


Russell Robert Field

of

Mnited States Nady
Gurmer Fiest Mate



Kot 57 it et
Koplyin " g

A @ollection of
FHoems

By
Hussell B. Feld

illed Nowember 20, 1945 t Jolist, Jlliseois, fuljile consing fome o
terminnl lenbe from H. 5. Nafnl Bawe xt Fon Framcinco, Califarnin

Russel| was a patrictic, idealistic young man who
delighted in the simple and ordinary things of life.
His memory shall live in the hearts of those who
knew him through these posms of nature, friend-
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THOUGHTS OF SPRING

And the snow & blanket over everything
But socon it all will change,

The trees are cold and bare,
And we'll behold the lovelineas of spring.
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THESE SOCIETY SNOBS
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‘MY WAY OF THINKING
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THOUGHTS OF PEACE

Time's march is relentless, yet in waiting it is slow
As we watch the dreary hours and the minutes slowly go.

And we wait the when we can » "The world at lnst is freel"™ . 1 1 ;
When we have our last shot gained & victory. I“I -l

Yet how long till that dreamed of time must o hmﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂmmﬂﬂ

h in love
Till we gain the peace in which we live Mhl-h‘l' Fee wed
The job is long and tiring hard. The weak fall from the race *hmhﬁﬁh :-ﬂ-m
Ydétdlm%n:ukmrmnwhmm:ﬂvﬁw;m mmm-hﬂhlllh *
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That thnﬂdlm‘thlﬂl‘urur and no more of our com-
rf;;hl.ntn!ﬂl _— -

Yet we can't achieve our dream of pesce unless we that price;
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Then the day will come, if we try our best, when we live our own lives

once more,
When our cowardly foe is finally smashed and we end this night- i
mare called war, ' p e & gt }
Yu.ﬂvmhﬁmmhmﬁﬂnhtnﬂbrlmwm ' 2 , 1 h 2 _.*-
MooN. Ml AT Wl AW
It's the part we all play that will hasten the day; let's work like hell iR e Jadd
and make it soon. : T
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UNFAIR WARFARE (THE U. BOAT)
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THOUGHTS OF HOME
grows dark meross the sea,
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as
wrote
about my fellow mechanics.

By HARRY FIELD, Russell's Dad
| worked out at the Maval Station at
|
A BUM POEM

Wold-Chamberlain Field

and steam fitter and
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