
13 Feb. 1945 
 
Dear Miss McGlynn, 
 
I know that it’s far beyond the time for me to have written you. For the past 
three months my excuse is real and legitimate. Prior to that I have none. I’m 
sorry. I promise to be a more faithful correspondent in the future. 
 
During these past three months I’ve reached and passed the denouement in 
this Pacific drama. Perhaps it sounds morbid to quote our often reiterated 
phrase “they can kill me but they can’t scare me any more than they have.” 
Actually it’s not. It’s a pretty cold, clear appraisal of the situation. Censorship 
permits us to say this and no more “I participated in the operation on the 
Philippines.” 
 
This has been my reaction when suicide planes are coming in, hell bent for 
election - election to a choice seat in Valhalla. You see I’m Group Control Affair 
of Starboard 5’ guns. The guns fire on my say so. The air is really tense. 
Another ship has reported an enemy plane to us. We’re searching for it 
frantically. I’m gripping my rosary and crucifix, fingernails digging into the 
most palms. My heart and 
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stomach beat a fearful tattoo against my ribs. Then someone else spots him 
before I do. “Oh God, where is he.” Here he comes. Target angle o. Speed 
approximately 200 knots (data goes to computer which solves problem before 
firing). Set up ready! Commence firing!” Then there's a four second log involved 
right here and believe me that’s eternity. Somehow it seems longer so still 
gripping my beads, I’m fairly yelling. “Commence firing. Get him or he’ll get us.” 
All the while the Control platform is in an uproar and the plane is in his dive 
on us. 
 
I’d like to be able to write the conclusion each time to the little story above. It’s 
in bigger hands than mine tho so my duty is clear. “Thy will be done.” I am now 
Division Officer of anti-aircraft battery because He saw fit to remorse my two 
predecessors to a world without war. Requiescat in pace. [Rest in Peace/RIP] 
 



To the more cheery side. Freeman and I got together way out here again a week 
or so ago. Enclosed is a couple of snaps taken by our ship’s photographer. 
[Attached] 
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I wish I had the Ipana [Toothpaste brand] smile that Freeman and his buddy 
have. 
 
The weather has been fine the past two months. Sunsets and summers simply 
beautiful. Under other circumstances would probably enjoy them. 
 
Did you attend Bill’s First Mass. Would that I could have been there. I’m 
mighty proud of him. He’ll make a grand priest. 
 
Received a swell letter from Smitty’s wife Mary. They have a son Maurice Jr. 
now. Joan was three in November. Smitty returned from Greenland, went to 
New London for a refresher and is now skipper of an 83 footer. His address is:  
 
 Lt. (j.q.) Maurice F. Smith, U.S.C.G.R. 

C.G. 83325 
F.P.O. N.Y., N.Y. 

 
As I write this we’re underway and I’ll bet my bottom dollar that before morning 
I pass within 20 miles of where my brother Tom is shore based. We chance to 
say hello to him. I can breathe a prayer for his safety tho. 
 
That’s about it for now, Edna. Until again good luck and God bless you. 
Remember me to all. Thank Mr. Lower and Miss Burnham for Xmas cards. Will 
write when I can. 
 
Sincerely, Dick 
 
[Richard T. Clancy] 
 
 


