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Paul was coming home. 

 

We had written letters daily for over a year, but now we could actually see each other.  

My friends had predicted doom. No relationship, they said, could exist on letters, even 

daily letters, for such a year. World War II was happening. Young men were leaving 

daily, sometimes leaving sweethearts behind but more often marrying and hoping that 

they could be together a while. 

  

But our situation was different. Paul was a cryptanalyst in government service and was 

frozen in a job he couldn't talk about. But he was in the country and very likely to stay 

here. 

 

And he was coming home. His leave was short, but he'd be home, in person. 

 

We met joyously. We covered all the topics, or most of them, that we hadn't confided to 

endless pieces of paper. We visited family, his and mine; we saw the friends who 

remained; we even had lovely minutes alone as we traveled from one place to another or 

as we awaited visitors. We forgot we'd been separated for a year. 

 

The day came when we went alone to the campus where we had met and studied together 

for two glorious years. The day was an early Dallas spring wonder: the sun was shining 

benignly, there was a gentle breeze on the hill, the redbuds were outdoing themselves in 

their magenta hues. We visited a few former professors, but mainly we just wandered 

along the old familiar paths, from building to building, settling down on a bench at the 

mid-quadrangle fountain, not yet activated for the season. For a few moments we talked 

of future plans without being very specific about anything. With his work, it was hard to 

be definite about the future beyond tomorrow. He found a brown velvet box and opened 

it. He spoke no word but looked at my face and placed the dazzling ring on my finger. I 

spoke no word, but the ring was there, and we both looked at it in awe and joy. 

 

Paul returned to his work in Washington, and we resumed our daily letters, which were 

destined to continue for another year. Their substance changed. He was transferred to the 

west coast. I went to summer school in Mexico. At last, we were able to start making 

definite plans, and as the year of separation approached its end, we had a date to end our 

long wait. 

 

June 5, 1943, was not a benign spring day in Dallas. The redbuds had finished their 

blooming. Rain during the day totaled more than seven inches, most of it during our 

wedding service. It was a wonderful day as we set forth in the strong winds and 

drenching rain for the train that was to take us to Portland, Oregon, for the beginning of 

our great adventure. 

 



 
 





 
 



 
 



 



 
 

 





 
 

A small mystery – who is “Mom”? 

 



 
FBI humor? 

 

 
Mary Frances worked for John E Mitchell – see separate memoir 



 
 



 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 

 


