 1942, p.11)
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Sunday, September 20, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I am still in good health in spite of the fact that I haven’t written for so
long. I did get all your letters that Mom referred to in her last one to me, so
don’t worry about those getting to me—if they didn’t, I’d let you know right
off that I wasn’t hearing from you.
Dad, let me straighten you out. You seem to still wonder whether I am
training to be a pilot or go into some other phase of aviation. I am training to
be a pilot and will continue to do so until they wash me out, or I have
completed the training and gotten my wings. I’ve had to explain this about
six times to you. Is there something that makes it seem so unreal to you that
you can’t believe it? It is plenty real to me these days. I fly every day for
three hours at a time, and I come in with parachute blisters on my bottom.
I am still rooming with Bill Keller and I am getting along fine. He is a
good fellow as you thought at the end of your short visit with him.
I don’t know whether I will be able to get home by Christmas or not,
but I hope so. I don’t like the weather down here and will miss the snow this
winter but maybe I will have a little time to see it.
If you have an extra one of those pictures that isn’t too horrible, you can
send it on to me and I will censure it and maybe send it to Joyce as she claims
she would like one.
Note the new address.
Love, Elton
New address: Bldg. 703, Room 244
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
Postmarked: Jacksonville, FL, September 29, 1942, 1:00 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Saturday night, September 26, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I got your last letter OK and am sorry to hear Kramer Newman16 is sick
in the Army. I doubt, Mom, if they will ever let him out just because he looks
and is a little unhealthy. He might improve his health and be a little happier
if he would sort of throw himself into the job and work up a sweat like so
many boys are having to do. That would help him forget his troubles, make
him eat and sleep better and the time would pass quicker. He is undoubtedly
no good to the Army the way he is and he isn’t good to himself either. I can
just picture him wasting away to skin and bones.
I’m not saying that I do that entirely but I do try to work hard
sometimes and it does make the time pass faster. I am flying another type
airplane now and am pretty well on the road now to getting somewhere.
Goodnight, Elton
P.S. Joyce’s address is: School of Horticulture, Ambler, Pennsylvania. But
you can send the picture here first. Enclosed is $5 bucks toward my debt.
Use it however you want and I will send more right off. I can’t get a money
order without walking to the other end of the base and I have no time for
that.

16

Likely this is Earl K. Newman, born 24 May 1920 in Johnston, Providence County, Rhode Island; died 24
January 2010 in Johnston, Providence County, R.I. at the age of 89. He served in the Army Air Corps during
WWII.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Thursday, October 1, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I am gradually getting a little above board on my financial situation. I
have just sent $20 to Dr. Washburn, but I still owe him $10 and I don’t have
any debts amongst the fellows here.
This week on Monday and Tuesday [September 28-29th] we had bad
weather and couldn’t fly so that we didn’t have any liberty this week, and we
won’t next week as we have to fly on Sundays to make up for lost time. I
guess they are pretty serious about getting us through here.
I am in a different plane now which is a little trickier and more
complicated but even the new complications haven’t stumped me yet. I think
I am going to get along all right in the normal fashion.
We are doing formation flying now which is a lot of fun, but you have
to keep awake all the time so you don’t run down the fellow in front of you.
When you take corners you have to watch yourself particularly, and then
when you change formation you have to be even more wide awake—unless
you want to jump. I keep awake, though.
I can’t get any pictures of myself or Bill as we can’t have a camera on
the base. That is about all of the news for now.
Love, Elton
P.S. I won’t be able to send any money home as the $20 left a pretty big hole
in my pocketbook. If you need some badly though, let me know.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Thursday, October 15, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
That is quite an event to have Jamie come out and announce he’s going
to be engaged, it seems kind of funny and sudden, but I guess he must have
thought about it long enough by now.
Everything is going OK down here, and I’m flying a new plane which is
an awful lot of fun as it is so full of power you just seem to jump off the
ground when you push the throttle forward. We don’t solo these planes until
we have had four instructor periods. One of the instructors in this new
squadron I am in graduated from Mount Hermon with me, but he is not my
instructor. Another instructor graduated from Brown [University] a year
before I did and I have met several other boys down here from both Brown
and Mount Hermon.
In formation flying, we use three planes and have two formations—one
the V formation and the other an echelon, and the trick is to go from one
formation to the other without separating your plane. Echelon has three
planes in a line. The lead plane is lowest, second plane 5 feet up and 20 feet
back of the first, and third is 5 feet up and 20 back of the second.
I am through with that for the present, but next week I will be flying a
service type ship known as the 0S2U-217 which is an observation scout
bomber (single motor). It is the kind that does a lot of coastal patrol work
and we well get more formation in this only we will be aided by radio. There
will be a chase pilot following us in this formation work and directing us over
the radio.
The toughest thing that I have run up against is practical navigation
which is a combination of dead reckoning navigation and celestial and is very
difficult, but with more practice I ought to improve. We get a 3-hour problem
17

The Vought-Sikorsky 0S2U Kingfisher was the U.S. Navy’s primary ship-based scout and observation
plane during World War II.
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to do every day but Sunday in this, and even in all this time a lot of us have a
hard time finishing it.
Enclosed is $10 more dollars to apply to my debts. I’m not saving any
but what I send out, and I will have to have $50 by the last of December to
pay on my loan at school, so if you want to use this now and then maybe I
can save enough for
that payment
anyway and then
you can help me get
that off my chest
later if I can’t save
enough excess.
After January it
shouldn’t take me
long to reduce that
bill at school as I
should be clearing a
couple of hundred
dollars a month.
Goodbye.
Love, Elton
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0S2U Kingfisher plane during WWII.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
Postmarked: Jacksonville, FL, November 2, 1942, 1:00 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Sunday night, November 1, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
Enclosed is $20 bucks more to apply on my debt account.
I am sorry I haven’t written sooner, but I have been a little worried
about the way things were going. I was grounded last week for not getting
good enough grades in navigation and they had me going to class for 7 ½
hours a day doing nothing but navigation problems. I think I can really
navigate now. With something like that on your mind, it’s hard to think
about writing letters.
Bill Keller18 has gone out to one of our outlying fields to train in fighter
planes so at the moment I am rooming alone. I really miss him. I think he
has been the best friend I’ve ever had.
Are those pictures at Johnson’s ever going to be developed? I think
Joyce thinks I don’t want to give her one as she has stopped mentioning it
lately.
I still might have my commission and leave by Christmas and I hope so,
because I am ready to leave this part of the country any time now. I’m sick of
palm trees and warm weather. I haven’t seen an orange tree and we eat
California oranges at the mess hall.
I gotta go to bed now as taps were sounded a ½ hour ago.
Love, Elton

18

William Clyde “Bill” Keller (1919-1986). After departing Jacksonville N.A.S., his Naval career is
unknown at this point, but he survived the war and relocated to Dublin, Alameda County, California (an
eastern suburb of the San Francisco Bay area), where he died 14 November 1986 at the age of 67.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Tuesday, November 10, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
My worries are over about navigation as I checked out in both celestial
and practical with 3.9 which is a good mark, as 4.0 is 100%.
I don’t think I will get home for Christmas, but I should be home
shortly after then and have my wings too. After that I don’t have any idea
where I will be sent but it might be to stay here for three months, Norfolk,
Virginia or San Diego, California. I’d prefer Norfolk to any of the others.
That is for what is called operational training, during which you fly under
conditions that you will meet when you’re flying with the fleet.
I’m in formation in scout bombers now and that is fairly tough, because
they expect you to keep at a certain angle and distance to the lead plane. An
instructor chases your formation in another plane and keeps hollering at you
over the radio. When the air is rough this work is especially hard.
I will go to blind flying by the end of the week, I expect. Don’t worry
about that though, as there is always an instructor in the plane with his vision
unhampered. In blind flying they put a canvas hood over the student’s head
and he has to fly entirely by instruments except we don’t have to land the
plane blind.
I’m in good health and haven’t had any trouble with colds. I get all I
want to eat and over a quart of milk a day.
Love, Elton
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Historical photos of Jacksonville N.A.S. training & PBY-5, ca. 1943.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida (no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Sunday, November 15, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I got both your letters, and as to Mom’s request about boiling down the
address, I think you can cut off the room 244 as there is now a mail box with
pigeon holes for each letter of the alphabet and the mail will be delivered in
that.
I had my last [flight] check yesterday and got an up check, so now I
have a few bombing and gunnery hops and I will be through flying.
There is a good chance that I will get patrol duty and in the U.S. to start
out with so I can learn more of the tricks of the trade. I have an awful lot to
learn before they will ever put me in charge of one of their ¼ million dollar
planes. I can land and take them off and fly them all right but there is an
endless about to learn about them before you are capable of being in charge.
I don’t know yet whether I will be staying here for operational training
or not. If not, I will be home in a maximum of 2 ½ weeks, unless my
commission and orders get lost in the files of Washington.
If I do come home in a couple of weeks, I will want to go to Providence
one weekend to see Jamie and all the fellows at school. It will be the last time
they will all be together at once probably, and I probably will meet Joyce in
New York and she will go up too. I will have about 2 ½ weeks off so there
will be a lot of time for you to scrub me up and hear about what I’ve been
doing. I’m too lazy to tell you everything in the letters because it all involves
lengthy explanations and talking will be much easier.
I certainly hope I get orders away from here.
Nellie sent me a book and I don’t have her address, so you thank her for
me and tell her I’ve started it, but things haven’t gotten very exciting yet. I’m
only on page 63 though and I’ve read good books that have taken longer than
that for me to catch on to.
Goodnight.
Love, Elton
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
Postmarked: Jacksonville, FL, November 18, 1942, 1:00 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Tuesday night, November 17, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I wrote a letter less than a week ago and you evidently didn’t get it
because your last letter claimed I had not written for a long time or maybe
you got it after writing that last one.
Nellie sent me a card telling me she was sending me a subscription of
“In Fact,” some communistic paper she thinks a lot of. I got one copy and no
more. It must have been classified as bad material unfit to be mailed or
something, or maybe they didn’t think it good for a sailor’s morale.
I bought a second hand radio for $10. It is portable and works quite
well and I certainly enjoy it in the evenings here, so I think I am glad I spent
the $10 bucks on it. I am hearing the news this way too, and it does look as
though [our] Army and Navy have put a stop to advances and are probably
chasing off old Rommel all over the deserts of Africa, but I still think it will
take us a while to get back what we’ve lost. The sooner it is over the better. I
will like it along with everybody else, but I don’t want to be too much of an
optimist.
I am learning to fly entirely by instruments now and to follow a radio
beam in. It is entirely different from flying and seeing where you are going.
Mom, you shouldn’t have tried to discourage that kid from getting into
the Navy Air Corps. It really doesn’t require a lot of education to get along
here. It is mostly hard work and to some who are gifted in navigation, it is
not even hard work—but it is a little tedious to them as it takes some
concentration in the ground school, and if you are going to be able to fly you
will not find that too hard. There are a few people who just aren’t built right
to fly, but they find that out pretty quick. We lost 25 or 30% of our original
group at Squantum and none of that group down here has been washed out
yet. They can usually tell pretty early whether you can fly or not. A few boys
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wash out down here but none from the flight at Squantum. They are pretty
patient with us.
I hope I can get home shortly after Christmas but I can’t say anything
definite yet. I will know pretty well in about 4-weeks, but not even for sure at
that time.
I out-did myself sending $20 home and buying a radio. Now I am
pretty low until pay day and can’t afford the stationery, which you see I need.
Good night.
Love, Elton

Elton with Jacksonville N.A.S. fellow officers (closeup), January 1943.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Friday, November 20, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I know that bill is almost due, but I know I won’t be able to have the
money by the 1st of December.
Do you think I should write and ask them to wait or would you rather
pay it and let me send you more money in dribs and drabs? When I get my
commission along about the 1st half of January, I will get lots of money. I
also will have expenses for uniforms and such, but I am sure I will be able to
get you then what I can’t before then. I do want to be a little more
extravagant this Christmas and do my shopping some other place besides the
5 and 10, especially since I will be getting so much salary a month afterwards.
I know I shall be able to finish off the whole school debt before next
summer then I can help you people out with the debt you have compiled for
me and my schooling. I am really glad I was able to finish Brown
[University] and know I should start paying for it as soon as I can.
I got the picture all right. They certainly painted me up. If they tried to
make me look like Clark Gable19, they did a pretty poor job. As far as looking
like me, that is completely out.
I sent it to Joyce a couple of days ago after much debate with myself.
Love, Elton
P.S. What do you want for Christmas? I will have to buy soon as the mails
are going to be crowded and I don’t think I can get home. (I am sure of that
now).

19

Famed Hollywood actor, John Clark Gable (1901-1960),who became a big screen legend after his
performance as the handsome leading man, Rhett Butler in the classic 1939 film, Gone with the Wind.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
Postmarked: Jacksonville, FL, November 25, 1942, 2:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Tuesday night, November 24, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
When Jamie and Charlie come home, tell them that it’s about time I
heard from one of them. They are going to give us a big feast here on
Thanksgiving, I understand, so as to help make up for the fact that we are
going to fly then as usual.
Mom, blind flying isn’t dangerous the way we do it. The instructor sits
in the front seat with clear visibility and we sit in the back with a canvas hood
over our heads and try to keep the plane in control entirely by instrument.
I hope to be through with that by Saturday and then I go to my final
squadron and the flying boats. That is if all goes well in the blind flight
check. My instructor is a kid I used to know at Mount Hermon, he fixed it up
so I could be his pupil. I didn’t ask him to but he did it on his own hook.
My pay down here is $75 a month until I get my wings, then it will be
about $250 a month. That seems still a long way away but it should occur in
about 7-weeks. I haven’t been living too frugally down here in spite of the
fact I have debts, but I’m sure I’ll be able to pay them off fast in a little while.
I thought I told you before that down here we have rooms for two
fellows together and in each room there is a double desk, two dressers, two
medicine cabinets and a sink. There are also two closets and two beds.
For Christmas I would like two pairs of pajamas and the food box
sounds swell. I’m pretty sure I won’t be able to get home. We will be lucky if
we don’t have to fly on Christmas day, but they might get generous and give
us a large leave of 2 or 3 days. I think that is the best I can expect.
Love, Elton
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida (no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Monday, November 30, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
Today brought the news as to the type of airplane I will fly in my final
training squadron. That is going to be a Navy flying P-boat20 which is a large
2-engine bomber which carries a crew
of about 3 including gunner,
bombardier and radioman. There are
usually two pilots on these planes
and they go out for a day or more at a
time. They are large and slow—
never going over 150 miles an hour at
the most. I guess I am too large for
fighter planes which would have
been a lot more fun as they are so
much faster and you can fly them in
almost any position, but these P-boats
will be fun I think.
This week we are spending 3hours every day on the gunnery
range shooting pistols, machine guns
and shotguns. Today we had
shotguns and I got myself a pretty
good score. They have these little
fake birds to shoot out on a spring
and then we fire at them.
I got to get lights out now.
Love, Elton

20

PBY-5 “Catalina,” was manufactured by Consolidated Aircraft, and utilized by all branches of the U.S.
military from September 1940 to July 1943.
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PBY-5 off the coast of Jacksonville, Florida during WWII.

A Navy PBY-5A, which crashed on 4 May 1945 into a hillside in overcast skies
near the Golden gate bridge in San Francisco, CA after having just taken off
from Alameda Naval Air Station, CA, with 9 crewmen killed, and 2 survivors.
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Elton training schedule from Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida, Tuesday, 1 December 1942.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida (no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
[Friday, December 4, 1942]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I passed my blind flying radio beam following check without any
trouble at all last Sunday [November 29th] and on Monday I reported to my
final squadron where I will soon, in a couple of days, start flying P-boats—the
2-engine patrol bomber I told you about before.
I got that composite letter from all the visitors yesterday and it sounded
like everyone was having a good time.
When will Jamie be going into the Army? I guess it will be pretty soon,
won’t it? I don’t know where he is going to find the time to get married for
quite a while, but I guess he knows best. Has he set any date or don’t they do
that?
I ordered my uniforms today, which is necessary as it takes a long time
to get them and they are awfully expensive. The Navy gives us a $150
allowance to buy them with and we have to fill in the rest. I only ordered the
things I have to have and they amounted to $231, and I didn’t even get all
that I have to have.
It is mighty expensive business to become a Navy officer I guess. The
uniforms are pretty much of a standard price, so it wouldn’t have done me
much good to shop for the cheapest one. I went to the one that most of the
fellows go to here, “Rogers Peet.” We have representatives of about 3 or 4
different companies here—all with the same price but one. This one is
cheaper but you have to pay cash and you don’t get as good material. At
Rogers Peet I pay the $150 which I get from the Navy and the balance when I
get my first pay from the Navy after 30-days after commissioning.
If you want to, you can get me two gold-colored Ensign collar bars
(about $1.50) and a regulation pair of gold colored wings (about $2). That is,
if they sell such things in Patchogue. We have to buy our own wings for
which we work so hard to earn. If you planned something else, forget these
articles, but if not, they would be very practical gifts for Christmas.
Love, Elton
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Saturday, December 12, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
The package came on Thursday [December 10th], and please forget
about the other things I asked for. I can get them here much easier than you
can.
I haven’t opened the package yet and will try to wait until Christmas
(thanks a lot for it).
Glad you got the fruit OK. I won’t be able to get any gifts to Jamie and
Nellie and Doris on time, I don’t think—as I haven’t had a chance to buy any
lately and Christmas is getting mighty close. We have had bad weather all
week and I flew today for the first time in my new squadron.
Because of this stretch of bad weather I feel pretty sure we will have to
stick around over the holiday season, but if they do have a change of heart
and give us over 4-days, I will get home.
The razor has been most helpful to me as I can shave in such a short
time with it and I find that a quick shave is very necessary here in the
morning. It also cuts as close as any electric razor whose work I’ve seen or
tried. Jamie will make very good use of one too, I think.
Fu Manchu (my nick name for Lou Bow) certainly writes a funny letter,
but it certainly shows that you have done a good job in making him feel kind
of at home with you and I bet he really appreciates your interest in him. I
have put his letter and picture with this as Doris requested. Doris’ letters
certainly sound like she is growing up fast.
Gotta close.
Love, Elton
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Elton to his folks from Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida, ca. Wednesday, 16 December 1942.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
Postmarked: Jacksonville, FL, December 18, 1942, 7:00 p.m.
To: Jim Cooke
100 Meeting Street, Providence, Rhode Island

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Friday, December 18, 1942
Dear Jamie,
I can’t afford to get you a decent Christmas present right now, but I will
get you something that can do for Christmas and graduation. I kind of feel
like a heel this way.
I still owe Dr. Washburn $10 so if you see him will you ask him if he
could hold off until about the 2nd week in January. I expect my commission
about then and a replenishment of my pocketbook.
How about writing?
Elton
P.S. Please don’t try to get those wings and ensign’s bars. I can probably get
them cheaper down here and I will have lots of money for such trinkets soon.
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Av. Cadet Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Bldg. 703, Room 244
U.S. Naval Air Station
Jacksonville, Florida
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida
Saturday, December 26, 1942
Dear Mom and Dad,
I flew Christmas day and there wasn’t even any talk about a leave by
the higher ups. This is our Christmas day meal which was really good, but
such things as cranberry sauce and pie didn’t come up to what you serve,
Mom. But that didn’t prevent me from doing away with more than a normal
man’s helping of those goodies.
Your Christmas pudding was still in good shape and I and a couple
other fellows enjoyed it very much on Christmas Eve just before lights out
and I woke up with a slight stomach ache but that was due to my usual
indiscretion about how fast and how much I eat.
I’ve got about eight more days of flying before I’m through but then
I’ve got to get 20 star fixes and 30 sun sights done and plotted before I can get
the commission and I keep putting that off because it is an awful job. There
are a lot of other little things to do with ground school that I have neglected
and will have to do. It reminds me of my school days methods of putting
things off till the last minute.
Thank Doris for the cigarette lighter. It is a very valuable asset in the
wind and otherwise too, but it’s so novel to work that I tend to smoke more
just to try out the lighter but don’t let it worry you.
The Christmas package was very nice and I really needed those
pajamas. I can’t quite figure out that ammunition belt though.
Thank for everything.
Love, Elton
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Elton (back center) with Jacksonville N.A.S. fellow aviators, 1943.
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Elton Cooke—completion of flight training, Jacksonville N.A.S., January 1943.
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Elton completed his flight training on Wednesday, 13 January 1943,
and was commissioned as an Ensign on Friday, 22 January 1943.
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PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
At a meeting of the Patchogue Rotary Club in the Patchogue hotel
yesterday, the Rev. Arthur H. Cooke of the Congregational Church spoke on
his personal views of the world-wide war situation. He said the determining
factor may be the relations between Great Britain and India, and meanwhile
we owe our lives to the struggle between the Russian Communists and the
German and Italian Fascists. Mr. Cooke expressed disappointment over the
Roosevelt-Churchill meeting announcement, having expected something of
“greater importance” and he added that we are not going to continue to live
in a “white man’s world.” Vice-president Paul A. Bassett presided, and a
warm welcome was given President M.H. Robinson, recently returned after
an operation. Earl Kaller introduced Mr. Cooke. Two new members, Carl
Hoffman and Robert S. Still, were inducted by Harry T. Weeks. Among the
visitors was Ensign Elton Cooke, U.S. Naval Reserve, son of the speaker.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 28 January 1943, p.3)
COOKE NOW NAVY FLIER
After almost a year of aviation instruction, Elton Wayne Cooke of
Patchogue was commissioned an Ensign in the Naval Reserve and given his
wings a few days ago at the Jacksonville Naval Air Station in Florida.
He completed elimination training at the Naval Reserve Aviation Base,
Squantum, Massachusetts in August, and was then sent to Jacksonville.
Ensign Cooke, aged 23, is the son of Rev. and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke, of
189 Rider Avenue. He attended Mount Hermon school, Greenfield,
Massachusetts, and following graduation there, attended Brown University.
His father is the pastor of the Patchogue Congregational Church. Home for a
week, he expects to go to San Diego, California.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 4 February 1943, p.1)

PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
Ensign Elton Cooke, who recently received his wings at Jacksonville,
Florida, and who has been spending two weeks with his parents, the Rev.
and Mrs. Arthur H. Cooke of Rider Avenue, left today for duty at San Diego,
California. En route he will visit his sister, Miss Nelle Cooke in Buffalo.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 11 February 1943, p.3)
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Elton & Joy at his folks’ house on his final leave home, February 1943.
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Elton & Joy at his folks’ house on his final leave home, February 1943.
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Elton & Joy at his folks’ house on his final leave home, February 1943.
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The last Cooke family photograph with Elton, February 1943.
Jim & Connie, Harry & Lillian, Doris in back, Joy & Elton.
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Elton & his father, Harry Cooke, February 1943—their last photo together.
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Elton Cooke
Buffalo, New York
Postmarked: Buffalo, NY, February 12, 1943, 12:00 a.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Buffalo, New York
Friday, February 12, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
Sorry my good-bye was so gruff, but I knew you’d get me to a point
near crying too if I didn’t cut it short. I’m still ashamed of my emotions but I
don’t know why.
Got the furlough rate all right
and have seen Nellie (will have
before I mail this). Forgot time
table, but am having no trouble.
Write to me: General
Delivery, San Diego, California.
Lots of Love,
Elton

Note: This postcard was sent just after what
turned out to be, sadly, Elton’s final visit
home to Patchogue, NY in early February
1943. Jim Cooke also graduated from Brown
University in February 1943.
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Elton Cooke
General Delivery
San Diego, California
Postmarked: San Diego, CA, February 15, 1943, 4:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

San Diego, California
Sunday, February 14, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
We will be in Los Angeles tomorrow (Monday morning, February
15th). I have been on the coach all the way and am getting kind of tired of it
now, but I’m feeling surprisingly good. I managed to get four or five hours
sleep each night and a few hours during the days. This train stops at every
water well in the west.
It was kind of interesting to see these little towns that are full of Indians
and Mexicans and the ranches and snow-capped mountains, but it would be
much better to drive over this route.
Why don’t you write to me [at]: General Delivery, San Diego, until I can
give you my proper address. I think I can get in to town all right to pick up
any mail I get that way.
I’m pretty tired now so [I] will try to catch a nap. I will mail this from
Los Angeles.
Love, Elton
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Elton Cooke
Junior Officer’s Quarters
North Island Naval Air Station
San Diego, California
Postmarked: U.S. Navy, February 16, 1943, 11:30 a.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

San Diego, California
Monday, February 15, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I am on the station at last and have a good room with a fellow who just
got back from four years patrol duty out of Pearl Harbor.
My address is above, but I don’t know yet for sure whether I will be
staying here. I haven’t done any checking in yet except to report on the
station to the officer of the day.
I will write you whatever I
learn about what I am to do as
soon as I know.
Love, Elton
P.S. I will need [the]
white shirts that I left.
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Elton to his folks from San Diego, CA, Wednesday, 17 February 1943.
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Elton to his folks from Portland, Oregon, Friday, 19 February 1943.
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Elton from Whidbey Island N.A.S. Washington, Wednesday, 24 February 1943.
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Ensign Elton Cooke flight portrait, 1943.
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Elton Cooke
Whidbey Island Naval Air Station
Washington
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Tuesday, March 2, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I haven’t heard from you yet. I think it’s about time you wrote. Is
Jamie in the Army yet and did he get his commission right off?
I’m due to stay here for about two months or more I think, but there is
nothing sure about it. They are forming us into a new squadron and teaching
us to fly the Navy’s newest plane—a twin engine land based medium and
speedy bomber which has the PBY beat for protecting itself in a mix up.
We will probably go up around Alaska somewhere when we go. I
won’t be allowed to tell you where exactly but there is absolutely nothing to
worry about. I probably will be second pilot and navigator. The first pilots
are all going to be fellows who have had experience up in Alaska, and they
seem [like] pretty nice fellows and don’t seem to mind going back up there at
all, so I guess it is good duty.
The war may be over anyway by the time I get up that way. I certainly
would like it to be over because I really don’t enjoy this unnatural life. You
used to tell me that military life was no good and I believe it and see what
you meant, but there is no way of getting around it now for anybody.
We have just got to finish things off as quick as possible and then hope
we get presidents in the future that will be all out for international
cooperation. I will never be the originator of any brilliant ideas for such a
cooperation but I will certainly vote for the first many who does originate an
intelligent understanding of international problems.
Love, Elton
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Elton Cooke
Alameda, California
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Alameda, California
Monday night, March 8, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I’m down in Alameda, California getting an airplane to take back up to
Seattle. At the present weather is holding us up but we will go as soon as it
clears but it looks like a 2-week fog and rain to me.
Joyce’s Mother and Father announced the engagement about a week
ago and they had her picture in the paper. I guess maybe she will send you
one. I didn’t buy the ring yet but I got one reserved which will cost $120. I
will have bought it in the Ship Service in Seattle, which is run by the Navy on
a small profit basis. They guarantee it to be a perfect stone and say it would
cost more in a regular store. I get out of paying the 10% tax that way too
because I’m buying it in a store that sells only to Navy personnel.
I’m quite happy about everything except the war. I guess I told you
that I’m to fly a new Lockheed medium bomber but I won’t be the first pilot.
I will be substitute pilot (co-pilot) and navigator until I have had a few
months of actual experience.
They are forming a new squadron of us and will probably go to Alaska
but I have no idea when we go.
I will let you know all I can. Wish Jamie good luck in the Army for me.
Love, Elton
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Elton Cooke
Whidbey Island Naval Air Station
Washington
(no envelope)
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Saturday, March 13, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
Your letters are all coming through now. I got some just yesterday that
were sent to San Diego, not Santiago, Mom. I have not received the shirts
which were sent there but maybe I will soon. It took them a long time to
forward the letters, so I imagine it will take them longer to forward the
packages.
I’ll try to put you straight on the type of flying when and where and all
else I expect to happen.
I am co-pilot to the skipper of our new squadron which is made up of
all Lockheed Ventura twin-engine land-based bombers. The squadron is
number 136 and is forming and getting its equipment ready to go up to the
North country—probably somewhere around Alaska. We should be leaving
in about a month or 6-weeks, but there is no definite word on when we go
and where we go.
I have talked to a lot of fellows back from that region and they seem to
think it pretty darn good duty. The Japs don’t even have an air base up there
so there is no need to get worried because I am leaving the states. It will be
just as safe as flying up there as it would to fly from here to Seattle.
The worst part of it is that mail will not be at all regular and [we] do
live for mail time these days.
Whidbey Island is quite far from Seattle but I will be going in there next
Wednesday (my day off) and will look up Uncle Ted. I also am going to get
Joyce’s ring. I think it’s about time for that, seeing that everything is
announced and I have the money now too.
I hope you don’t think that I’m not happy about everything as far as
Joyce and I are concerned because I am tight-mouthed about it all. I am very
happy about it but you know I get embarrassed telling you about everything
so I just steer pretty clear of it all when I write. I guess you shouldn’t have
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kidded me so much when I was a kid, but I’m getting over it gradually as you
probably have noticed.
I am glad Jamie was able to step right into a commission like he did.
That will save him a lot of annoyances.
I am living quite an easy existence right now in a two-man room with
wooden furniture and a nice thick rug with my windows facing the water.
This island is in [the] Puget Sound and is very large. It is pretty country up
here in the heart of lumber land and hills and mountains.
So long. Write me the new address and describe the house a little. I
hope it is just as nice as the Rider Avenue house.
Love, Elton
P.S. The money is for insurance. Don’t send change, but buy something with
it, or treat yourself to a movie for your birthday.

Lockheed PV-1 Ventura, the plane Elton was in final training for.
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Elton Cooke
Whidbey Island Naval Air Station
Washington
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, March 25, 1943, 1:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
189 Rider Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Wednesday, March 24, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
Everything is going all right and I guess we won’t be pulling out of here
for a while yet—longer than I expected.
Tomorrow is my day off and I guess I will foreclose on the buying of
the ring since I have the money.
I am getting plenty of sleep and not keeping very busy, so I guess you
know that life is pretty dull around here. I am hoping that maybe Joyce can
come out for a little while, but I don’t imagine she will be able to on account
of the distance.
I’ve got to go now and will mail this from Seattle. I want to look up
Uncle Ted while I am there too.
Love, Elton
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Ensign Elton Cooke
BOQ, Naval Air Station
Oak Harbor, Washington
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, April 7, 1943, 1:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, Long Island, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Wednesday, April 7, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I just got back from bringing another airplane up from San Francisco
and am back in the local routine.
I still have no definite word on when I will be going north, but I guess it
won’t be very long from now because they are certainly getting eager about
whipping things into shape.
They have made me assistant in the navigation department of our
squadron. Maybe they have made a mistake in doing this, and I tried to tell
them they did but they still left me in that category. We all have
responsibilities in the running of the squadron when it is not flying and I
guess my cares will be with this department.
I am in perfectly good health these days and am getting my share of
sleep and more too.
I got the ring and Joyce seems to be quite nuts about it. It cost $125 in
the Ship Service Store in Seattle and was really a bargain, I think.
I’m glad Jamie is all happily hitched up and everything. Things have
turned out pretty well for him. I didn’t get him any kind of present because I
just got your letter when I got back from this trip.
Mom, I am sorry but I just can’t hop in a plane and bring it to New York
as you suggested in your last letter. The Navy tells you just where and when
you are going to take a plane anywhere.
I will enclose $20 in order to help out on the wedding expenses and
moving too. I know you probably are broke and I’m not.
Any time Jamie needs money or you, let me know and I can give it to
him or you to apply on my debts to you.
I think I will try to pay off all my $350 of uniform debt this month too
and then I will make an allotment to you to put in the bank for me and you
can use it if you need to but I still owe the school $600. I will pay that off
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slowly I think because I want to follow in Jamie’s footsteps when I get
another leave after serving a term up north.
Joyce says she’s going to learn to cook.
I’ll sign off now and write more later.
Love, Elton

Ensign Elton Cooke flight portrait, 1943.
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RECENT NUPTIALS
COOKE—MORELL
On Sunday, April 11, 1943, at 3:00 p.m. in the Patchogue Congregational church,
Second Lieutenant James Arthur Cooke, U.S.A., son of the Rev. and Mrs. Arthur Harry
Cooke, and Miss Katherine Dorothy Morell, of Binghamton, eldest child of Mr. and
Mrs. George Morell, of that city, were married, the ceremony being read by the
bridegroom’s father, pastor of the church, in the presence of a large company of friends
and members of the parish. The double ring ceremony was used.
The bride’s maid-of-honor was Miss Eleanor Fischette of Binghamton. She was
given away by her uncle, Edward Latham, of Elmira. The bridegroom was attended
by a college classmate, Charles
F. Lane, of Pawtucket, Rhode
Island. They were graduated
together from the Engineering
school of Brown University in
February with the degree of
Bachelor of Science.
Ushers were the Misses
Josephine Armstrong and
Gloria Owens, both of
Binghamton. The bride’s
maternal grandmother, Mrs.
Latham, of Binghamton, and
aunt, Mrs. Edwin Latham,
were also in the bridal
company. Mr. Latham,
brother of the bride’s mother,
served in the absence of her
father, was detained by urgent
business. The bride’s mother
and her younger sister, Miss
Beverly Morell, were also in
the party.
Following the ceremony
colored motion pictures were taken and a group gift of silver coins done up in the
shape of a money-pie was made to the couple, as arranged by Mrs. Clifford Dare, and a
wedding dinner followed at the Cooke home. The couple went to Asbury Park, New
Jersey, where they are occupying an apartment while Lieutenant Cooke continues his
training with the Signal Corps there.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 15 April 1943, p.14)
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Ensign Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Naval Air Station, Oak Harbor
Whidbey Island, Washington
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, April 17, 1943, 3:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Saturday, April 17, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
About a week ago I wrote you and sent $20. I haven’t heard from you
since, so I’m wondering whether you got the money or not. We are going to
be leaving here soon, probably within two weeks so I will give you my new
address now in case I forget to later.
It will be: Squadron VB-136, care of Fleet Postmaster, San Francisco,
California. Be sure to use this exact address and everything will be all right.
We will be going north in spite of this address. There are a lot of things like
that in the Navy that seem quite illogical.
I will be sending home a lot of my stuff that I won’t need, so don’t think
when they come that the government is sending home my effects because I
have been killed.
Please open this stuff up and put what needs to be put in mothballs.
Don’t let Doris use the flight clothing to play aviator or something like that.
I will send my blues and will you get them cleaned and pressed,
because the next time I come home I am going to get married in them. I hope
that that will be around September sometime.
I’m keeping in good health and am not taking foolish risks. I’m not
enjoying myself much though, so I wish you would see what you could do
about stopping this war.
I still don’t know your new address and phone number, so please send
them right off. I’ll try to write more often but I honestly have been awfully
busy lately with day flying and night flying both.
Love, Elton
P.S. I guess I will have part of my salary allotted to you to salt away for me to
get married on. You use whatever you need though.
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Ensign Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
BOQ, Naval Air Station, Oak Harbor
Whidbey Island, Washington
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, April 19, 1943, 3:30 a.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Sunday, April 18, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I just got through sending off money orders for the complete payment
of my uniform debt and I now have $150 left. I guess my finances are coming
out all right when you consider that I bought a ring for Joyce for $130 and
paid off $300 worth of uniform debt.
I earn just about $262 a month and I am going to have it $150 a month
sent home to you. You put it in your own name so that if anything should
ever happen to me, you can get at it without any red tape. Use whatever you
need but please remember I want to get married on my next leave. I will
enclose my payment slip for my debt with the Rhode Island Hospital Trust
company in Providence, and will you please send them the payment due
them when it comes time in June. I think I will just pay that as I go along and
not bother with a lump sum payment because I will need the money when I
get back if I don’t hook into a decent job right off.
I will probably be going north on around the end of the month which is
within 2-weeks. I’m kind of glad because the sooner I go the sooner I get
back for a 2-week leave. That means I probably will be home some time in
September.
Write and tell me all about Jamie’s wedding and who was there and
what he got for presents. It must have been quite exciting over that last
weekend and I wish I could have been there.
I am feeling fine and working harder.
Love, Your big son,
Elton
P.S. I have bought a bunch of good books to take north because I have an
idea the recreational facilities won’t be very abundant.
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Navy crew loading bombs aboard a PV-1 Ventura in the Aleutians, ca. summer 1943.
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Ensign Elton Cooke
BOQ, Naval Air Station, Oak Harbor
Whidbey Island, Washington
Postmarked: Mount Vernon, WA, April 20, 1943, 7:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Tuesday, April 20, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
I got your letter telling me about Jamie’s wedding21 and also saying that
you applied the $20 on my Brown [University] debt. I didn’t want you to do
that because now it means that I didn’t give Jamie and Connie any kind of a
present. I really haven’t had a chance to get them [one] either as I am 69
miles from Seattle, and I have only been there once on a day off and there is
no really decent enough town to buy a gift nearer than Seattle.
I am sending home a bundle of stuff and in it there is a new electric
razor that I bought for Dad for a sort of birthday present, and I am enclosing
$5 dollars for you, Mom for a new hat or something on Easter. Now please
don’t go applying it on my Brown debt. I changed my mind—it is $10
dollars. Maybe Doris will want a pair of shoes or something for Easter, so
please spend this money for a change.
And, also write me your new address which I’ve been trying to get your
address now for a long time. All I know is you live near the Synagogue and
within walking distance of the church and it is on Jayne Avenue, I think.
Now tell me the number so in case I want to send a telegram I can get it to
you. The telegraph company won’t know your address like the post office
does.
Also if you don’t get my package (sea bag) for two weeks, go down and
inquire at the express company to see if they know your address.
So long,
Love, Elton

21

James Arthur Cooke and Katherine “Connie” Morello were married on Sunday, 11 April 1943 in
Patchogue, New York, with his father Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke officiating.
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Ensign Elton Cooke
BOQ, Naval Air Station, Oak Harbor
Whidbey Island, Washington
Postmarked: Mount Vernon, WA, April 20, 1943, 7:30 p.m.
To: Lt. James and Connie Cooke
407 Fourth Avenue
Asbury Park, New Jersey

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Tuesday, April 20, 1943
Dear Connie and Jamie,
I got Connie’s letter this morning and I’m glad there is somebody in
your family that knows how to write a letter to a brother, although I don’t
think that this letter was proof that it will continue that way because I see it
was written for a purpose. (Don’t take
offense because I’m really just kidding).
I’m sorry I haven’t written to you before
myself but I didn’t know your address for
one thing.
I’m headed for Alaska on next
Wednesday [April 28th] as second pilot in
a Lockheed Ventura which is a very fast
twin-engined attack bomber. I hope to
come back in about three months for
leave and a chance to get married so I can
have Joyce out here because I think then I
will be around here for a couple of
months checking out as first pilot.
I got this letter on my day off and
will go into town and find a notary public and send the forms to you.
Good luck Jamie, in England and Connie, I hope you don’t get too
lonely. If you do you ought to go up and see Joyce, she can probably cheer
you up—she usually does a good job of making me happy.
Write to me at Squadron VB-136, care of Fleet Postmaster, San
Francisco, California. Our future port is secret, I guess.
Please write though, and let me know what married life is all about.
Your brother, Elton
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Ensign Elton Cooke
BOQ, Naval Air Station, Oak Harbor
Whidbey Island, Washington
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, April 27, 1943, 9:30 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Jayne Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
Easter Sunday, April 25, 1943
Dear Mom and Dad,
This is still Easter, and I didn’t get a chance even to go to church as I
had flying just about all day.
We are going to leave this week and please don’t use any but the
address I gave you. I know it sounds mighty silly and inconvenient, but
that’s the way it has to be. I had some pictures taken of me, 6 for $2.50. I got
six because it was only $.50 cents more than two. I am having them sent to
Joyce and she will send you at least 4 of them.
I got all your letters so don’t worry about them, they were a little
delayed in delivery, I guess.
I got a letter from Connie the other day, but it just wasn’t the product of
natural inspiration because in it were some papers for me to sign to the car
changed over to Jamie’s name.
I haven’t had a chance to look up Uncle Ted, but I will before this war is
over with.
Next time I come back I will get a 2-week leave, and then I will
probably be put in the training unit here for a couple of months anyway
where I will check out as first pilot—so I think it would be quite sensible to
get married and Joyce is already making plans. We will find a cottage or
something out here accessible to the base.
Good night now.
Love, Elton
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Ensign Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squadron VB-136
Care of Fleet Postmaster
San Francisco, California
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, May 4, 1943, 1:30 p.m.
To: Rev. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
39 Jayne Avenue, Patchogue, New York

Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington
[Tuesday, April 27, 1943]
Dear Mom and Dad,
Tomorrow morning bright and early we pull out for the North country,
and I am all packed and ready to go with my toothbrush, sewing kit, and
toothpaste in my coat pockets.
If you don’t get my sea bag and sea chest in a month, write the Supply
Officer, N.A.S. Oak Harbor, Washington and ask what became of it. My
roommate will probably write you and tell you if I got well on my way
without trouble. He is in a squadron behind me.
I send a pair of skis by express to you which I bought, please store them
for me.
I will write you as soon as I get to my destination but I’m not even sure
where that will be, and I won’t be able to tell you anyway until I get home.
Don’t forget to have my blues pressed till for me so they will be ready
when I get home.
I lost your slip, Dad, but I will write it in this letter.
I authorize my father, Arthur H. Cooke, to bank my allotment and other
money I may send him in my name at any bank he chooses. I also wish that
part or all these funds may be made available for his own use at any time.
Elton W. Cooke
Dad, why don’t you put it in a joint account, and you wouldn’t have to
go through any red tape if you wanted to draw it out.
Please don’t try to pay off my Brown [University] debt with it because I
am going to probably need a lot when I get married, especially if the war
should suddenly end—which I really hope it does.
I enclosed the insurance slip for the razor I sent you. I hope you like it.
Love, Elton
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Ensign Elton Cooke, U.S.N.R.
Squadron VB-136
c/o Fleet Postmaster
San Francisco, California
Postmarked: Seattle, WA, May 14, 1943, 5:00 p.m.
To: Mr. and Mrs. A.H. Cooke
39 Jayne Avenue, Patchogue, New York

[en route to Adak N.A.S., Alaska]
[Saturday, May 1, 1943]
Dear Mom and Dad,
I haven’t arrived yet at my final location but I’m well on the way.
I am in pretty good physical condition at this point, so you don’t need
to worry about that and the food is very good here too.
I can’t tell you anything about my activities, as that is considered vital
military information, but there isn’t anything going on you’d worry about.
I sent Joyce those pictures of me, and she will send you the extras. I
guess it was foolish to get six but it only cost me $.50 cents more than it cost
for two.
I’m going to go fishing this afternoon if I have time. They say it’s pretty
good around here.
Love, Elton
P.S. Use this address precisely like it is on the envelope or I probably won’t
get your mail.
[in pencil, on the opposite side of the page]
I now have arrived at my destination but this is the first chance I have
had to get this mailed. I will try to do better in the future.
I don’t know why, but the Navy is not going to send you May’s
allotment but you will get June’s at the first part of July.
Love, Elton
Note: This is the last surviving letter we have from Elton. Sadly, it all ended within ten days.
Crewmate AMM3c Robert S. Matthews’ brief diary (noted later in this book) gives a glimpse into
what their last days in the forbidding weather & terrain of the Aleutian Islands were like.
Ironically, this letter wasn’t even postmarked until 4-days after his flight went missing.
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Elton’s final letter home, postmarked Friday, 14 May 1943.
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Lt. (jg) William Nelson Lyons, born 2 November 1914, enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve
on 27 October 1942 (after Elton), and was released from active duty on 27 October 1945.
He died 19 May 2002 at age 87, and was interred at Quantico National Cemetery, Virginia.
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Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 20 May 1943, p.1
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Elton’s flight log (pages seen previously) return letter, Friday, 25 June 1943.
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Elton Cooke commemoration from President Harry S. Truman, 4 January 1946.
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The timing of this letter struck me as peculiar, considering that Elton
and the other soldiers & sailors missing were now presumed dead.
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Brown University commemoration, Monday, 20 May 1946.

PERSONAL, SOCIAL AND LOCAL ITEMS
On Sunday, May 30, 1948, the morning service at the Congregational
church [of Patchogue] will be dedicated to those on the church “Roll of
Honour” of World War II and in memory of Ernest W. Case, Jr., Elton Cooke,
Richard Drake, Joseph Halka, Joseph Schaeffer, David L. Thompson, Griffith
R. Owen, Jr., and Edwin Smith. In remembrance of them a permanent and
fitting memorial is planned. The formal removal of the service flag will take
place at this service.
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 27 May 1948, p.3)
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Brown University commemoration, Monday, 20 May 1946.
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RELATED LETTERS & ARTICLES
To: Rev. A.H. Cooke
Congregational Church and Parish
Patchogue, Long Island, New York

9 Christchurch Road
Streatham, London S.W.2.
Friday, January 15, 1943
Dear Uncle Harry & all of your family,
I am afraid this will come a little late, but I do wish you all a very happy
New Year.
I read your letter when I was visiting Mum and Dad. It seems that your
family, like so many others, have been parted to some extent through the
war. It seems that America is feeling the war almost as we do here.
Will you please give my best wishes to your son Jim on his forthcoming
marriage22, and congratulations to Elton on getting his wings. I hope that
Nell likes her job in Buffalo.
Today I have had an interview for a new job as receptionist-nurse to a
Dental surgeon. I think it is in the bag, as we say, but shall be impatient till
tomorrow, keeping my fingers crossed.
Mother has not been so well the last few months. She had to undergo
an operation on one of her eyes. She has had a cataract. It seems that the
operation is a very delicate one, and there is considerable pain with it.
Mum has only been out of hospital a few weeks, but she has to attend
the hospital. You can imagine she does not feel too good about having the
other eye operated on. Still I think most of us would stand a great deal of
pain for the sake of our sight, and she is very plucky.
Fortunately all the other members of our large family keep pretty
well—in spite of war strain. I do not think you would find the older
members of the family very much changed. A bit older, of course, but
fundamentally the same folk that you knew when you were over here.
All those you knew as youngsters are now grown up and have
youngsters of their own. Kitty has two lusty kids, boy and girl, (Sheila and
Jimmy), Algar has two pretty girls, Barbara and Sylvia, and Maisie has just
had a second child, little Christine, and David, a fine little fellow of six.
22

Jim & Connie Cooke were married 11 April 1943, and Elton received his wings on 13 January 1943.
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I of course have no children and Harold, a few years older than me, is
the only one of the family not married yet. Well I think I have told you most
of the news about the family.
Everyday one hears of a fresh victory for the Soviet Armies. I can
hardly find words to express my admiration for their magnificent and
amazing fight. What a marvelous people the Russians are. They have given
the world such gifts as their fine literature and wonderful music, and now
their life blood for a cause which is the aim of all the peoples of the world,
with the exception of a few. Unfortunately, it is these few that control so
much. The fight between Russia and Germany is symbolic of the ideal the
people must fight for. Not just a victory over Germany, but a defeat also of
those of the old order in Germany, England, and America and all the other
countries that have set capital up as an idol. I am afraid I sound rather a
ranting radical, but I think you know my feelings by now.
I quite agree with you that there must be a social order of a more
cultural kind, not just a change of worldly things, but an order embracing
principles of a more aesthetic nature.
As for the Beveridge23 plan, it is alright, but is that all we have to hope
for after a struggle and misery such as we will have endured when this is
over. I feel the Beveridge scheme is just a drop in what should be a sea of
changes. Some of the more cunning members of State are trying to give the
impression that it is all so very revolutionary, that they have to go into a
huddle about possible ways of stopping things it going through. The idea, I

23

The Beveridge Report was the 1942 Report of the Inter-Departmental Committee on Social Insurance and
Allied Services chaired by William Beveridge (1879-1963), an economist. The report identified five "Giant
Evils" in society: squalor, ignorance, want, idleness and disease, and went on to propose widespread reform
to the system of social welfare in the United Kingdom to address these. Highly popular with the public, the
report formed the basis for the post-war reforms known as the Welfare State, which include the expansion of
National Insurance and the creation of the National Health Service.
Inside the Cabinet there was debate, instigated by Brendan Bracken, on 16 November 1942 over
whether to publish the Report as a White Paper at that time. The Chancellor of the Exchequer, Sir Kingsley
Wood, believed the Report to be "ambitious and involving an impracticable financial commitment" and
therefore publication should be postponed. However the Cabinet decided on 26 November to publish it on 2
December, 1942.
The Ministry of Information Home Intelligence found that the Report had been "welcomed with
almost universal approval by people of all shades of opinion and by all sections of the community" and seen
as "the first real attempt to put into practice the talk about a new world". In a sample taken in the fortnight
after the Report's publication, the British Institute of Public Opinion found that 95% of the public had heard
of the Report and that there was "great interest in it" but criticism that old age pensions were not high
enough. They also found that "there was overwhelming agreement that the plan should be put into effect"
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suppose, is to create a feeling among the people that anything that causes so
much discussion must be the utopia that we have heard so much about.
Well enough of politics. I think I need a soapbox. My husband and I
have a group of friends with whom we often enjoy evenings of intellectual
discussion and debates. Our friends’ nationalities are quite varied: English,
Jewish, Austrian, Viennese and Indians. Naturally it never occurs to one of
us that there is any difference between us. I think that proves that the
brotherhood of man is not so very farfetched after all.
When this little dustup is over, my brother-in-law and his wife and my
sister-in-law and her husband are joining us in immigrating to some young
country, maybe New Zealand. I hear that living conditions are pretty good
there. We want to get somewhere young people have a chance to build a new
kind of life.
By the way my brother-in-law is in the R.A.F. in Moose Jaw,
[Saskatchewan], Canada, and judging by one or two photos we have had
from him, Canada seems a very lovely country. Well wherever we may
travel I still want to get that visit in to the States where we can all get together
and discuss how the great, great war was worth it after all, I hope.
I think I must close now, as time is getting on. Please pass my best
wishes on to all the members of our widely scattered clan—that is if it is
possible for you. I should like to hear from Nell if she has the time. I shall
look forward to hearing from you, Uncle.
Goodbye for now,
Love, Ivy24
(Mrs. Harry Rose, nee Cooke)

Note: This letter was amongst a handful of extended Cooke family correspondence
that were contained in the boxes of letters that my late Aunt Nell & Uncle Ron
Elperin kept in their home in Hyde Park, MA. They resurfaced when I visited Elton
& Anne Elperin in December 2010.

24

Ivy (Cooke) Rose (b.1921) was the youngest daughter of Rev. A.H. Cooke’s oldest brother, Ernest George
“Ernie” Cooke (1880-1957).
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April 25, 1943— Easter Sunday sermon

Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke
Congregational Church of Patchogue, Long Island, N.Y.
If ye then be risen with Christ—seek the things which are above. Colossians 3:125
We are using the word often—it’s a rise in everything—rising costs, of
which we grumble, rising production that we accomplish by dint of
marshalling materials, machines and men for the mass-making.
The floods of war and the torrents of hatred flow in ever rising tide.
Tunisian fields are red with the rising tide of blood and bursting bombs as
armies clash in mortal struggle.
If Christ did not rise, if it were not so. Our Lord knew that here is the
battle, to learn at last that life has eternal significance, to realize that “nothing
walks with aimless feet, that not one life shall be destroyed, or cast forever to
the void, when God hath made the pile complete26.”
They looked for his dead body, and found nothing but the linen clothes
laid by themselves, out the thought of Him would not down, it was ever
rising.
You say it’s a spooky miracle with absolutely no foundation in fact?
But have you the facts? It would be fascinating to search the scriptural record,
those on the scene [even?] it happened.
Peter looked and found not the body, but he found something rising in
his mind that would not down. It was confirmed by everything that
happened and every recollection of his Lord made the truth of that angel
presence vitally real, more real than anything [he] had ever seen before. He is
not here, why seek ye the living among the dead? Leave the body of Jesus
out of the account at this point, it signifies little. The story is there and let us
bide our time for deeper judgment about all the detail. Truth is—He is Risen.

25

If then you have been raised with Christ, seek the things that are above, where Christ is, seated at the right hand of
God. (Colossians 3:1, RSV)
26 Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892). From In Memoriam, section: LIV: O, yet we trust that somehow good /
Will be the final goal of ill, / To pangs of nature, sins of will, / Defects of doubt, and taints of blood; / That nothing
walks with aimless feet; /That not one life shall be destroy'd, / Or cast as rubbish to the void, / then God hath made the
pile complete; / That not a worm is cloven in vain; / That not a moth with vain desire / Is shrivell'd in a fruitless fire, /
Or but subserves another's gain. / Behold, we know not anything; / I can but trust that good shall fall / At last—far
off—at last, to all, / And every winter change to spring. / So runs my dream; but what am I? /An infant crying in the
night; / An infant crying for the light, / And with no language but a cry.
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Indeed, we are implicated in this whole drama of life with Him—for if
He did not rise from the dead, then we are of all men most miserable. He has
risen to fill the cup of beauty, full. Who has put harmony into the soul of
music if He has not risen to make the great symphony of life blend in
melodious strain. Has He not risen to fill the written page with its sublimest
expression of the depth of man’s spirit? Contemporary—He is Truth, the dry
twigs that burned this ash.
Has he not risen to make distinction and meaning for life. No man can
sin against that Golden Rule without attempting to down Him, only to feel
Him rise in the growing conscience of the world. Does He not rise with the
one note of hope for humanity—the tumult and the shouting dies.
He is forever tied to us—and that is the great significance of this Easter,
for if it did or did not happen, but in either case if it had no relation to
ourselves, we could well afford to ignore the whole thing as much ado about
nothing.
But we are the actors with Him—rising and falling—forever judged by
the inescapable judgment we pronounce upon ourselves in the light of His
glorious resurrection.
(Three years ago today, March 24, 1940 [Easter Sunday]. 15 above)
But we rise, or we are being raised by the stream of Eternal goodness
from the Heart of God—and as evidence, whatever crazy sorrow saith.
We have a wistful hunger today for more quality of life at the expense
of cheap quantity. Risen in the texture of our native honor and regard for
human life. We say it is of deepest consequence how the Hottentot27 of Africa
lives, how the Burmese live, how every son of our mothers fares today,
wherever they are. That mother who thought she could hold all her love for
her boy whose voice came to her in Patchogue after he had been in
Guadalcanal for so long under the intensest danger.
We are inseparably bound up in this parcel of life. We have risen to a
new sense of relationship to one another. Ibsen28 has dramatized this truth
[in] Peer Gynt—two men on a floating spar, the master and his cook, it will
not hold them both. Peer Gynt holds the cook out of the water first—long

27

The Khoikhoi ("people people" or "real people") or Khoi, are a historical division of the Khoisan ethnic
group, the native people of southwestern Africa, closely related to the Bushmen (or San, as the Khoikhoi
called them). They had lived in southern Africa since the 5th century A.D. When European immigrants
colonized the area in 1652, they labeled them Hottentots, in imitation of the sound of the Khoisan languages.
28 Henrik Ibsen (1828-1906), Norwegian playwright and poet. Peer Gynt was first published in 1867, and
with incidental music composed by Edvard Grieg (1843-1907), it had its theatrical premiere in 1876.
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enough for him to say the Lord’s Prayer, and then gives him a push back into
the water. “Me first.”
We are going down to these dreadful depths of war and death and
destruction only to rise—if we will but let Christ lead us into a new sense of
belonging to another—striving—“I want you to know my deep concern for
you, even those who have never seen my face. May you learn to know this
open secret of God, the Father of Christ.29 Put on the new nature in which
there is no room for Greek and Jew, slave and free—for Christ is everything
now, and every man is my brother30.”
Rise with Christ to seek the things above. Rise above those limitations
of yesterday. Why be buried with held down with those old chains. The
sky’s the limit and it’s a higher sky than I had dreamed. Limits both ways—
depths—heights. One must go down.

Note: This Easter sermon was the last surviving one that Rev. A.H. Cooke preached
prior to his son Elton’s being reported missing in action on Monday, 10 May 1943.
No letters of his from this time period have survived.

29

For I want you to know how greatly I strive for you, and for those at Laodicea, and for all who have not seen my face,
that their hearts may be encouraged as they are knit together in love, to have all the riches of assured understanding and
the knowledge of God's mystery, of Christ, in whom are hid all the treasures of wisdom and knowledge. (Colossians
2:1-3, RSV)
30 For as many of you as were baptized into Christ have put on Christ. There is neither Jew nor Greek, there is neither
slave nor free, there is neither male nor female; for you are all one in Christ Jesus. (Galatians 3:27-28, RSV)
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Nell’s letter from Buffalo, NY to Doris in Patchogue, postmarked Saturday, 29 May 1943.
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A Prayer for the Missing
O Lord who governest the stars and yet dost stoop to
heal the broken heart;
Thou, for whom no distance lies of time or space;
Shield all Thy sons whom men call missing but whose
place and circumstance
Are wholly known to Thee.
If they be in prison camp, in driving snow or torrid
heat;
If they be in loneliness,
Walk with them through the wilderness, to guard and
guide.
If troubled watches of the night bring weakness to
their bodies,
Stand guard beside them,
And lift them to the high road of Prayer.
Or if indeed their pilgrimage be over,
Thou risen Lord of Life, receive them to Thy home.
And especially we entrust Thy servant _________
dear to us, to Thy never failing care and love, for
this life and the life to come; through Jesus Christ
our Lord. Amen.
—Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke (ca. 1943)

“I feel sure this was written by Dad, thinking of Elton.”
—handwritten note on this prayer page decades later
from James A. Cooke (1920-2005), his son and Elton’s brother.
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Who’s Who Among Our Neighbors
By Mrs. Frank P. Johnson
True kindliness and sincere sympathy, born of great understanding and
affection for people, especially the youth, have endeared the Rev. Arthur Harry
Cooke of the Congregational Church, Patchogue, to members of all faiths who have
come to him for advice and help during the past 10 years of his pastorate here.
Born in London, England, April 16, 1889, the son of Mr. and Mrs. Herbert
Cooke, he was one of a family of three girls and four boys. His interest in religion
began as a small boy when a friend, Miss Amy Cashen, told him of a minister, a
brilliant young American, who was preaching at a small church in London. Mr.
Cooke feels that it was prophetic that he should have sought this man, the Rev.
Mark Wayne Williams31, who became one of the greatest influences of his life. It
was from his association with the young clergyman, listening to his beautiful voice
as he sang or recited poetry as he frequently did, that the boy learned a keen
enjoyment of these arts which make up one of his hobbies today.
Mr. Williams advised him to come to the United States and study for the
ministry. With this in mind, Mr. Cooke left school at the age of 14 and went to
work in an office in Regent Street, London, where he stayed for four and a half
years, always having in mind his ambition to come to the States. In 1907 it was
realized, and he sailed from England32 for Des Moines, Iowa, arriving there with
$2.00 in his pocket.
A determination to succeed in his chosen profession fired him, and although
working his way through high school and college, he finished the prescribed eight
years in six.
The month of June, 1913 was a memorable one, for it not only marked his
graduation from Drake University, where he received a Bachelor of Arts degree,
but also his ordination into the ministry. Then he returned to England to spend
three months.
His first charge was the Christian Church, Adel, Iowa where he had preached
during his senior year at college, the hometown of Miss Lillian Luther, the girl who
was to become his wife, and who was a fellow student at Drake University.
In 1914, he entered the University of Chicago Divinity School, and received
his M.A. in June, 1915.
31

Rev. Mark Wayne Williams was born 13 March 1875 in Beatrice, Nebraska. He resided in London as a
young Disciples of Christ missionary from June 1902 to August 1903—when he met and influenced the
young A.H. Cooke. He was married to Helen V. Turner (1877-1959), and they had two sons. He returned to
London from August 1908 to May 1910. He served churches in Milwaukee, WI, Boston, MA, and by 1930
resided in Brooklyn, NY, where he lived until his death on 16 March 1966 at the age of 91.
32 Harry Cooke (age 18) and Ernest Tomlin (age 17), both from London, sailed on the S.S. Majestic from
Southampton, England on 21 August 1907, and arrived in New York on 29 August 1907, both bound for Des
Moines, Iowa.
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Rev. and Mrs. Cooke were married at the home of her parents, Mr. and Mrs.
Joseph Luther, in Adel, Iowa on October 14, 1915.
After spending two years [1915-1917] in the Christian Church, Milford,
Illinois, the young couple went to the Park Avenue Disciples [of Christ] Church,
Des Moines, Iowa, where they remained for five years. Three of their children,
Nell, now Mrs. Ronald Elperin of Badger, Wisconsin, Elton Wayne and James
Arthur of Buffalo were born there. Their younger daughter, Doris, was born in
Syracuse.
In 1922 the family—the children were then five, three and two years old,
respectively—came east by car to the Congregational Church, Bay Shore.
Going to Syracuse in 1926 to the Good Will Congregational Church, where
they spent the next 10 years, Mr. Cooke was active in city church affairs. He was
president of the Protestant Ministers association for two years, in charge of the
Civic Lenten services and spoke often over the radio. At this time he also did
graduate work at Columbia University and Union Theological Seminary, New
York.
Called to the Congregational Church of Patchogue in 1936, where he is still
pastor, he has done much for the spiritual and civic life of the community. Rev.
Cooke says that one of the greatest joys of his ministry is the counseling
opportunities it gives, of every class and creed.
His life has not been without sorrow, and the tragic loss of his elder son,
Elton Wayne, a Navy flier in World War II, has indeed intensified his staunch
championing of the youth of today and his heartfelt interest in them. Ensign Cooke
was a Navy pilot with Squadron 136 and was reported missing over the Aleutian
Islands, May 10, 1943. In a personal letter from Secretary of the Navy James
Forrestal in closing the search, he said that the Navy was compelled to establish a
date of presumptive death as of January 4, 1946.
The Rev. Cooke, a man firm in the courage of his convictions, has a great
desire to give the young people of today a faith to lean upon in these changing
times. He said, “All the superficial and cruel discriminations of race, creed and
culture only have passing significance. To this kind of a gospel—the love of a
Christ-like God, and the desire to awaken God within my fellows—this constitutes
my major gospel to this village of Patchogue which I have sought to serve in the
name of my Lord and Master.”
(Patchogue Advance, Patchogue, NY, Thursday, 27 February 1947)
Note: Rev. A.H. Cooke resigned from his pastorate in Patchogue in August 1947,
six-months after this biographical profile article was written. They then moved to
Jamestown, New York in October 1947.
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LOCAL PASTOR PLEADS WITH TRUMAN TO MEET STALIN
Newspaper article, presumably the Jamestown (NY) Post-Journal,
ca. January 1948:

Rev. Arthur H. Cooke, minister of Pilgrim Memorial Congregational
Church, has written a plea to President Harry S. Truman, urging him to meet
Stalin as soon as possible—if not in the United States, then in Russia—in an
effort to break up the “cold war” and the drift toward World War III.
The minister who came here from Patchogue a few months ago,
succeeding Rev. Dennis E. Bouman, lost his eldest son, a Navy flier, in the last
war. He was reported missing in a flight over the Aleutians in 1943.
Mr. Cooke’s letter to the President follows:
Dear Mr. President:
I consider your honored position today as the one most important
post in all the world. It is because you are the leader of the greatest
nation on earth. Your speech recently before Congress bristles with
preparation for war. Armed conflict and the one security of physical
might seems to have made us all blind to some other alternatives. I do
not say we should not be strong with power to defend. But I do not say
we should show our power in the God-given ability to seek peace if at
all possible. I believe if we seek peace hard enough, a door and perhaps
doors will open to us. Please let me suggest what thousands of other
citizens have in mind to tell you also.
1. Seek again with all your mind and heart to chance to sit down
with Stalin and talk this thing out. If he will not come here,
you go there, but seek it. Take with you, if it is at all possible,
the best representatives of a cross section of our citizenship.
Statesmen, scientists, industrialists, labor leaders, religious
leaders, Roman Catholic, Jewish, Protestant. If it is refused, try
again, and again, and again, anything to drive home the utter
sin of our present estrangement and bitterness of spirit
throughout the world. If it all fails, at least let it be said that
we have made the supreme effort. Let the burden rest upon
others for any ultimate failure; I do not think at last you will
fail in such an effort.
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2. Attempt the exchange of wide delegations of our citizens with
citizens of Russia, at which time open forums, receiving fullest
publicity shall be made able to tell the truth.
3. Make more and more clear that our chief motive in E.R.P.33 is
not to beat Russia, but to help helpless people to the place
where they can help themselves. Make clear the motive,
command our own press not by fiat, but by example to become
agents for promoting this literal hunger for peace.
4. Such a series of face to face conferences need not be reduced to
any such groveling as another Munich appeasement.34 Let us
go to Stalin in the strength of material might, yes, but in the
greater strength of moral and spiritual urgency for the welfare
of the world.
Mr. President, I pray God that our strategy shall be shown by
something more than our battleships in the Mediterranean, or our plane
bases in Tripoli. Seek this open honest aggression for peace based upon
understanding.
Sincerely,
Arthur Harry Cooke, Minister
Note: I was moved by my grandfather’s forthright manner and powerful
conviction in this plea to the President of the U.S. for peace in the wake of the
horrifying destruction and loss of life (his own son included). How to find a
way for our nation to beat our swords into plowshares, as it were, for the sake
of the sick, the weary, and the hungry.

33

European Recovery Plan (or the Marshall Plan, named for General George C. Marshall). This was a fouryear post-WWII economic recovery plan which was agreed to by sixteen Western European nations at a
conference in Paris in September, 1947. The plan was summarily rejected by the Soviet Union.
34 Otherwise known as the Munich Agreement, a compromise advocated and signed by British Prime
Minister Neville Chamberlain (along with Adolf Hitler, Benito Mussolini, and Edouard Daladier) on
September 29, 1938, conceding the Sudetenland to Germany—with assurances that Hitler’s advances would
cease. Six months later, he conquered Czechoslovakia and Chamberlain’s policy of appeasement ended.
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Joy Nevin (1924-1998)—Letters & photos

Joyce “Joy” Nevin, high school graduation portrait, 1942.
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Joy Nevin with her accordion, presumably in high school, ca.1942.
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From: Joy Nevin
School of Horticulture35
Ambler, Pennsylvania
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Ambler, Pennsylvania
Friday, February 12, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
Well, I certainly have been lax in writing to you and thanking you for
the wonderful weekend. It was sure one to remember, in more ways than
one.
I hope you like the pictures. I think they came out fairly well. I sent a
copy of them to Elton tonight.
I sure feel lost without him now. But I feel the war will be over soon
and he’ll be back before we know it. Did he get off all right? I told him to be
sure and see about his tickets after he left me but I guess he didn’t. It
certainly was hard for us to say goodbye. And, I felt so bad for him riding all
the way back home alone. At least I had the girls to talk with.
Well, thanks again for the swell weekend. I’ll write you all when I find
out some news.
Love to all, “Joy”

35

The Pennsylvania School of Horticulture for Women was among the first in the nation to educate
women for careers in horticulture and agriculture. It was founded in 1910 by Jane Bowne Haines and a
“congress of women.” During WWI & WWII, P.S.H.W. trained women to grow and preserve food for the
war effort. In 1958, P.S.H.W. merged with Temple University.
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From: Joy Nevin
School of Horticulture
Ambler, Pennsylvania
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Ambler, Pennsylvania
Friday, 10:00 pm, February 19, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I thought I’d drop you a line and tell you all the news up to date on
Elton. When he reached California, he was sent to Long North Island, San
Diego where he stayed for a day. Then he was transferred to Seattle,
Washington where he is now, I guess.
They sure kept him moving, didn’t they? From his letters he seemed to
enjoy his trip out. He said he had struck most every state in the union. I got
one letter mailed from Plainview, Texas.
I want to thank you ever so much, Mr. Cooke, for the article on Elton. I
have it mounted & in my picture album. I thought the pictures came out
quite well. Elton seemed to like them by his letter. Gosh, it seems awful far
away to have him, but as you said—with travel, the way it is one can be there
in hardly any time.
My father has been sick with the grippe all week, so I called home
tonight to find [out] how he was. Mom said he was much better. I guess he
has been working too hard. My brother has been sick again, so poor mom
seemed quite tired over the phone.
Things here at school are going about the same, not much difference.
I’ve started knitting Elton a pair of socks. The kids just howl when they see
me knitting and they all say, “Well, that’s what love can do…”
I’m just turning the heel on one. It was a little hard at first as I haven’t
knitted for five years or more, but I’ve caught on to it again & it goes real
quick.
Well, I must close now & start to bed. The alarm always rings too soon
in the morning anyway.
Love to all, “Joy”
P.S. Elton said to write him at General Delivery, Seattle, Washington.
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WEDDINGS AND ENGAGEMENTS ARE ANNOUNCED
Mr. and Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin of 144 Woodbury Street have announced the
engagement of their daughter, Miss Joyce Withington Nevin, to Ensign Elton Wayne
Cooke, U.S.N.R., son of Rev. and Mrs. Arthur Harry Cooke of Patchogue, New York.
Miss Nevin is a graduate of the Mary C. Wheeler School and is now attending the
School of Horticulture in Ambler, Pennsylvania.
Ensign Cooke was graduated from Brown University, class of 1942. He now is
stationed at Seattle, Washington with the Naval Air Corps.
(Providence Sunday Journal, Providence, Rhode Island, Sunday, 28 February 1943)

Joyce Nevin & fiancé Elton Cooke, February 1943.
This tiny snapshot is my favorite photo of them—probably taken just after their engagement.
I had to do some brushing up, as this picture had been bent, and was very small to begin with.
There was such exuberance in their love & affection for one another, and it all ended far too soon.
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From: Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin
144 Woodbury Street
Providence, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Providence, Rhode Island
[Monday, March 1, 1943]
My dear Mrs. Cooke,
I have been meaning to write to you each day but somehow or other I
never seem to be able to accomplish all the things I plan to do. My thoughts
have been with you for I know what a strain that you have been going
through. It is so lonely to leave our dear ones [illegible] us but very hard
when it comes to the goodbye’s.
I am enclosing the engagement announcement that was in the paper
Sunday. I know that you would be very interested. I do hope that I covered
everything that you folks would have wanted. It was so impromptu that I
did not have time to write. Joy wanted the announcement in on Sunday and
she did not ask me to do it until Wednesday.
We are very pleased with our new son to be and Joy is so happy and
content, I could wish for nothing more—(except that this war could be won
quickly.)
I do think that Joy and Cookie seem to get as much enjoyment from one
another as any couple could possibly. I love to watch them together.
If I happen to go to New York in the near future, I will call you and
maybe we could have a day together.
My best to you and Mr. Cooke.
Always—
Sincerely, Margaret Nevin36

36

Ethel Margaret (Withington) Nevin (1897-1988), Joy Nevin’s mother.
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From: Joy Nevin
School of Horticulture
Ambler, Pennsylvania
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Ambler, Pennsylvania
Saturday, March 6, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
Well, I’ve been kinda lax in writing to you but I’ve been awful busy
with school & writing to Cookie. He seems happy out there, but we are both
terribly lonesome for each other. But others and many others are going
through the same thing so we just have to be brave.
I guess you got the announcement of our engagement by now. What
did you think of it? I thought some of having another picture taken but Elton
liked that one, so we decided on that. My folks are so pleased. Dad says he
has always wanted two sons. They love him just as I do (only not ½ as
much).
I’ve started on his second sock. I only hope they are big enough.
Now, I’ve got some big news to tell you. I’m not going back to college
after spring vacation. I went home for a weekend and taked talked with Dad.
He said that he wouldn’t be able to do much work this year as he has been
quite sick this winter. And as you know farm laborers are few and far
between, so he thought I’d do more good by being home and working our
farm. So I’m packing my things and moving along. I’m going to live at the
farm with my Grandmother. I hope to get into State College next year. I’ve
put my application in already.
How is Doris? Still plugging on the Latin? Poor kid, I remember those
days when I nearly went crazy learning those verbs.
Well, this is quite short, but I must close and write to your big son.
Send my love to Doris and Jamie if he is home. And, if you get a chance, send
me Connie’s address. I’d like to drop her a line.
Love to all,
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Friday, April 30, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I feel ashamed that I haven’t written before this but my excuse is the
farm. I’ve been pretty busy around here with outside jobs and doing my own
work. The plowing, harrowing and leveling is done and I’ve planted all the
small crops such as lettuce, radish, etc. I’m putting in 4 bushels of potatoes
this year so I’ll be kept busy. I also invested in beef cattle. I bought two, 8month-old heifers (Herefords), and my Dad also invested in 2. So, we have
four white face cows grazing on New England soil. A Mr. Arnold of Greene
(the next town) brought a carload in and they say it’s the first beef cattle in
Rhode Island for breeding purposes. I sold my old Model-A tractor and 2
tons of hay to pay for them and I feel I’ll come out on top.
I’ve also done quite a bit of fishing, seeing as the river so near to us.
They stocked it with brook trout and I’ve managed to get about 15 out in the
last week. Dad loves trout for breakfast, so he’ll have plenty!
I’ve worked out with our “John Deere” tractor quite a bit. With all the
boys in the service there is a labor shortage around here and everybody’s
been at me to plow, harrow and do other odd jobs.
I figure I’d keep myself busy this summer so my mind wouldn’t
wander up North where Cookie is. Nights here are quite lonesome and when
I write to Cookie each night, my heart goes with the letter. He is so far away
from us. He called last Wednesday night and I could hardly talk to him I was
so excited. He seemed so close on the telephone, & when I hung up I realized
he was so far. But September isn’t too far off and we both will be counting
the days & hours till it comes.
My brother expects to be married in early June. He won’t have a leave,
but we will all go down to Alabama with Lorna (his bride to be). He has
started his training now and is very happy although he is very lonesome too.
But this war seems to hit most everyone and taken their loved ones away
from them. I only hope it will be over soon.
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I feel I’m doing a little bit to help, running the farm I can feed our
family & that lets others have the food we would buy.
How is Doris? I hope you are all well. I am very happy about Jim and
Connie. I envy them but my Cookie will be back soon, and until then I’ll
keep busy here at Rice City. I’d love to have Doris come down for a few days
after school lets out. I know she’d enjoy Rice City and the country.
Well, I’ve rambled on enough, so I’ll close—hoping this finds you well.
As ever,
Love, “Joy”
P.S. My address now is—Rice City, Greene RFD, Rhode Island.

Joy Nevin with her Tamarisk farm vehicle, ca. 1943.
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Thursday, May 13, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I’m sending 4 photos of Elton that he had taken in Seattle. I took 2 of
them and I think they are wonderful. I like the smiling one the best. I
haven’t had any word from him since he went North, but as soon as I do I’ll
let you folks know.
Ben37 and Lorna are to be married a week from Saturday in Albany,
Georgia where Ben is now stationed. We are all going down, as Dad38 is best
man and I’m Lorna’s maid of honor. So I’ve plenty of work for a week, until
we leave. I’ve bought a ewe & her lamb, so the stock has increased on our
farm. The farmer next place to us will do chores for me while I’m gone.
What a life the farmer leads.
Well, folks this will be just a note to let you know I’m thinking of you
and will let you know the minute I hear from Cookie as I know you’ll be very
anxious. I hope you like the pictures but I know you will.
As ever,
My love to all, “Joy”
P.S. Please send me your correct address as all I know is Patchogue, Long
Island now.

37

John Benjamin Nevin, Jr. (1922-2003), Joy Nevin’s older brother. His wife, Lorna (Hidden) Nevin (19241998) were married 22 May 1943 in Albany, Georgia. They had two sons & two daughters.
38 John Benjamin Nevin, Sr. (1896-1975), Joy Nevin’s father.
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From: Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin
144 Woodbury Street
Providence, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Providence, Rhode Island
Sunday, May 16, 1943
My dear Mrs. Cooke –
Over the weekend I had hoped to find time to write a note, but Mr.
Nevin and I tried to keep Joy as busy as possible—so the time did not arrive.
My heart just feels for the anxiety that you and Mr. Cooke are going
through, but I must tell you what Cookie wrote to Joy in one of his last
letters—“If at any time that my folks might receive word that I am missing,
don’t believe it.” It has helped Joy more than anything we could say or do
and I hope that it will give you courage.
Friday we went down to the farm and Mr. Nevin bought a mother lamb
& her baby for Joy and we all got together and cut up potatoes and planted
four bushels and a half, thinking that if she was kept busy that it would help.
She has wonderful faith and although the trip to Albany, Georgia will
be very difficult for her, she is going along. We thought if it would be all
right we would drop in on our way back to see you.
Please know that I am hoping and praying for you.
Sincerely,
Margaret W. Nevin
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J. Benjamin Nevin to Rev. A.H. Cooke, Monday, 17 May 1943.

WESTERN UNION
BA821 35 GOVT 2 EXTRA=SN WASHINGTON DC 19 504P
1943 May 19 PM 6:27
J. BENJAMIN NEVIN
NEW INDUSTRIAL TRUST BLDG PROV=R.I.
REGRET CASUALTIES DIVISION NAVY DEPARTMENT REPORTS
ENSIGN ELTON W. COOKE LISTED AS MISSING SINCE MAY 10TH
DURING AIRCRAFT PATROL ALEUTIANS ISLANDS PACIFIC AREA.
PATROL WAS ON NONENEMY ACTION. THIS IS ONLY INFORMATION
AVAILABLE=EDWARD J HIGGINS SECRETARY TO SENATOR GREEN
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

[Providence, Rhode Island]
Thursday, May 20, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
We’re on our way to Georgia! We expect to get in New York again on
Monday night at 2 a.m. (Tuesday morning). We’ll let you know definitely.
Enclosed in the telegram Dad got from Senator Green39 of Rhode Island.
At least it is a little more news of Cookie’s whereabouts.
I feel as you do Mrs. Cooke, and I know good news will soon come.
And, as you said, he will probably laugh it off and make light of it all.
We’ll be looking forward to seeing you all on Tuesday.
With love, “Joy”

39

Theodore Francis Green (1867-1966) was an American politician from the U.S. state of Rhode Island. A
Democrat, Green served as the 57th Governor of Rhode Island for 1 term, 1933–1937, and in the United States
Senate for 4-terms, 1937–1961.
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From: Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin
144 Woodbury Street
Providence, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Providence, Rhode Island
Friday, May 28, 1943
My dear Lillian,
I guess if Mr. Nevin & Mr. Cooke have dropped Mr.’s, how about us?
I do want you to know that we enjoyed our trip to Patchogue so much
and your hospitality. I was so sorry that we had to hurry so, but Joy feels her
responsibility very keenly and really it helps her so much that I do everything
to encourage her.
Joy received a letter from Pete Arnold, Cookie’s roommate, that she is
sending [it] for you and Harry to read. It’s a wonderful letter and I know that
you will enjoy knowing that Cookie had such a nice pal that thought so much
of him.
Will drop you a line soon.
Always,
My Best, Margaret

Margaret Nevin to Lillian Cooke (pgs.1 & 4), 28 May 1943.
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Rev. A.H. & Lillian Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Wednesday, June 2, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I’m sorry I haven’t written sooner, but the work piled up while I was
away and I’ve been kept pretty busy the last week.
There isn’t much news I can tell except I got a letter from “Pete”
Arnold40 which I’ll enclose with my letter. Please send it back, as I’d like to
keep it. I certainly think it is a wonderful letter. I presume by his address on
the envelope that he is up north now. His address is the same as Cookie’s,
only [his squadron is] VB-138.41
One of Mother’s friends called me this other night and asked why I
didn’t get in touch with the Red Cross. She said they had found many a boy.
So I figured I’d try. I wrote out all we were told of Cookie’s whereabouts, etc.
They wanted his serial number, but I haven’t got it. Do you have it?
Well, folks this will have to be short as I’ve got to get to work. I’ll write
soon again and thanks ever so much for the nice day at your house. I
appreciated it ever so much, and it made me feel very much nearer to Cookie
by seeing his folks.
My Love to You all,
“Joy”

40

Edward Franklin Arnold, presumably. U.S. Navy aviation cadet on the Squantum N.R.A.B. muster rolls
for 31 August 1942 & 30 September 1942 who had enlisted in May 1942 in Boston, MA. He then vanishes
from the grid without a trace. There is an Army veteran, Edward F. Arnold (1922-1997), but slightly too
young—and no Naval Aviator. No military casualty listings, not in the Social Security Death Index, Veterans
cemetery listings, et al. No birthdate or verification of “Pete” nickname, and similarly, no likely “Pete”
Arnold naval candidates. All else is inconclusive, or just silence. We have no idea what happened to him.
41 VB = Naval Bombing squadron. Elton’s Navy squadron was VB-136, which was only the second squadron
sent to the Aleutian Islands, just 2-weeks after VB-135. Presumably VB-138 was not far behind them.
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From: Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin
Tamarisk Farm
Greene, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Greene, Rhode Island
Friday, June 11, 1943
Dear Lillian,
Joy has gone up to the School of Horticulture for graduation. All the
girls of the graduating class sent her an invitation with all their names on it so
we thought that it would make a change for her to go. So, I am the milk
maid. I don’t mean that I am milking, but I am doing the sterilizing, etc.
I took the liberty this morning to open your letter, as I thought you
might have some news that I had better well [see]. So I called Ben Sr. and
asked him if he couldn’t get the serial number for you.
Lillian, Joy has been in a fog lately. I have noticed she doesn’t seem to
remember things, the poor little kiddie. I know that she has said two or three
times she must get the serial number when she went to the city—but she
hasn’t gone, and it is impossible to use this six party line and get the service
you wish.
Ben Sr. said he got it today and sent it to you. I know that you need it
for definite information.
I felt better when I read Mr. Hull’s letter telling that there were three
other boys somehow or other. I have had it in my mind that maybe Cookie
was all alone.
Certainly you & Harry have tried every way to get information and I
am hoping that you might get a letter from Pete Arnold soon giving you
some more hope.
My heart aches for you, but keep going like you two are and one of
these days you have got to have good news.
Just send my fur insured if you will. I am sorry that I was so careless
and [leaving?] you this extra trouble. Please excuse this letter but I am rather
tired tonight and cannot seem to concentrate.
My best to you all, Margaret
RFD No. 1, Route 18, Greene, Rhode Island
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Sunday, June 13, 1943
Dear Mrs. Cooke,
When I arrived home last night, I found your lovely letter waiting. It
again brings fresh hopes. By now you probably have Elton’s serial number. I
asked Dad to get it from Boston, for I don’t think he registered at the
Providence Draft Board. He first signed up for the Navy at Brown
[University], then went up to Boston for his first & last physical.
At least we have the satisfaction to know he wasn’t alone. There were 3
others and they will help each other wherever they are. I still feel he isn’t a
prisoner, although Pete [Arnold] did seem to bend toward that in his letter. I
feel he is on some one of those tiny Islands. But wherever he is, I know he’s
all right. And, I feel news will come soon of his whereabouts. There are so
many things that make me believe that. The other night while I was writing
him at my desk, I felt I heard a knock at the window & when I looked up it
seemed to me Elton was looking in like he always used to and saying I’m
okay. Things like that make me sure he is all right. I’m going to write to Pete
again today. I think he’ll help us all he can—for he loves Cookie too.
I wrote to Jim & Connie last week and asked them down some
weekend. I hope they will be able to make it.
I’m going to start haying today. Last year Cookie was here to help. But
I feel next year, he’ll be here too.
Well, folks it’s now 11:30 pm and the work is done for another day. I
just finished a letter to Cookie & I figured I’d finish writing to his folks.
Thanks again, Mrs. Cooke for you lovely letter. Your letters always
help me a great deal. So, I’ll close now and go to bed. I’ll write again soon
and maybe by my next letter we’ll have some good news.
My Love to you all—
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Wednesday, June 16, 1943

Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I’m sorry I haven’t written sooner, but this farm sure keeps me real
busy. I’m glad of it too, for I don’t have time on my hands.
My pig furrowed last week & gave birth to 12 little ones. It was a very
exciting day here in Rice City and at least 25 people came to see them. We
lost 2 of the little pigs—one was stepped on and the other was the runt of the
litter.
The other day one of the boys around here who has been in the Army
around a year stopped in and gave me a negative of a picture he’d taken 2
years ago of Elton & I. I’ll enclose it with this letter. I think it is a wonderful
one of Elton. I have his “Brown” hat on & that was when my hair was
straight!
I still write Elton every night. It helps me a lot and I feel sure that in a
few weeks I’ll be able to send it to him.
I haven’t heard from Pete Arnold lately. I’ve written to him & I hope he
again writes hopeful news. Elton certainly has a wonderful friend. Pete
certainly thinks Elton is tops. But I’ve never found anyone who didn’t think
that.
Well, folks, this letter will have to be short as it’s time for the mailman.
I’ll write again soon. And don’t forget, your first stop is Rice City when Mr.
Cooke’s vacation comes.
Love to all,
“Joy”

265

Likely the 1941 photograph Joy described in her 16 June 1943 letter.
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From: Mrs. J. Benjamin Nevin
Tamarisk Farm
Greene, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Greene, Rhode Island
Thursday, June 17, 1943
Dear Lillian—
Thank you so much for sending my fur, it arrived all right this morning.
I just love these people that everywhere they go they leave something—but I
will try and behave myself better next time.
Joy read your letter and it gave her quite a jolt having the letters
returned, but she says she is going to keep on writing just the same. I did not
voice my opinion one way or another, for I think that she gets a great deal of
comfort in writing each night. I do wish there was something I could do to
help lessen the situation, but you know that is impossible. Poor little Joy is
working on her nerves and working too hard, but all I can do is to stay
around and try to make her take it as easy as I can.
Now it wasn’t any trouble for Ben Sr. to get the serial number, and let’s
hope that we will get good news connected from getting it.
Let’s keep that thought of Cookie’s in mind. Don’t believe it. Somehow
or other that gives me renewed hope each time I say or write it.
Thanks again for sending the fur, and with my wishes for some news
real soon.
Lovingly, Margaret
P.S. Would it be too much trouble to keep Joy’s letters until Cookie’s located.
M. [Margaret]
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Monday, June 21, 1943
Dear Mrs. Cooke,
Well, again I must say excuse the delay in my writing, but with haying
for myself & the farmer next door, I am quite busy.
Thanks so much for the letter you sent on. At least we know people are
trying to help us at this time. I also thank you for the letter you sent on.
Elton had enclosed $2 dollars to have my ring engraved. It was kinda
hard to read it, but it meant a whole lot to me. I don’t know what I’d do if it
wasn’t for the work to be done at home. I know if
I wasn’t working, it would be terribly hard. But I feel I’m helping a
little. It’s the nights that seem so long. After chores are over and work is
done, then I begin to think of our Cookie. As for the letters coming back, if
you would just kept them there at your house, & when he arrives back at the
base, send them on with yours. I’m writing every night as always. I have a
notebook, and it’s sort of a diary for him. I’ll send it on to him as soon as he
comes back. Writing to Elton helps me a lot—for I feel that wherever he is,
each letter sends a message to him.
I’ve joined the grange now and go every other week to the meeting &
try to do my share. It’s a nice organization and it’s something to look
forward to. I know when Elton & Jim were at college they liked to go to the
regular Friday night Square Dances, but because of gas [rationing] they have
had to discontinue them.
The farm is coming along quite well, the garden is doing fine, all the
hay is in the barn (except for second cuttings). The stock is fine. I usually go
swimming every night after chores, and it always peps me up a great deal.
I haven’t heard from Jim & Connie as yet, but I know they must be very
busy.
Well, I’ll close now, thanking you again for sending the letters on and
feeling sure we’ll hear good news real soon.
Love to all, “Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Tuesday, June 29, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I received a letter from Cookie’s roommate yesterday (Pete). I’m
enclosing the ray of sunshine in his letter. The rest of his letter was just
stating about Cookie and I and all the things he’d said about me to Pete. I
hope he will come to see us on his leave. I feel he could tell us much more
than he does with pen & paper. He asked in the letter if I could be brave that
long, or even longer.
Yes, I can. I’ll always be brave—for Cookie always said I was & I
wouldn’t let him down for the world.
I’m also enclosing a letter from my Aunt in Florida, the one my Dad
went to see when we were went to Georgia. She is 87 years old but still is
very active. I felt it was a lovely letter and also helped me a great deal.
The farm is continuing at a great rate but it is very dry here and I’m
afraid if rain doesn’t come, we’ll lose some of our needed crops. The
blueberries are coming and along now and the hay is all in the barn. I’m
helping our next door neighbor get his in now. With no help this summer,
it’s rather hard to get everything done.
Well, I’ll close now so I can get this in the mail.
My Love to You—
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Concord, New Hampshire
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Concord, New Hampshire
Saturday, October 9, 1943
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
Well, I’ve started my flying and as far as I’ve gone, I like it very much. I
have 3 hours and 45 minutes to my credit. Now I know what Cookie did. It
really makes me feel very close to him.
The other night I was rather discouraged and I got back to my room
and lay on my bed, thinking of all Cookie said his first few weeks of flying. I
remember how discouraged he was and now I know how he felt. I have his
pictures on my desk and the one with his helmet and flying jacket on always
helps me. For his chin is so determined. It seems to say “You’ll make it, Joy.”
The town of Concord is very nice and I find the people very friendly
and willing to help you in every way. Everyone seems interested in what
you are doing and if you take time to tell them about it, they always seem to
be able to say something to make you feel good and help you. I live with a
very nice lady and each noon when I come home she always says, “How goes
it?” and I tell her all about my morning at the airport. Yes, I like it up here
and I hope someday I can earn my wings as Cookie did.
Mother in going out to Belleville, Illinois Monday morning as Lorna is
in the hospital. She had her appendix out last week and Ben wanted Mom to
come out and bring her back to Providence. I guess Ben needs Mother as
much as Lorna. He had taken the operation very hard and is all shot. He
can’t get passes to see her and all in all, he is really down in the dumps.
Well, there isn’t much news also outside of what I’ve told you, so I’ll
close. My address is General Delivery for a week or so and from then on it is
7 ½ Short Street. I’m going to live with the lady I’m living with’s sister in a
week or so.
My love to you all,
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Concord, New Hampshire
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Concord, New Hampshire
Saturday p.m., January 1, 1944
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I got your nice card and letter—thanks so much.
I often think of you folks and I’m sorry I haven’t written more than I
have, but my thoughts are with you anyway.
My flying is coming along quite well. I have finished my primary
training, which consists of 35 hours dual & solo. Now I am awaiting my call
to Texas for 6-months training. Then I’ll be in the service, which I’ll be glad
of.
I now have a job at the Concord Airport till I’m called. I’m a clearance
officer. It is very interesting work, and I feel as if I’m doing something every
time I give a plane his okay to take off. We have an Army program going on.
They teach the boys “Cross County” flights and all about bracketing the
beam, etc. The Government gives us so much time to get them through and
that’s all. When the boys finish their whole course, they are either Air
Transport Command Pilots or Civilian Instructors.
My hours are rather irregular, as I work 2 nights a week from 11:00 p.m.
to 5:00 a.m. or so, depending upon the weather. Then 2 days from 7:00 a.m.
to 3:00 p.m. The other days I fill in at the stock room. But I feel that what I’m
doing is bringing the War to a close that much quicker.
I’m so glad to hear about Nell & her husband. I hope that her dream
will come true very soon. And Jim & Connie in Florida. Gee, that’s
wonderful. Let’s hope he can stay here in the U.S. for some time to come. If
they are anywhere near St. Petersburg, Florida, tell them to look up Mr.
Herbert Jackson. That is my uncle. He & my Aunt & Great Aunt live there
and they would be very happy to have Jim & Connie for a visit as they love
young folks, and although they never met Cookie they always ask in every
letter and they have him in their daily prayers. So, Jim & Connie would be
very welcome, I’m sure.
Well, this letter isn’t very long or newsy but there isn’t much to tell. I
saw the New Year in last night up in the Glass Tower as they had “night
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flying” just the same. So it was like any other night. But as I give each plane
a light and the New Year came in, I thought that maybe by the next New
Year’s Eve, all these boys could be home again. Let’s hope so.
Well, I must close now as it is drawing near 11:00 p.m., and I must get
my bus to the airport.
My love to you all,
“Joy”
My address is:
7 ½ Short Street
Concord, New Hampshire
And any change, I’ll write and tell you—“Joy”

Joy Nevin with flight instructor in New Hampshire, ca. November 1943.
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Greene, Rhode Island
Wednesday, May 10, 1944
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
I just wanted to write to let you know that I think of you folks so much.
So many times I want to write to you but I feel that I haven’t much that I can
say.
I am still waiting call in the W.A.S.P.42 I have taken my Mental and
Interview, now I’m awaiting further orders as to my physical. I would like to
get started very soon, for its kinda lonesome around home here and I feel I
can do more in the Service.
Let’s hope this war ends real soon and all the boys can come home
again.
How are Jim & Connie? Is Jim still here in the country? Also, Doris—I
bet she has shot up since I’ve [last] seen her. Nell is married now, is her
husband in service?
I heard from Marshall Stockwell the other day. He is in London, or
rather very near London. He seems to enjoy England, but wishes he were
home too.
Well folks, I’ll close now. Do write & let me know how everyone is.
Love to you all,
“Joy”

42

W.A.S.P. = Military acronym for Women Airforce Service Pilots, a WWII flight training program for
women, training them to fly non-combat missions in order to free up more male pilots for combat missions.
The program graduated its first pilots in December 1943. Women had to pay their own way to training in
Texas. The W.A.F.S. = Women's Auxiliary Ferrying Squadron, merged with the W.F.T.D. = Women’s Flying
Training Detachment in August 1943 to form W.A.S.P. for the training of a civilian women’s pilots air-corps
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Rhode Island
Thursday, June 1, 1944
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
Received your nice letter, Mrs. Cooke and it seemed good to hear all
your news. I’m so happy for Jim & Connie. Let’s hope Jim won’t have to go
overseas at least till after the baby43 is born.
I have received my orders—I’m to report to Texas (Sweetwater) on
August 7th. Before I leave I’ve got to take another physical, but I presume I’ll
get by that alright.
I like flying a lot. It’s a big thrill & when I’m up there, I feel like the
world is mine. You feel as if nothing can hurt you “up there” in the clouds. I
really can’t explain, but it’s a wonderful feeling. So I’ll be mighty glad when I
start my training—I’ll feel then that I’m doing something to bring the “boys”
home again.
So Doris is still bigger than me. Well, I guess I’ll never reach her height
anyway. I’m afraid I won’t grow any more.
The folks are fine, although Dad had an accident with his eye about a
month ago. He tore the cornea of the eye with a “bull briar.” It seems to be
coming along as fast as it can but it was quite painful at first. He has to wear
dark glasses now, since they removed the bandage. Mom is busy in the
canteen and selling defense stamps.
My brother Ben is in Tampa, Florida. He is a Corporal now and has his
gunner’s wings. He expects to be sent overseas anytime now. Lorna, his
wife, had her baby April 14th—Lorna Lee Nevin. So, Mom & Dad feel quite
old now, being grandparents.
Mom is taking it quite well about my leaving for the service. I know
she worries, but mothers always do.
No, I haven’t heard from Pete [Arnold] in quite a while. I must write to
him soon. I received a letter from Marshall Stockwell. He is in England now
43

Jim & Connie Cooke’s first child (the eldest of their three daughters), their daughter Priscilla Ann Cooke
was born just 1-week later, on Thursday, 8 June 1944 in Binghamton, New York.
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& seems to like Army life fine. “Mickey”Finn was in Providence a few weeks
ago, but I was out here so [I] didn’t see him.
Well, I‘ll close now & write again as soon as I hear more definite orders.
As always, Love,
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Providence, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mrs. A.H. (Lillian) Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Providence, Rhode Island
Thursday, September 21, 1944
Dear Mrs. Cooke,
Received yours and I was so glad to hear from you and also to hear the
news you sent along. I feel as you that at last they’ve told us something.
Now let us pray that we hear more news real soon.
I’m sorry I have not written, but, along with planning to leave for the
service—and then the let down of not leaving, farming, and looking into my
future for this winter, I never seem to find time to do the things I’d like to do.
I decided I needed a little more business training before starting out on
the farm & dairy business, so I’m taking a business administration course at
Bryant College here in Providence.
I thought very seriously of going into the W.A.V.E.S.44 after the
W.A.S.P.’s folded up.45 But [with] the war coming to a close (we hope very
soon) and knowing I couldn’t leave till I’m 20 more or less swayed my
opinion over to more education—which now I’m more than glad I chose.
Although I miss the farm, and being out of doors, the course I’m taking will
be invaluable in anything I chose to undertake. I take business math, English,
Law, accounting, typing, economic history this 1st semester and enjoy all of
them very much.
Mom & Dad are fine. Dad is working very hard but seems to be able to
keep up. Mom is also busy with [the] Red Cross and helping Lorna (Ben’s
wife). The baby is fine and cute as a button. I think she looks like Dad. My
brother Ben is overseas. He just left so we don’t know where he’ll go. He is a
radioman on a B-17.46
44

W.A.V.E.S. = Women Accepted for Volunteer Emergency Service, the WWII Navy organization (formal
name U.S. Naval Reserve—Women’s Reserve). Those women who enlisted were given military rank and
were subject to military discipline, though they could not serve aboard combat ships.
45 The W.A.S.P. program (Women Airforce Service Pilots) graduated its first class 17 December 1943, and for
its duration graduated 1074 women, before being officially deactivated on 20 December 1944 (due in large
measure to considerable opposition from both Congress and the press, and General Henry “Hap” Arnold
disbanded it). In all, 38 WASP’s were killed—some while in training.
46 The Boeing B-17 “Flying Fortress,” a 4-engine heavy bomber primarily used by the U.S. Army Air Force
during WWII in the European campaign, and to a lesser extent in the Pacific theater against the Japanese.
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So glad to hear about Jim & Connie and the picture is grand of all of
you. Doris seems to have thinned down a good deal. How is she? Give her
my best. I hope you weren’t hit bad by the hurricane.47 We hardly noticed it
but some parts really took a beating.
Well, I guess I’ve told you all my news and I won’t let you wait so long
for a letter next time.
My love to you all,
as always, “Joy”

Joy Nevin at Tamarisk Farm, Rhode Island, ca. September 1946.

47

The Great Atlantic Hurricane of 1944, which was compared to the New England Hurricane of 1938,
though it was approximately one-third in damage costs. This hurricane made landfall on Long Island on 15
September 1944, hitting as a Category 3 hurricane, before moving northward to Rhode Island and onto
Maine, then onward toward Greenland. 390 lives were lost, mostly at sea, with 46 land deaths.
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From: Joy Nevin
Rice City, Rhode Island
(no envelope)
To: Mr. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
Patchogue, New York

Rice City, Greene, Rhode Island
Tuesday, March 27, 1945
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Cooke,
It’s been a long time since I have written you folks, as I figured I’d drop
a line and let you know how things are in Rhode Island.
I am still going to Bryant College and also working the farm in my
spare moments. I commute back and forth every day now as spring is here (I
hope) and I must get ready for spring planting and summer work. I’m
staying nights with a friend of mine whose husband is in the service. It
makes it much better for me was when I’m alone, it’s rather lonesome.
The farm is beautiful right now. I have always loved this time of year
in the country. I have mapped a lot of work out for this coming year as I’m
through college in August. I want to get some registered Guernsey cows and
hope to keep my head above water and “books out of the red” until this war
is over.
My folks are fine. They come down here most every weekend and help
out. My brother is still in Italy and has 28 missions to his credit. He has the
Air Medal, Presidential Citation, and also the Purple Heart. All we know
about the latter is that he was slightly wounded in the hand. So we are
hoping that it isn’t any more than that. He is back in action again, so I guess
he is all right.
How are things with you folks? Is Jim still in England? How is the new
member of the Cooke family? Is Connie with you folks? How is Doris? I’ll
bet she is a big girl now and almost through high school. How’s the Latin
coming, Doris? I guess Nell is still with her husband, or is he overseas too?
I also want to ask you folks whether you have heard any more news
about Cookie. I watch the papers each “night,” hoping that I’ll see that
maybe Cookie is in one of these prison camps. If you do hear anything, I
know you’ll let me know. I keep feeling that as each day passes maybe it is
one day nearer to this end of the War and news of Cookie. I have never once
felt that he wasn’t coming home. To me, it is only a matter of time.
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Around Rice City, we have lost three boys. Richard Doyle was a good
friend of Cookie’s. He was here in the States and the only report to his
mother was “cause undetermined.” He was a young boy at the top of the
road. Irving Dew was killed in Germany last week. He only went in the
service last December. Just 18. So there seems to be sadness seeping into
every home. Let’s hope that we can see V-Day come soon.
Tell Doris I have a new dog. He is a Shepherd-Collie cow dog. He is
six months old and stands as high as a Sable now. He seems to have herding
instinct, so I’m hoping I can train him to herd my cows. That will save me
time and a lot of walking.
Well, I seem to have told all the news of myself and the family. So until
next time, I hope you are all well. Write if you have a free minute and I’ll try
to do the same.
As always, Love,
“Joy”
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From: Joy Nevin
Box 1209
Winslow, Arizona
Postmarked: Winslow, Arizona, April 2, 1955, 11:30 a.m.
To: Rev. & Mrs. A.H. Cooke
27 Locust Street
Jamestown, New York

Winslow, Arizona
Saturday, April 2, 1955
Dear “Folks,”
Please excuse my long delay in answering your letter, Pop. I figured I’d
have some news of jury but so far I’ve only heard that it will be 3 months
more (probably 6 months).
My lawyer has asked the Judge to let me leave the state on bond until
the jury is drawn. We haven’t heard from him as yet but we should soon.
We may have to petition the court and have a hearing on same. Dad & Mom
are very upset over this for they felt sure the trial would be in April. Dad
acquaints himself with the facts through his lawyer back East, who keeps in
touch with my lawyer.
You said you found it hard to understand how I was led to marry Mr.
Windsor.48 I have wondered and pondered many times on this same
question. I can only agree with your conclusions—pity, loneliness and lack of
contact with people of my own background. I was, at that time, running my
“stockmen’s supply truck,” isolated from people a good deal—a lonely job
where I travelled from ranch to ranch. This is big country, as you know, and
my contacts were very limited. I met a lot of men my own age, cowboys who
worked and ran these ranches but I felt they were a “wild” bunch, not settled
or mature. Their type of amusement was bars and the like, things I had no
interest in.
I met Mr. Windsor while operating this business, and he seemed
mature (as well he might) and at the time we seemed to have a lot in
common. I felt he’d had a “rough” life, and that I could bring happiness to

48

Dotch G. Windsor (1896-1964). Born 11 July 1896 in Hale County, Texas, the fourth child & third son of
David Perry Windsor (1851-1912) and Adelaide “Addie” (Walker) Windsor (1860-1932). He lived and
worked most of his life as a cattle rancher in New Mexico and Arizona. He married Joy Nevin around 1950,
not long after his divorce from his first wife. They had one daughter in 1952. He and Joy divorced around
1956. He died in Holbrook, Arizona on 29 October 1964 at the age of 68, and is buried in Holbrook
Cemetery.
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him. I feel [now] that “un-happiness” is his happiness. This sounds a bit
queer, but I’m not dealing with a normal person.
I have found some good friends here in town. People my own age and
people of intellect, but I am not easy being only 64 miles from him. I feel he is
“close to the edge” and I cannot be too careful with Dee and myself—hence
my reason for leaving the state as soon as possible.
I read a good deal, and Dee49 and I take trips out looking for Indian
ruins, etc. She has some little friends and we usually take them with us,
armed with a picnic lunch.
Well this is all for now. The wind is blowing a small gale here today
and I hate to venture out but I must go to the bank, so…
I will keep you posted on anything new.
So until then, as always,
Love, “Joy”

Note: When this letter was written, Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke, Joy’s one-time fatherin-law to be, was convalescing at home in Jamestown, NY from a March 24th heart
attack. Only weeks later, he died from myocardial infarction on April 27, 1955, soon
after his 66th birthday. This was the only letter that survived in the ten years since
the last one was sent. It was also the last letter of Joy Nevin’s that we have.

49

Dee was Joy’s childhood nickname for her daughter, Adelaide Edith “Adela” Windsor, born September
1952 in Arizona.
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OBITUARY: Joy Nevin (1924-1998)
Joy Nevin, 73, died on Monday, October 5, 1998, at her home in
Holbrook, Arizona.
Although born and raised in Rhode Island, Joy became a loyal
westerner from the time she first worked cattle in Heber while in her
twenties. She was an active citizen of Holbrook and will be missed.
Survivors include her daughter, Adel Windsor of Ignacio, Colorado;
one brother, John B. Nevin of Mexico, one grandson, Mick Lorusso of Ignacio;
a niece, Joyce Mackin of Prescott; AZ and two nephews, Ian and W.H. Nevin
of Houston, Texas.
Services will be announced.
In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to the memorial fund at the
Holbrook Senior Citizens Center and Extended Care Facility, P.O. Box 580,
Holbrook, AZ 86025.
(Holbrook, Arizona Tribune-News, Wednesday, 7 October 1998)
Note: The librarian at the Holbrook (AZ) Public Library, Wendy, who assisted
me with my obituary request, included a photocopy from the local newspaper,
left a brief note regarding my request. It reads: “Joy was an asset to our
community. She kept the weather station for years and is dearly missed.—
Wendy.” 4 November 2010.

OBITUARY: Joy Nevin (1924-1998)
Joy Nevin, 73, of Holbrook, Arizona, an employee of Mathewson
Equipment Co., Providence, RI for 15 years, died Monday, October 5, 1998 at
home.
Born in Pawtucket, Rhode Island, a daughter of the late John and
[Margaret] Ethel (Withington) Nevin, she had lived in Providence before
moving to Holbrook, AZ in 1970.
She leaves a daughter, Adel Windsor in Ignacio, Colorado; a brother,
John B. Nevin in Mexico; and a grandson.
A private service was held in Arizona.
(Providence Journal/Evening Bulletin, Providence, Rhode Island, Saturday,
10 October 1998)

285

Lost & Found:

Painted Desert Trading Post, Navajo County, Arizona, ca. 1942
—by Russell A. Olsen.
Imagine the loneliest, most sun-baked desert expanse conceivable,
where a single lizard might be the only living thing—other than yourself—for
miles. There, right smack dab in the middle of lonely, you will find the
Painted Desert Trading Post. Dotch and Alberta Windsor opened the Painted
Desert Trading Post in the early 1940s, selling Native American curios, cold
drinks, and sandwiches, as well as gasoline from gravity pumps. The trading
post had no telephone, so calls were placed at the Painted Desert Park several
miles to the west. Appliances ran on electricity generated by a windmill.
The Windsors operated the post together until their marriage ended
around 1950. Joy Nevin, who ran a veterinary supply business in Holbrook,
Arizona, met Dotch at the trading post during a business trip and the couple
married, with Joy giving birth to a daughter in 1952. Dotch and Joy operated
the trading post together until they divorced in 1956.
The section of Route 66 that ran past the business was relocated,
widened and designated interstate 40 in the late 1950s, and the trading post
has sat empty and abandoned ever since. Joy went on to become a leading
figure in nearby Holbrook, where she still resides50 and where a street was
named in her honor. Dotch died in October 1964, but the skeletal remains of
the Painted Desert Trading Post still sit alongside the abandoned roadway,
slowly being reclaimed by the desert that once gave it life.
(from Greetings from Route 66: The Ultimate Road Trip Back Through Time
Along America’s Main Street, by Michael Karl Witzel, et al. Edited by
Michael Dregni. Minneapolis, MN: Voyageur Press, 2010, p.175)

50

Fact-checking would have helped the accuracy of this 2010 publication, as Joy Nevin was actually
deceased—having passed away in October 1998 in Holbrook, Arizona at the age of 73.
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The Painted Desert Trading Post, east of Holbrook, AZ, ca.1947 & ca.2005.

287

Joy Nevin & her daughter, Adela, ca. 1975.

Adela Windsor by the old Painted Desert Trading Post, 2011.
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Elton Cooke’s VB-136 squadron PV-1 Ventura
#29794 crew who all perished on 10 May 1943
in the Aleutian Islands
The primary listings for all flight crewmembers were transcribed directly
from the database World War II Navy, Marine Corps & Coast Guard
Casualties, 1941-1945, with biographical information added December 2011.
Cooke, Elton Wayne, Ensign, U.S. Naval Reserve. Parents, Rev. and Mrs.
Arthur Harry Cooke, 39 Jayne Avenue, Patchogue, New York.
Elton Wayne Cooke (Ensign) was born 11 July 1919 in Des Moines, Iowa. He was the 2nd
of four children of Rev. Arthur Harry Cooke (1889-1955), a Congregationalist minister who
emigrated to the U.S. from England in 1907, and Lillian Luther Cooke (1888-1961), born in
Adel, Iowa, a former school teacher. Elton graduated from Brown University, Providence,
Rhode Island in May 1942, and enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve on 21 May 1943 in
Boston, MA. He began aviator training at Squantum N.A.S. in Quincy, Massachusetts
that summer, and then transferred on 18 August 1942 to Jacksonville N.A.S., Florida for
aviation cadet training. He earned his wings there in January 1943, and then relocated to
Whidbey Island N.A.S., Washington, where he received training for the new medium-range
bomber, the Lockheed PV-1 Ventura. He was engaged to Joyce “Joy” Nevin (1924-1998) in
February 1943 on his last home leave. He shipped off to Adak N.A.S., Aleutian Islands,
Alaska on 28 April 1943. He was co-pilot on the PV-1 Ventura #29794 reconnaissance
mission over Kiska on 10 May 1943, and was reported missing-in-action when the flight
never returned. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron (the
other was PV-1 Ventura #29847, which also claimed 5 lives). He died at 23. Elton was
posthumously awarded the Purple Heart Medal, and his name is inscribed at the National
Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Matthews, Robert Stanley, Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class, U.S. Navy.
Wife, Mrs. Juanita Maud Matthews, 49 First Street, Highlands, New Jersey.
Robert Stanley Matthews (AMM3c) was born 29 November 1919 and raised in Red Bank,
New Jersey. He was the son of Harold James Matthews (1894-1959), himself a Navy
veteran from WWI, and Catherine Elizabeth [Bailey] Matthews (1894-1974). Robert
graduated high school in 1938 and worked in a local bicycle shop for a few years before he
enlisted in the U.S. Navy in December 1941, shortly after Pearl Harbor. His son, Harold
James “Jim” Matthews was born in September 1939 to Juanita Maud Cowell (1924-2008),
whom he married not long after joining the Navy. He was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska
with the VB-136 squadron, and was the tail gunner on the PV-1 Ventura #29794 on that
ill-fated mission on 10 May 1943. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB136 squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29847, which also claimed 5 lives). He died at
23. Robert was posthumously awarded the Purple Heart Medal, and his name is inscribed
at the National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of
1948. Robert kept a brief but vital journal of his time in Alaska, and his fellow AMM3c &
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friend, Loy Stordahl, kept this journal after he went missing, and months later sent it to
Robert’s mother, Mrs. Catherine Matthews (she was then separated from her husband, and
later divorced). Robert’s son, Jim Matthews is alive and well, living in central Florida, and
has a couple of granddaughters. I first contacted him in October 2010, and he kindly &
generously shared some of his father’s surviving documents.

McLennan, John Roderick, Aviation Radioman 3rd class, U.S. Navy.
Parents, Mr. and Mrs. Christopher John McLennan, 4339 Fuller Avenue,
Culver City, California.
John Roderick McLennan (ARm3c) was born 10 February 1925 in Los Angeles County,
California, and raised in Beverly Hills & Culver City, CA. He was the only son of
Christopher John McLennan (1889-1951), an automobile machinist, born Ontario, Canada,
and Hulda [Rapp] McLennan (b.1904-??), born in California of Swedish immigrant
parents. John presumably enlisted in the U.S. Navy in 1942. He was stationed at Adak
N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron, and was the radioman on the PV-1 Ventura
#29794 crew on their flight on 10 May 1943 that went missing. It was the 2nd flight
mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29847,
which also claimed 5 lives). He died at 18. John was posthumously awarded the Purple
Heart Medal, and his name is inscribed at the National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific
(Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Permenter, Owen Leland, Lieutenant (junior grade), U.S. Naval Reserve.
Parents, Mr. and Mrs. Owen Leslie Permenter, 1510 4th Street, Santa Rosa,
California.
Owen Leland Permenter (Lt. jg) was born ca. January 1919 in Idaho, and raised in Kern &
Tulare counties in California’s central valley. He was the first son (with 3 younger sisters)
of Owen Leslie Permenter (1893-1977), a farmer & merchant born in Texas, and Amanda J.
“Amy” [Leney] Permenter (1889-1982), born in Nebraska of Swedish immigrant parents.
Owen enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve on 20 June 1941 in Oakland, California, and was
appointed to aviation cadet training at Pensacola N.A.S., Florida on 7 August 1941. He
was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron on 10 May 1943, when he
was ostensibly called in to take over for the regular pilot for PV-1 Ventura #29794 who was
out ill that morning. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron
(the other was PV-1 Ventura #29847, which also claimed 5 lives). Owen died at 24. One of
the articles Jim Matthews sent described Owen’s parents making a cross-country trip to
visit with the parents of all of the lost crewmember’s parents & families ca. 1944. He was
posthumously awarded the Purple Heart Medal, and his name is inscribed at the National
Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Tall, Frank Seymore, Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class, U.S. Navy.
Grandmother, Mrs. Mamie Tall, 2527 15th Street, Denver, Colorado.
Frank Seymore Tall (AMM3c) was born in late-1925 in Alamance County, North Carolina,
the only son of Leland Frank “Lee” Tall (1899-1941), a laborer & dishwasher from
Washington, D.C., and Jennie Seymore [Zachary] Tall (1900-1928), born in Alamance
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County, North Carolina. Frank’s mother died when he was 2 ½ years old on 8 April 1928
from complications from influenza, related to her having tuberculosis—which also afflicted
his father, Lee Tall. Frank and his father moved to Denver, Colorado by 1930 to live with
his grandparents, Richard (1876-1940) and Mamie Tall (1874-1943), where his father Lee
died in 1941. Frank presumably enlisted in the U.S. Navy from Colorado in late 1942. He
was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron, and was a gunner on the
PV-1 Ventura #29794 on their ill-fated mission on 10 May 1943. It was the 2nd flight
mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29847,
which also claimed 5 lives). Frank died at 17, the youngest of all the crewmembers. He was
posthumously awarded the Purple Heart Medal, and his name is inscribed at the National
Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Flight information listed from

“Naval Aviation Safety Center Aircraft Accident Reports”
Microfilm reel #27 Card #43-6837
Date: 10 May 1943
Location: Around Kiska Harbor or Holts Bay, Attu
Purpose: Routine Search
Flying Conditions: Bad. Ceiling from zero to 200-ft.; Visibility: 0-2mi.
Crew Missing:
 Lieut.(jg) Owen Permenter (pilot) AVN USNR
 Ensign Elton W. Cooke (co-pilot) AVN USNR
 ARM3c J.S. McLennan (FO) USN
 AMM3c R.S. Matthews (FO) USN
 AMM3c F.S. Tall (FO) USN

From the Administrative Report on VB-136 #29794:
This PV-1 took off on a Reconnaissance flight to Kiska Harbor and Gertrude
Cove, Kiska Island. This plane did not return from his mission and no
information as to fate or whereabouts of plane or crew has been received.
Bad weather prevailed at the time. It is believed that the pilot may have
flown into one of the numerous mountains in the vicinity. The JAG
recommends that all personnel involved be carried on the rolls as missing.

See also: Lt. Cmdr. Nathan S. Haines’ letter (pg.299), and AMM1c Loy
Stordahl’s letter (pg.301) for further details.

291

The other VB-136 squadron PV-1 Ventura #29847 crew
who also perished on 10 May 1943 in the Aleutian Islands
Boruch, Benedict Jacob, Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class, U.S. Naval
Reserve. Mother: Mrs. Sophie Boruch [father, deceased: Jacob Boruch], 2318
South Whipple Street, Chicago, Illinois.
Benedict Jacob Boruch (AMM3c) was born 1 March 1919 in Chicago, Illinois. He was the
third of five children born to Jakob Boruch (1891-1937), a steel factory machinist, and
Sophie [Zulowska] Boruch (1892-1977), married in 1913, both Polish immigrants. Benedict
enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve from Chicago, IL, likely in early-1942 after Pearl Harbor.
He was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron, and was one of the
gunners on the PV-1 Ventura #29847 flight mission which crashed in Kuluk Bay, Adak
Island on 10 May 1943, killing all five crewmembers. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish
that day from VB-136 squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29794, which also claimed 5
lives). Benedict died at 24. His name is inscribed at the National Memorial Cemetery of the
Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Molloy, Robert John, Lieutenant (junior grade), U.S. Naval Reserve. Parents:
Mr. & Mrs. John L. Molloy, 5857 North Lake Drive, Milwaukee, Wisconsin.
Robert John Molloy (Lt. jg), was born on 23 February 1918 in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. He
was the eldest of 4 children of John Leo Molloy (1895-1960) and Elvera L. “Vera” Molloy
(1898-1981), both from Wisconsin. Robert enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve in Chicago,
Illinois on 23 April 1941, and on 10 July 1941 he was transferred to Jacksonville Naval Air
Station, Florida for aviation cadet training. Robert was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska
with the VB-136 squadron. He was pilot on the PV-1 Ventura #29847 flight mission which
crashed in Kuluk Bay, Adak Island on 10 May 1943, killing all five crewmembers. It was
the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron (the other was PV-1
Ventura #29794, which also claimed 5 lives). Robert died at 25. Neither his name or the copilot's, Ensign Ralph Gabriel Wingfield (1916-1943), were inscribed at the National
Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), in Honolulu, Hawaii. Presumably this was
because his remains were recovered and later interred (in October 1948) at Holy Cross
Cemetery & Mausoleum in his hometown of Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

Renzow, John, Aviation Radioman 3rd class, U.S. Navy. Father: Mr. John
Fred Renzow, Sr., 7805 Elton Street, Affton, Missouri.
John Renzow (ARm3c) was born 13 January 1925 in St. Louis, Missouri. He was the 2nd
child of John Frederick Renzow (1895-1992), born in Missouri of German immigrant
parents, and Emma [Fuess] Renzow (1896-1971), also born in Missouri. John presumably
enlisted in the U.S. Navy in 1942 in St. Louis, MO. John was stationed at Adak N.A.S.,
Alaska with the VB-136 squadron, and was the radioman on the PV-1 Ventura #29847
flight mission which crashed in Kuluk Bay, Adak Island on 10 May 1943, killing all five
crewmembers. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB-136 squadron (the
other was PV-1 Ventura #29794, which also claimed 5 lives). John died at 18. John was
interred in September 1948 at Jefferson Barracks National Cemetery, St. Louis, Missouri.
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Rickey, Robert Daniel, Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class, U.S. Naval
Reserve. Father: Mr. & Mrs. William Augustus Rickey, 73 Ridgedale Avenue,
Madison, New Jersey.
Robert Daniel Rickey (AMM3c) was born 10 May 1918 in Madison, Morris County, New
Jersey. He was the youngest of five children of William Andrew Rickey (b.1883-??), a
Standard Oil Co. employee born in New York of Czechoslovakian immigrant parents, and
Mabel Rickey (1883-1957) of New York. Robert’s older two brothers both also served
during WWI—Andrew M. (1912-2001) in the U.S. Army, and William C. (1907-1995) in
the U.S. Coast Guard. Robert presumably enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve around 1941.
Robert was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron. He was one of the
gunners on the PV-1 Ventura #29847 flight mission which crashed in Kuluk Bay, Adak
Island on 10 May 1943, killing all five crewmembers. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish
that day from VB-136 squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29794, which also claimed 5
lives). Robert died on his 25th birthday. His name is inscribed at the National Memorial
Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), Honolulu, Hawaii as of 1948.

Wingfield, Ralph Gabriel, Ensign, U.S. Naval Reserve. Wife: Mrs. Ralph G.
Wingfield, 524 West Highland, Seattle, Washington.
Ralph Gabriel Wingfield (Ensign) was born on 14 May 1916 in Lynchburg, Virginia. He
was the eldest of two children of Ralph William Wingfield (1895-1969), a foundry clerk, and
Alice Ruth [Monaghan] Wingfield (1895-??), married in 1915, both from Virginia. He
graduated from Notre Dame University and enlisted in the U.S. Naval Reserve in
Washington, D.C. on 8 October 1941, where he began basic training. He transferred to
New Orleans Naval Reserve Aviation Base, Louisiana on 19 February 1942, and then
transferred to Corpus Christi Naval Air Station, Texas to begin aviation cadet training on 2
March 1942. He was married to Ocye [Whitten] McNeil (1916-2011) around this time.
Ralph was stationed at Adak N.A.S., Alaska with the VB-136 squadron. He was co-pilot on
the PV-1 #29847 flight which crashed in Kuluk Bay, Adak Island on 10 May 1943, killing
all five crewmembers. It was the 2nd flight mission to perish that day from VB-136
squadron (the other was PV-1 Ventura #29794, which also claimed 5 lives). At 27, Ralph
was the oldest of all the young men killed that day. Neither his name or the pilot’s, Lt. (jg)
Robert John Molloy (1918-1943), were inscribed at the National Memorial Cemetery of the
Pacific (Punchbowl), in Honolulu, Hawaii. Presumably this was because his remains were
recovered and later interred at Spring Hill Cemetery in his hometown of Lynchburg, VA.

MISHAPs: 10 MAY 43 A/C: PV-1, Location: NAS Adak, Alaska Strike: YES
BUNO:#29847 Cause: After returning to base from a routine search flight, the pilot was
making his recognition circle of the area prior to landing. His airplane was seen to
suddenly fall off on the left wing approximately two minutes from shore. It is the
opinion of the reporting Officer that the crash resulted from loss of flying speed while
the pilot was making a turn in an area restricted by low ceiling and visibility. Crew
Killed: Pilot Lt (jg) Robert John Molloy, Ensign Ralph Gabriel Wingfield, ARM3 John
Renzow, AMM3 Robert Daniel Rickey, and AMM3 Benedict Jacob Boruch.
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AMM3c Robert S. Matthews—
Articles, Documents & Photographs
RED BANK SAILER MEETS EX-BUDDY
Bob Matthews Joyful to See Seaman James Rice in Newport, Rhode Island
Robert Stanley Matthews, son of Mr. and Mrs. Harold James Matthews,
Waneta avenue, Highlands, recently passed the test for aviation machinist
mate, one of three persons out of 150 who passed the test.
Sent to school Tuesday from Newport, Rhode Island, where he had
been stationed, he is now studying to become a seaman third class.
Bob Matthews was employed by Grover Parker previous to his
enlistment on January 10th.
He attended the Red Bank High School and about a week ago, his
“buddy” of those days, whom he hadn’t seen for about a year and a half,
landed at Newport, R.I. off a U.S. vessel. The two met on the street. His
friend is Seaman James Rice, son of Mrs. Sadie Rice, White Street.
(Unnamed newspaper, Highlands, New Jersey, ca. 1942)

Robert Stanley Matthews & his son, Harold James “Jim” Matthews, ca.1940.
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ROBERT MATTHEWS, NAVY GUNNER, MISSING
Red Bank Youth, 23, Asked for Assignment that would Bring Action
Twenty-three-year-old Robert Stanley Matthews of 7 Wharf Avenue,
wanted to see action. He quit a comparatively safe job at a shore naval
station last year and asked his commanding officer to assign him to an
aircraft carrier as a machinist’s mate.
Saturday, May 15th, his father, Harold James (Brick) Matthews, who
served eight years in the Navy in the last war, received a terse telegram from
the Navy department:
The Navy Department deeply regrets to inform you that your son Robert
Stanley Matthews, aviation machinist’s mate, third class, U.S. Navy, is
missing in the performance of his duty and in the service of his country. The
department appreciates your great anxiety but details [are] not now available
and delay in receipt thereof must necessarily be expected to prevent possible aid
to our enemies.
Rear Admiral Randall Jacobs,
The Chief of Navy Personnel.
His young wife, the former Wanita [Juanita] Shay of Highlands, refuses
to give up hope. She is now living with her family at Highlands, where she is
desperately trying to keep her mother’s pretty home looking spic and span.
With her is three-year-old Harold J. Matthews, their son.
Bob kissed his wife and baby goodbye on December 20, 1941. He said
Pearl Harbor meant an awful lot “to me and I’ve got to get in the Navy.” His
wife refused to stand in the way.
After seven months of duty at a shore naval station, Bob asked for a
transfer. He got it.
Shortly after being assigned to a navy fighter plane as rear gunner, he
was given a leave. He rushed home and visited his happy wife and child. He
remembered other friends as well.
Always one to tinker with machines, Bob returned to The Daily
Standard office for a short visit with the managing editor and staff. He
served as one of the official inspectors on The Standard’s All-American Soap
Box Derby committee.
(Unnamed newspaper, Highlands, New Jersey, ca. Monday, 17 May 1943)
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Robert Stanley Matthews (left) with Navy buddy, ca.1942.
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ROBERT MATTHEWS REPORTED MISSING NEAR ATTU ISLAND
Parents Receive Letter from Son After Telegram
Red Bank, New Jersey, May 17—Aviation machinist mate third class,
Robert Matthews, 23, son of Mr. and Mrs. Harold Matthews, of 7 Wharf
Avenue, has been reported missing in action near Attu Island, according to a
telegram received Wednesday by his father.
Mr. Matthews revealed that his son was a rear turret gunner on a
carrier-based plane and in a letter received the same day as the telegram it
was stated that he was going to participate in a campaign soon.
The letter stated further: “All I want to do is knock hell out of their
planes.” It concluded with: “Well, Dad, write soon and don’t worry. Just look
after Mom and yourself.”
Young Matthews is married and has a child. He enlisted in the Navy
immediately after Pearl Harbor. Mr. Matthews, the youth’s father received
another letter from his son this morning, which he said he does not intend to
open.
FATHER A NAVY MAN
He told us then that he expected to see action “soon” and it would be
from the rear of a tough navy plane, as he put it.
Bob was born in Atlantic Highlands and came to Red Bank when a year
old. He attended Red Bank High School. He left school to work. He married
when 20.
He was employed by Grover Parker’s, Mechanic Street, where he was
shop mechanic in charge of bicycle repairs.
Bob’s father served his first hitch in the Navy on the battleship U.S.S.
Rhode Island. He retired from the navy a boatswain’s mate, first class.
Mrs. Matthews, in a cross-country trip just recently, visited Bob before
he left for active duty. She spent seven days with him.
(Red Bank Register, Red Bank, New Jersey, ca. Tuesday, 18 May 1943)
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RED BANK SAILOR REPORTED MISSING
Robert S. Matthews was on Airplane Carrier
Robert Stanley Matthews, aviation machinist’s mate third class, United
States Navy, was reported “missing in action” by the war department last
week. A message to this effect was received by his father, Harold J. (Brick)
Matthews of Wharf Avenue, who himself served in the Navy during World
War I.
Mrs. Juanita Shay
Matthews, wife of the
missing sailor, who
resides at Highlands, last
saw her husband
December 20, 1941. They
have a child, Harold J.
Matthews, who is three
years old.
Matthews had
seven months of duty at
a shore naval station and
then asked for a transfer
to active service. He was
assigned to an aircraft
carrier.
Machinist’s Mate
Matthews was born at
Atlantic Highlands and
came to Red Bank when a
year old. He attended
Red Bank high school,
leaving school to go to
work. He was employed
by Grover Parker, bicycle dealer, and was shop mechanic in charge of bicycle
repairs.
His father served in the Navy for eight years. During World War I he
was on the U.S.S. Rhode Island and when he received his discharge from the
Navy he was a boatswain’s mate first class.
(Red Bank Register, Red Bank, New Jersey, Thursday, 20 May 1943)
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NAVY CONTINUES HUNT FOR RED BANK YOUTH IN ATTU
Machinist’s Mate Bob Matthews Lost on Search Flight
A letter from the commanding officer of their son’s squadron has
brought renewed hope into the lives of Mr. and Mrs. H.J. Matthews, 7 Wharf
Avenue. The boy, Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class Robert Matthews, was
reported to be missing in action on a routine search flight.
Lieutenant Commander Nathan S. Haines’ letter follows:
Mr. & Mrs. H.J. Matthews
7 Wharf Avenue
Red Bank, New Jersey
Dear Mr. Matthews:
Your son was attached to my squadron on the date that plane of which
he was a crew member was reported missing.
I feel that you would like to know some of the circumstances, as much as
we know, surrounding the flight which the plane made. The plane took off
from the base on a routine search flight. Although weather conditions were not
good, other planes completed their searches in approximate areas. The base had
no radio communication from the plane after it took off, but that is not
uncommon in this part of the world, due to atmospheric conditions.
Prior to the time the plane was overdue (time based on its gasoline
range), all radio and rescue efforts possible were put into operation. Search
planes were dispatched to cover the areas and a vigilant lookout for the plane
has not yet been relaxed. As you may know this territory stretches over a vast
uninhabited area and therefore we always have hope. Good fortune has befallen
our good men before.
My deepest sympathies attend this letter, but I trust you will always
have the same hope that I hold. Our men are doing a grand job for their
country. Nothing will have been in vain.
Please feel entirely free to call on me for any further assistance or
information you may desire.
Sincerely,
Nathan S. Haines51
Lt. Commander, U.S. Navy, commanding.
(Unnamed newspaper, Highlands, New Jersey, ca. May 1943)
51

Nathan Starr Haines (1908-1977). He was born 19 August 1908 in Decatur, IL. He served in the U.S. Navy
from July 1926 to June 1950, and was Lt. Commander of VB-136 from February—December 1943. He died in
Seattle, WA on 9 January 1977 at the age of 68. Note: I presume that the families of all five members of Elton’s
crew were sent similar letters, though this transcribed copy to the Matthews family (sent by Jim Matthews) is the only
one we have.
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JUST A MOTHER’S HEART
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
Do you know the secret of my son?
Did he, in your inky blackness
Die before his job was done?
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
What is my beloved’s fate?
Has a rescue party found him,
Or was their searching done too late?
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
Where is my beloved now?
Is he in some lifeboat floating?
Or does he sail before God’s prow?
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
That all his duties are done
And as his ship went to the bottom
He knew the battle had been won.
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
Of that new star I saw last night
Is my lad from off the Juneau
Signaling that all is right?
Tell me, O Pacific waters,
I know his fate is in God’s hands
And if he never comes back smiling
Somehow I will understand
That God needed my dear sailor
To sail his star-strewn seas above.
Oh, I know he’s now reposing
Deep within God’s arms of love.
Written by Mrs. Catherine Matthews, ca.1943.
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Letter to Robert Matthew’s mother from his crewmate, Loy Stordahl:
To: Mrs. Catherine E. Matthews
Highlands, New Jersey

Bowman, North Dakota
Tuesday, December 28, 1943
Dear Madam,
I am writing in regard to my friend and your son, Robert, missing in the
Aleutian Islands campaign since last May the 10th. Robert and I were good
friends, and I first became acquainted with him in Florida, at gunnery school.
I went north with the same squadron. So what I am about to tell you I hope
you will accept in confidence, for this is somewhat against the rules. I met
Robert’s wife at Whidbey Island, and if you wish, you may pass this on to
her. By Whidbey Island, I mean at or in the state of Washington, near
Anacortes—where Robert’s wife lived.
On Monday, May 10, 1943, Robert’s crew were scheduled for a patrol
hop, which means searching an area of determined length—usually about 400
miles, in every case or search. The purpose is to see that the area they search
is clear of any enemy operation. They took off from the field at Adak (the
base from which we were operating) at about 7:00 o’clock in the morning.
The weather was foggy and rainy, a usual case up there, and from that time
there has been no word or communication from any of the crew or of the
plane. Adak is in the central part of the Aleutian islands, about a thousand
miles west of Kodiak, Alaska.
Robert started a diary just before he left for the Northland up until that
day. I’m enclosing that with this letter, hoping this may answer some of
those unanswered questions, and that there is a possibility that they may be
interred in Russia.
In closing, I extend my sincerest sympathy.
Loy B. Stordahl52
Bowman, North Dakota

52

Loy B. Stordahl, born 1 February 1910, died 3 November 1999, Newcastle, Weston County, Wyoming
82701. SSN# 504-01-9095, issued South Dakota (before 1951). Social Security Death Index, 18 November 2010.
Loy Burnell Stordahl, born 1 February 1910, died 3 November 1999. Service info: Aviation Machinist’s Mate
1st Class, U.S. Navy, WWII. Service start: 6 February 1942. Interment date: 5 November 1999 at Black Hills
National Cemetery, 20901 Pleasant Valley Drive, Sturgis, SD 57785. U.S. Veterans Gravesites, ca.1775-2006.

301

Journal of Aviation Machinist’s Mate 3rd class
Robert Stanley Matthews
Squadron VB-136, May 1-9, 1943

Saturday, May 1, 1943
Left Clover Valley yesterday. Took off at 7:10 p.m. Flew north for two
hours, seven planes all toll. Ran into a heavy fog. Then turned back to Clover
Valley.
Sunday, May 2, 1943
Took off at 7:00 p.m. for another try. This time we flew to an American
& Canadian base in Annette [Island], Alaska. It took 5 hours from Clover. We
refueled & started to make the long trip to Kodiak [Island]. But! Ran into fog
about 1 hour out. We returned to Annette [Island] & stayed for the night. We
slept in huts, four to a hut. We eat army chow. Then went hunting with [our]
thirty-eights.
Monday, May 3, 1943
Took off for Kodiak [Island]. It took us 6 hours. We flew over the
Pacific all the way. We saw a rubber life raft & a dead whale on the way. But!
The best part of it was when we saw land again. We landed at the base,
refueled [our] plane, eat & stayed for two days. The weather is foggy & rainy
& the mountains covered with snow.
Tuesday, May 4, 1943
Took off from Kodiak and landed in Cold Bay about 100 miles away.
The weather was foggy. Took off from Cold Bay & flew to Umnicki [probably
NAF Amchitka, Alaska.] Stayed there all night in a Quonset hut.
Wednesday, May 5, 1943
Took off at 10:00 AM & started for Adak N.A.S., 500 miles out of Cold
Bay. The weather was a little rough. We flew from 200 to 400 feet off the
water. Boy, was I nervous. I don't like this weather a bit. Arrived here at 12:45
p.m.
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Thursday, May 6, 1943
Got everything straightened out. Haven't flew yet since we got here & I
hope we don't fly. The weather is sure windy & foggy.
Friday, May 7, 1943
Still standing by. There's going to be a big push on Kiska & I hope I can
get in it. Cause I want to knock off a few Japs. If it wasn't for them, I'd be
home where I belong, with my wife & my loved ones.
Saturday, May 8, 1943
The weather is windy & foggy. We were scheduled to fly. But! now
we’re just standing by. Wrote Juan a letter today. Darn, I miss her. Today the
fireworks start.
Sunday, May 9, 1943
Got up at 3 o’clock a.m. to stand by for action. They expect a Jap task
force off of Attu or Kiska. This waiting sure gets on a fellow's nerves. I'll be
glad when it's over. One B-24 lost today. I hope everyone is safe.
Monday, May 10, 1943
[no entry]

PV-1 Ventura in flight from Squadron VB-136, taken 1943.
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MOTHER HEARS NEWS ABOUT HER SON
Mrs. Catherine Matthews, of Oneida avenue, Hilton Park, had as
weekend guests, Mr. & Mrs. Permenter, of Santa Rosa, California. Mrs.
Permenter’s son was on the same plane as Mrs. Matthews’ son, Robert
Stanley Matthews, which was shot down in the Northern Pacific during the
war. Both boys were reported missing for three years by the Government,
but after five years they have been declared dead from drowning. Mrs.
Permenter told Mrs. Matthews, after the plane, in which their boys were in,
failed to return to its base, a second plane was sent out to try and locate it, but
this plane also failed to return. The third plane was sent and when it
returned the officer in charge stated they had found the gas tank only,
floating in the water. There was a crew of five in the first plane and Mr. and
Mrs. Permenter have visited all the mothers whose sons sent down with their
son.
(unnamed newspaper, Highland, New Jersey, ca.1948)

FIVE-YEAR OLD SON STARTS SEARCH FOR HIS DAD,
PICTURED IN SANTOS TOMAS CAMP
Highlands, New Jersey—A bright five-year-old boy, Harold James
Matthews, has looked at many photographs of his father since he left for
service four years ago. He spotted a picture in last Wednesday’s New York
Daily Mirror which the lad’s grandmother is convinced is the boy’s daddy,
Robert Stanley Matthews, aviation machinist’s mate 3rd class, who has not
been heard from since he was officially listed as missing on May 10, 1943 in
the Battle of Attu.
The picture is one taken from the Japs showing a group of Santos
Tomas prisoners at an early period of their captivity and bears a striking
resemblance to Matthews. Mrs. Matthews has not heard any further word as
to the whereabouts of her son although she has been in constant contact with
the Red Cross. The last letter she received was dated just before he sailed for
Attu.
Matthews attended Red Bank Junior High School and prior to entering
service was employed at Grover Parker’s in Red Bank where he helped put
together the famous blue and white racer that won first prize for Richard
Doughty in the 1941 Soap Box Derby sponsored by Grover Parker.
(Unnamed newspaper, Highlands, New Jersey, ca. 1945)
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SECRETARY OF THE NAVY
WASHINGTON, D.C.
24 January 1946
Mrs. Catherine Elizabeth Matthews
Box 36
Highlands, New Jersey
My dear Mrs. Matthews:
Your son, Robert Stanley Matthews, Aviation Machinist’s Mate third
class, United States Navy, is officially determined to be missing in action as of
10 May 1943. The plane your son was aboard, attached to Bombing Squadron
136, and based at the Naval Air Station, Umnak, Alaska, departed in the early
morning of 10 May 1943 to make a close reconnaissance of Kiska Harbor and
Gertrude Cover, Kiska Island, and Holtz Bay, Attu Island. The weather
conditions at the time were undesirable along the entire route of the
scheduled flight. Nothing was heard from the plane after it left its base, and
thorough air searches which were conducted for several days failed to reveal
any trace of the missing plane or your son. To date, no further information
has been received by the Navy Department concerning the fate of your son.
In view of the additional length of time that has now elapsed since your
son was reported missing in action, because of the strong probability that he
lost his life while aboard a plane which failed to return to its base after a
reconnaissance patrol over a combat area, and in view of the fact that his
name has not appeared on any lists or reports of personal liberated from
Japanese prisoner of war camps, I am reluctantly forced to the conclusion that
he is deceased. In compliance with Section 5 of Public Law 490, 77th
Congress, as amended, the death of your son is, for the purposes of
termination of pay and allowances, settlement of accounts, and payment of
death gratuities, presumed to have occurred on 4 January 1946.
I know what little solace the formal and written word can be to help
meet the burden of your loss, but in spite of that knowledge, I cannot refrain
from saying very simply, that I am sorry. It is hoped that you may find
comfort in the thought that your son gave his life for his country, upholding
the highest tradition of the Navy.
Sincerely yours,

James Forrestal
305

[second page of newspaper article, ca. January 1946, first page lost]
Robert S. Matthews, son of Harold J. and Catherine E. Matthews of 7
Wharf Avenue, Hilton Park township, and Harold Matthews of Red Bank has
been reported by the Secretary of the Navy as being killed in action after
having been carried on a missing in action status since May 10, 1943.
Enlisting in the Navy on January 24, 1942, Matthews trained at Chicago,
Florida, and California. He went to the Aleutian Islands May 1, 1943 as an
aviation machinist’s mate and ten days later took off from the Naval Air
Station at Umnak, Alaska, to make a close reconnaissance of Kiska harbor and
Gertrude Cove, Kiska island, and Holtz Bay, Attu. The weather conditions at
the time were described as undesirable. The plane did not return from the
mission and nothing was heard of it or its crew, even though intensive
searches were conducted for several days.
In writing Mrs. Matthews, Secretary of the Navy James Forrestal stated:
“I know what little solace the formal and written word can be to help meet
the burden of your loss, but in spite of that knowledge, I cannot refrain from
saying very simply, that I am sorry. It is hoped that you may find comfort in
the thought that your son gave his life for his country, upholding the highest
tradition of the Navy.”
Matthews was born in Atlantic Highlands and attended school there
and at Red Bank High School. At the latter he participated in boxing. Besides
his parents, he is survived by his wife, the former Miss Maude J. Cowell of
Long Branch, and one son, Harold, who resides with his grandmother.
Similar notification was received by the young man’s father.

IN MEMORIAM
In loving memory of Robert Stanley Matthews, who was killed in
action, 10 years ago, May 10, 1943, while serving with the U.S. Armed Forces.
Gone away for a little while, we miss you, son.
We are thankful we are alive. We are glad we live today. There are,
son, many tokens of His presence and so many evidences of the love for us in
this world about us.
Help us to live today with much gladness in our hearts as we will
become the children of God for whom a day like this is made.
We ask it in Jesus’ name, we turn our everlasting arms to God. Amen
Catherine Matthews, mother, and Harold Matthews, son.
(Unnamed newspaper, Highlands, New Jersey, ca. May 1953)
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Article: PACIFIC OPS, 1943-1945
U.S. Navy and Marine PV-1/2s ranged across the Pacific Ocean from
the Aleutian Islands in the north to Guadalcanal in the south, flying armed
reconnaissance missions between March 1943 and August 1945. Some 16
Navy PV-1 Ventura and PV-2 Harpoon squadrons participated in the war
against japan, namely VB/VPB (Navy Bombing/Navy Patrol Bombing
Squadrons) 128, 130, 133, 135, 136, 137-140, 142, 144, 146, 150-153. These units
were all controlled by Fleet Air Wings (FAW), which dictated the activities of
individual squadrons.

THE ALEUTIANS
PV-1 operations began in the North Pacific in the spring of 1943 when
VB-135, commanded by Lt. Commander P.C. Williams, was sent into the
front line. After training at Whidbey Island, Washington, the squadron
arrived on Adak, in the Aleutians, on 12 April, and commenced operations
soon after as part of FAW-4.
Cold, isolated and barren, the Aleutians are a chain of islands located in
the North Pacific that extend southwest and northwest for over 1000 miles
(1609 km). The land mass consists of 14 large and 55 smaller islands, each of
which feature innumerable islets. If put together, the islands occupy a land
area of 6821 square miles. Blighted by appalling weather rolling straight off
the Pacific, the Aleutians boasted some of the worst flying conditions
encountered by Allied forces of WWII. Ventura pilot Doug Birdsall of VB-139
was a veteran of the campaign:
“The Navy increased the allowable take-off weight of our PV-1s to
29,000 lbs. (13,154 kg), then established a maximum gross take-off weight of
34,000 lbs. (15,422 kg). We flew them out of Attu at night-time off slushcovered Marston Mat runways at that weight!”
[photo description:]
An early model PV-1 (possibly belonging to VB-135) is seen at Annette Island,
on the southern tip of the Alexander Archipelago of southeastern Alaska, in the
summer of 1943. This aircraft is camouflaged in the Navy’s standard
blue/grey and light grey scheme. Note the low-hanging clouds over the
mountains in the distance. Such weather conditions were the cause of
numerous fatal Ventura crashes in-theater when aircraft flew into cloudshrouded mountains.
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Flying them on missions to the enemy-held Kurile Islands also posed a
problem, for the PV-1’s range was approximately 1600 miles (2575 km), while
the distance to Paramushiro and back was near 1500 miles (2412 km).
Birdsall continues:
“We ended up with 11 separate fuel tanks and no cross-feed capability, which
meant that we had to burn each tank dry to utilize all the fuel. After a few
months, Lockheed came up and retrofitted a cross-feed system.”
Two weeks after the arrival of VB-135, VB-136, led by Lt. Commander
Nathan S. Haines, became the second PV-1 unit to reach the Aleutians. Both
units flew anti-submarine sweeps and photographic reconnaissance missions
over the Japanese-held islands of Attu and Kiska.
On 5 May 1943, VB-135 moved to Amchitka, which enjoyed the same
kind of weather experienced by the rest of the western Aleutian Islands—fog,
rain and snow, with temperatures ranging from 11°F to 65°F throughout the
year. It was a miserable place to be posted to, and many missions were
scrubbed due to poor weather. However, the new base was within bombing
range of Kiska, and the ASD-1 radar-equipped Venturas were used to guide
USAAF [U.S. Army Air Force] B-24s to their targets. In August, VB-135
moved to Alexai Point, on Attu, after the island was retaken by the U.S. Army
in May.
In October 1943, VB-136 joined its sister-squadrons on Attu and
commenced anti-aircraft searches. Two contacts were soon made with enemy
aircraft and the unit’s Lt. Dinsmore duly damaged a Mitsubishi G4M “Betty”
bomber. In November, VB-135 was relieved, transferring back to Whidbey
Island. Losses for the squadron in-theater had been light, with only two
fatalities occurring in an operational accident. The same could not be said for
the PV-1s however—of the 15 aircraft originally taken north by the unit, only
four remained airworthy by the end of operations.
(from PV Ventura/Harpoon Units of World War II, by Alan C. Carey.
Oxford, UK: Osprey Publishing, 2002, pp.24-26)
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Article: Dictionary of American Naval Aviation
Squadrons
—Volume 2, p.30

6–13 June 1942: Japanese forces landed 1,250 men on the island of Kiska, in
the Aleutians, on the 6th. On the 7th a second force began occupying the
island of Attu, also in the Aleutian island chain. Lieutenant Litsey of VP-41
was the first to spot the enemy troops on Kiska and the Japanese task force
assembled in the bay. On 11 June 1942, Commander Patrol Wing 4 received a
message from Commander in Chief Pacific which said, “bomb the enemy out
of Kiska.”
Following unsuccessful missions by U.S. Army Air Force B-24s and B17s, aircraft available from VPs 41, 42, 43 and 51 commenced continuous
bombing missions against targets in Kiska harbor from 11 to 13 June. These
missions became known as the “Kiska Blitz.” During these bombing strikes
the aircraft were serviced by Gillis (AVD 12) at Nazan Bay, Atka Island.
Efforts to use the PBYs as horizontal bombers dropping their bombs from
above the clouds proved futile. Pilots began attacking singly, approaching
from a direction that provided the best cloud cover. When they were over the
harbor the PBY-5 Catalinas were put into a dive and bombs released at
appropriate time. The flak was intense. A pullout was initiated at between
500 and 1,500 feet, and the plane immediately again sought cover in the
clouds. The raids continued until Gillis ran out of bombs and fuel.
During the “Blitz,” Lieutenant William N. Thies was awarded the Navy
Cross for his zealous aggressiveness in attacking enemy shipping, scoring a
confirmed hit on a large enemy transport. Ensign James T. Hildebrand, Jr.,
was also awarded the Navy Cross for his participation in all-night aerial
patrols and bombing attacks on enemy ships in Kiska harbor. The Navy
Cross citations for both men reflect their participation in the Aleutian Islands
campaign during 1 to 15 June.
1 July 1942: The various squadrons detachment rejoined the rest of VP-41 at
Dutch Harbor. The squadron returned to Seattle, Wash., on 22 August 1942.
23 February 1943: VP-41 reformed at NAS Whidbey Island, Washington.
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1 March 1943: VP-41 was re-designated VB-136 to reflect its change from a
patrol squadron to a bombing squadron. By May the PBY-5A flying boats had
been turned in, and the squadron began refitting with the PV-1 Ventura.
23 April 1943: The squadron deployed again to Adak, Alaska, and conducted
searches from Umnak to Adak, with numerous missions to Japanese-held
Kiska. Antisubmarine patrols were conducted in support of the pending
invasion of Kiska, but results were negative.
8 May 1943: The pace of operations changed from search vectors and patrols
to one of ground attack and bombing of Japanese positions on Kiska.
13 August 1943: The squadron put forth an all out effort to attack the
Japanese on Kiska in support of the Army landings being conducted. After
the staunch resistance offered by the Japanese during the landings at Attu
three months earlier, the Army requested that the Navy surface and air forces
thoroughly batter the enemy before the landings commence. After several
days of intense naval gunfire and bombing, Admiral Kincaid, commander of
the naval forces, gave General Buckner, commander of the Army landing
forces, the assurance that the landing zones would be clear. Upon landing the
Army found that the Japanese had conducted a withdrawal of all their
personnel under cover of bad weather.
1 October 1943: With the withdrawal of the Japanese forces from the
Aleutians, VB-136 was relocated to Attu and employed in long-range
missions into the Japanese-held northern Kurile Islands. The squadron
returned to Adak, Alaska, for rest and refit on 10 October 1943.
 Lt. Commander Nathan S. Haines, 23 Feb 1943 (assumed command)
 Lt. Commander Charles W. Wayne 27 Dec 1943 (assumed command)
23 Apr 1943—13 Dec 1943 FAW-4 Adak/Attu PV-1 North Pacific
http://www.history.navy.mil/avh-vol2/chap3-1.pdf
30 November 2011
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Article: Lockheed PV Ventura and Harpoon

by Jack McKillop, U.S. Navy Operations
A total of 29 USN squadrons operated PVs during World War II. Initially
designated patrol squadrons (VPs), these squadrons were redesignated bombing
squadrons (VBs) on 1 March 1943 and patrol bombing squadrons (VPBs) on 1
October 1944. PV-equipped squadrons operated in the Atlantic and the North,
Central, South and Southwest Pacific. The first unit equipped with PV-1s was
VP-82 in October 1942. The last squadron to operate the PV-1 was Medium
Patrol Squadron (landplane) Three (VP-ML-3) on 1 August 1948.
All but two of the PV squadrons serving in the Atlantic were established
at NAS Deland, Florida, and received their primary training there. The
squadrons then
moved to NAAS
Boca Chico,
Florida, for
advanced training
in antisubmarine
warfare (ASW) off
the coast of
Florida. Most
operations in the
Atlantic consisted
of ASW, barrier
sweeps and
convoy escort.
During the war,
PV squadrons
sank or assisted in
sinking six
German submarines in the Atlantic.
In the North Pacific, four squadrons operated PV-1 and PV-2 aircraft from
bases in the Aleutian Islands, Territory of Alaska, between April 1943 and the
end of the war. Initially, the PV squadrons were tasked with supporting the
Allied recapture of Attu and Kiska Islands and they flew photographic
reconnaissance, patrol and bombing missions to those islands. With the capture
of the two islands, the squadrons were based there and flew sector patrols and
photographic reconnaissance and bombing missions against Japanese
installations in the northern Kurile Islands.
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Joseph N. Luther, killed on 10 March 1943
There is another sad story of a life lost too young in WWII which I felt
compelled to include, as he and Elton died only 2-months apart. It was that
of Joseph Norton Luther (1915-1943), Lillian’s other nephew (and Elton’s first
cousin), the son of her older brother Ray Luther (1886-1969). Unfortunately,
little is known of his life. Ray & Nina Luther divorced when he was a boy,
and there is no known photograph of him. It was said that Lillian and her
brother Ray didn’t get along too well for many years. It is feasible that their
two families just didn’t see much of each other (as they also lived over 1,100
miles apart). There are, though, photos of the Cookes visiting them in the
late-1940s, ostensibly after Ray had undergone a religious conversion (as my
mother told it). Joseph N. Luther was not formally enlisted in the Armed
Forces, though he held the rank of Junior Engineer with the Merchant Marine.
He was serving on the maiden voyage of a new Liberty class vessel, the S.S.
James Sprunt, which sailed out of Charleston, South Carolina through Key
West, bound for the Panama Canal and then to Karachi, India [now Pakistan]
with a cargo of 4,000 tons of explosives. On Wednesday, 10 March 1943, their
ship was torpedoed by a German U-Boat off the coast of Cuba. The explosion
was so immense that it was reportedly seen from 40 miles away. What
remained of the ship sank in 30 seconds, with all 69 hands lost—8 officers, 36
crewmen, & 25 Navy guards—no survivors. He was 27 years old.
What is fascinating as well was the other side of the story, which came
to light when some enterprising historians tracked down and posted on the
World Wide Web—that of the very U-Boat which torpedoed the ship that
day. The U-Boat, U-185, had a crew of some 48 men, and was under the
command of German Naval officer, Kapitänleutnant August Maus. Hours
before the 9:09 a.m. attack which destroyed the S.S. James Sprunt, U-185 had
attacked the same convoy and crippled the tanker S.S. Virginia Sinclair,
leaving 7 dead and 37 survivors. Kptlt. Maus first joined the German Navy in
1934 at the age of 19 (born February 1915, he was only 4-months older than
Joseph Luther), and had assumed command of U-185 in June 1942. His
overall command record had 9 Allied ships sunk, and 1 damaged, including 2
Allied ships sunk only weeks before his capture.
U-185 was itself sunk on 24 August 1943 in the mid-Atlantic by depth
charges from 3 Avenger & Wildcat planes from the U.S. aircraft carrier, U.S.S.
Core. Several crewmembers were drowned or succumbed to chlorine gas
poisoning as the ship sank. Two, facing imminent death, took their own
lives. Five more crew later died from their injuries after they were rescued.
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August Maus and 25 other crew survived and spent the next three years as
prisoners-of-war in the U.S. before returning to Germany in 1946.
Maus and other fellow officer P.O.W.s managed to escape from their
respective internment camps in Tennessee & Arizona on at least two
occasions, only to be tracked down and re-imprisoned. In 1946, Maus and his
fellow prisoners were returned to British occupied Germany, and soon were
granted their freedom. Herr Maus became a successful businessman in
Hamburg, raised a family, and died on 28 September 1996 at the age of 81.

Kptlt. August Maus, formal portrait, & returning from patrol, ca.1943.
After years of fruitless searching for what became of Joseph N. Luther, I
finally came upon this website, www.uboat.net/boats/u185.htm, in July 2011,
and thus concluded my search. I was intrigued by the tragic circumstances of
war under which my late cousin met his untimely demise in the service of his
country, and how his nemesis, then unknown, survived and lived out his life
into old age and relative success. That they were almost exactly the same age
lent a strange irony to my understanding of this WWII encounter. One vessel
and crew—all dead, and the other vessel and crew, later bombed, and their
ship sunk, but with some survivors. For one who has never known combat, I
felt an eerie and unsettling recognition of the contradictory outcomes of their
lives—the victim and the victor. What, I must ask, is the justice of war? God
help me, but I want to know.
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Actor, Jürgen Prochnow (b.1941), and Kptlt. August Maus (1915-1996)
I was also struck by the resemblance August Maus did with the
German actor Jürgen Prochnow in his haunting portrayal of a U-Boat
commander in Wolfgang Petersen’s 1981 film Das Boot (The Boat). I vividly
remember seeing it with my Dad and brother Jim for the first time in
September 1982 when it was released to U.S. mainstream theaters (which was
uncommon for foreign language films). It was not only the first time I’d seen
a brilliant naval warfare film with such realistic special effects, but seeing the
war through these German sailors eyes, seeing their fears and hopes for
triumph and a safe return home to their homes and their lives. The film was
well-received by the critics, and was renowned as a heartrending anti-war
War film. It was unforgettable.
In the cinematic world I grew up with, the Germans and the Japanese
were all conceived as conniving, cruel, cunning, and cutthroat. Never had a
film brought the Germans’ humanity to light in such devastating fashion.
The sheer, sickening claustrophobia of the confining walls of their submarine
U-Boat, and the shattering explosions and paralyzing fear felt by these young
men. I was indeed terribly moved that night—and nearly 30 years later, was
similarly stricken to see the juxtaposition of that U-Boat’s empathetic
portrayal, and knowing U-185 had destroyed so many ships and killed so
many young men. Elton Cooke & Joseph Luther died so young, and others
survived and lived to old age. Will there ever be an answer in this lifetime?
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MY BROTHER ELTON
By Jim Cooke (1920-2005)

He was one year and one week older than I, was quick witted with a
good sense of humor and we shared quite a bit. We had our disagreements
but I was not too hard to get along with and he needed me for some of the
more practical needs. I was the fixer and he was the jokester and opportunist.
In Syracuse, New York, about a month before my 16th birthday [in
1936], he spotted a 1926 Model-T Ford sitting in a back yard with all four tires
flat, the transmission cover plate off, the right rear mudguard missing, bees
were entering and leaving through a hole in the seat-back, and one headlight
pointing in the wrong direction. He negotiated a price of $5.00 and came
home to sell me on the idea of using the car to sell cottage cheese around the
city.
We approached Dad and, after some convincing, he let us go ahead
with the idea. Dad was a good sport, that way, and must have thought we
wouldn't get into too much harm, giving it a try.
I was the mechanic and Elton was the organizer, entrepreneur, and
entertainer. The neighborhood kids enjoyed his quick wit and were willing
to cooperate.
The Model T was located down Stinard Avenue, 1 block, up Stolp
Avenue 2 blocks. He gathered the troops and armed with the $5.00, a tire
pump, and some smelly stuff Eddie Miller concocted with his chemistry set,
in order to cope with the bees, set out to get that thing and push it home.
So, you see we actually got the thing running in a few days and started
selling cottage cheese. Our first and best customer was the family across the
street. There were five girls in the family and we urged them to eat lots of the
cottage cheese.
The Rhyme of the Ancient Flivver by Ralph S. Thorne
It was an ancient flivver, run by James and Elton Cooke,
It gave the youngsters lots of fun as rides through camp they took.
They'd pile in it a dozen strong and stand on running board,
And shout and sing and ride along and laugh at that old Ford.
Five dollars was the price Cookie paid to own that Model T.
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On license bureau desk they laid four-fifty for the fee.
At home, the car was used to earn some money selling cheese.
In camp, for gasoline to burn, the money went with ease.
The car would rattle and would shake when it was under way.
The noise the engine then would make was like machine-gun play.
One day the whole works underwent a though overhaul
As Mister Rushey service lent and help was giv'n by all.
We hope the Ford will come again to camp another year.
That Cooke's will not forget us when they move so far from here.
For Syracuse they soon will leave for some place called Patchogue.
Where "Liz" will have, we do believe the natives all agog!
The old car was a roadster with a rumble seat and we had a great time
with it that summer. That fall [1936], we had to sell it (for $13.00) before
moving to Patchogue, Long Island, New York.
In Patchogue, Elton spotted a 1930 Model-A Ford, we could buy for
$25.00. I think our Model T experience made Dad comfortable with helping
us get the model A.
As a young kid, Elton would occasionally get into a bloody nose fight
because he wouldn’t back down from a confrontation. These times were
generally when we were not together. Occasionally he and I would tangle,
but most of the time, we got along well together.
Elton's lively and unpredictable nature was a bit much for Mom and so
our parents decided to send him to Mount Hermon Boy's Preparatory School
in Northfield, Massachusetts for his high school years. Mom and Dad felt
that he would do much better there than at the public high school.
Both Elton and I attended Brown University. I went to Brown
University because he went to Brown. I did not apply to any other school.
The Brown recruiter had met with Elton at Mount Hermon and had
offered him a financial aid scholarship. Elton majored in business and
economics, but enjoyed music appreciation and things like that as well.
Because of his social nature he had to struggle to keep this financial aid. As a
young kid, Elton took violin lessons and did quite well, although he didn’t
pursue it in college. He played the violin quite well and was able to sit at the
piano and bang out tunes by ear. While he never studied music seriously, he
enjoyed it tremendously. When we would drive home from Brown, he
would sit at the piano and bang out a tune but he never played it seriously.
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Reviewing his Year Book, you can see that he was very active and well liked
by his fellow students.
When Elton was seventeen our family moved to Patchogue Bay off
Long Island. Elton and I loved to sail on the Bay. One time Elton took Dad
and Nell for a sail across the bay without having me along. Unfortunately,
Elton had not yet really learned to sail but that didn't concern him or stop
him from boldly heading out. On the return trip he had to resort to putting
the sail down, paddling the boat around until it pointed in the right direction,
then put the sail back up and start out for home.
Elton never dated any one girl steadily until he met Joyce Nevin. She
was about four years younger than he, but had a personality that suited him
fine. She loved her farm and was pretty good at playing the accordion. They
would have been married, had he lived. The only other girl he ever fell for
was Pat Evans while at Selkirk Shores State Park when he was 16.
Elton knew he would enjoy flying, and I know he felt he would have
hated the earthy problems and life he might have encountered in the infantry,
so it was natural for him to enlist in the Navy after graduating from Brown in
1942.
Unfortunately, on May 14, 1943 Elton was listed as missing since May
10th during an aircraft patrol over the Aleutian Islands in the Pacific theater.
We were told that the patrol was on non-enemy action and this was the only
information available. He was officially presumed dead on January 4, 1946.
Elton's name is listed in the National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific in
Punchbowl Crater, Honolulu, Hawaii. The National Memorial is also the
honored resting place for many US servicemen killed in action whose
remains could not be identified during the Spanish-American War, the Boxer
Rebellion, World War I, World War II, in Korea, and in Vietnam
If Elton had lived through the war, I am sure my life would have been
noticeably different. Needless to say, I have missed him very much. All in
all, I feel we have all been cheated by his not surviving the war. I know I
have been.
Written by his brother, James A. Cooke for a memorial remembrance of
Uncle Elton at the Cooke Family reunion on Cape Cod, Massachusetts
in August 1993.
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Elton Cooke, ca. 1941, and his nephew, Elton Elperin, ca.1971.
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REFLECTIONS ON MY BROTHER ELTON
By Nell Cooke Elperin (1917-2003)
Sunday, 16 January 1944

Among others missing in the Aleutians battle of last spring was my
brother Elton, a co-pilot in a bomber. He is still “missing.” We will never
quite believe any word more definite than that. It will probably go on
forever.
We could not grieve because we did not know. And the not knowing
has gone on so long that it has stretched into a time of knowing but there was
no line to mark the time when we shouldn’t cry and when we had a right to
cry.
And so we don’t cry—except those times when suddenly from his
picture Elton looks at us with his cocky grin or we start to throw up a bit of
fruit or nut to catch it in our mouth and suddenly remember that was a little
game Elton was very fond of playing with us. And a pea spilled over on a
white tablecloth means Elton, because if it had been his pea it would have
been absent-mindedly squashed down into the whiteness of the tablecloth.
An old violin in the attic with strings broken says Elton, remembering the
fretful practice times before supper that cut short a sand-lot football game.
The dented tin cup is still there in the cupboard, Elton’s from a baby.
There’s his girl Joyce [Nevin], only nineteen. Joyce writes to us and
now she is learning to be a flier too. She says it is a tough game, this flying,
and she comes back to her little room at night exhausted from the struggle to
cram her mind and teach her hands the skill. “But then I look at Cookie’s
picture on the desk and I tell myself that now I know what he went through
during his training school and that if he could do it, I ought to be able to too.”
For as long as the war lasts, she will forget about her little farm and the
agricultural school and soon now she will be one of our ferry pilots and will
love it because somehow she will feel closer to my brother that way.
For Elton flying held no romance. The war held no romance for him. It
was a job and, as he said to me just before he was sent into active duty, “It’s
probably the best job I’ll ever have.”
I guess it was too. He’d never had a Rogers-Peet53 officer’s overcoat
before. He’d never been able to buy dinners on trains before. He was just
one of countless millions reared during the depression to whom the war
meant a good job but a damned risky business.
53

Rogers, Peet was an American manufacturer of men’s clothing, founded in New York in 1874.
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My mother reared a son to lose him. But she reared others too and she
knows that this is a war not like the other. There is no futility in this war but
a great hope and firm realities to base that hope on. So through all her
sorrow she can work and cook and laugh and bake cakes for the U.S.O. and
run the Red Cross office. Some day things will be different.
I remember when I was very young that the fear and knowledge of the
next war was a thing that meant to me only losing my favorite brother when,
after the right number of years has passed the war would have matured for
its final outbreak and he would have matured to just the right age to be
caught in it. All I could imagine then was war as wars had been—slaughter
and devastation—and the scandalous profits of the war-makers.
This kind of war, a fight to the death with the bestial forces of fascism
and oppression with the clear bright hope of complete conquest ahead—that I
hadn’t thought of then. And so one afternoon when I was maybe fifteen
years old, I wrote an impassioned pacifist plea on behalf of my brother who
had died in the next imperialist war-to-come. That death was filled with
terror and the tears I dropped as I wrote it were bitter as the tears we feel
behind our eyes today are not.
It all boils down to either utility or futility. With the first, you can bear
anything, but for the latter there is no comfort—never.
I doubt that Elton felt the real sense of this war as clearly as young
Joyce feels it in her fight now to become a flier too. And after all, if any of us
claim the right for Elton’s “missing” to be a tragedy, it is she. And she does
not.
Nor does my mother. Nor the rest of us. But we shall always know
who’s missing as we sit about the table at Thanksgiving or as we all pack for
a picnic at the beach, parents, children and grandchildren.
There will never come a time when we will part with that old violin.
And there will come a time when one of my sons will be named Elton too,
and he will grow strong and well and self-possessed and he will work in his
time and know life to be good and he will grow old in peace and happiness
and never know war.
This is the heritage that first Elton will have left him.
Handwritten note from Nell to husband Ron (in the margins of page 1):
Darling, I don’t know quite what this is, but I wanted to say it anyway. Do
you think it has even “utility” potentialities? I sort of hesitate to send it
because I don’t want you to feel embarrassed. So please be frank.
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Elton Elperin, June 1948, & Nell & son Elton, ca.1950, & Harry & Elton & Priscilla, 1949.

321

Final thoughts:
It took a while, but I realized that this was probably the best way of
closing this book on my Uncle Elton. This beautiful and poignant essay about
her brother, lost to the war, was written by Aunt Nell 8-months afterward.
None of us cousins were aware of its existence, and it only surfaced when I
was organizing and scanning some of the recently unearthed letters of Nell &
Ron wrote to each other during the 1940s and 1950s that Nell had kept in an
old trunk in the attic of their home in Hyde Park, MA. It was during my visit
with their son and daughter-in-law Elton & Anne Elperin in December 2010
that this and a host of other fascinating and precious documents surfaced.
The other primary find was an old grocery double-bagged stack of nearly
1000 pages of Grandpa Harry Cooke’s sermons from 1936-1952 that Nell had
tucked away, presumably after his death in 1955. I was able to get all the
letters & sermons scanned within a month, and I will surely be working on
transcribing them for years to come. So it is.
Living with only the stories, documents and photographs of Elton’s life
for so long has prompted this question for me—how does one bid farewell to
someone you never knew? Of course we knew of him—indeed his stories &
photos kept his memory alive. His kid sister Doris, just 14-years old when he
died, was 8-years married with a chemistry professor husband and two
children when I came around, 18-years to the month later in May 1961. He
was the uncle I never knew, but his presence was well alive in all who knew
him. And it was that fount of memories that I drew my inspiration and
remembrance of him for all these ensuing years.
So, dear Uncle Elton, I am so sorry your life was lost so young. And for
as naïve as it might sound, what I wouldn’t give to have been able somehow
to bring you back, as I would so dearly have enjoyed knowing you as I did
my mother and Aunt Nell & Uncle Jim. I would love to have heard your own
voice, your stories of the family from your youth—that youth you barely had
left behind when you died at 23. I am now old enough to have been your
father (my eldest son Jonathan turned 24 in 2011). I was granted the life you
were denied, and I trust this book might bring your presence to life in our
hearts in new ways. I will say goodbye to you, but only in its most literal
meaning—an abbreviation of “God be with you.” I trust you were welcomed
with open arms into Heaven for all Eternity, and that when my time comes, I
will finally know you as I have always wished I could. God bless you, and
God keep you, Elton. Know this—you will never be forgotten.
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National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), in Honolulu, Hawaii, 1973.
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Ensign Elton W. Cooke’s name inscribed at the
National Memorial Cemetery of the Pacific (Punchbowl), in Honolulu, Hawaii.
This photograph was taken by his brother Jim when he visited Hawaii in 1973.
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