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UNITED STATES COAST GUARD

1954 Unionport Hoad
T New York
?ﬁﬁifﬁlderhill 3-3776
May I, 196
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¥re, Franklin D, Foosevelt
14 Washington Square, Bouth
Naw York, New York

%y dear Mrs, Roosevelt:

I would appreaiate the honor ot an aprointment
aith vou to have a few words about rala,

wow tnat I am diecharged from the Toast Quard,
1 intend to continus the smeries of famous dog books ] atarted
while in servica, The first of these, "Binbad of the "onmat
juard," was published by Dodd Mead thie year, The book, a
biography of the “oast Guard's globe trottlhg masrot, was
reviewad in LLIFE magazine and hae been rather well received,
1l am happy to say. Mary Margaret McBride, who intearviemsd ma
on her program, even claimed that it mlght be~ome a classlns,
although | am sure her kind remarks were prompted by mv
appearance in unlform, Oeorge Oray did the illustrations,

Dodd Mead and 1 are now planning the whole seriea
and hops to do the next book on Fala, While | appreniates that
there ares many authors far more qualified to do sush & book,
nona would be more eympathetio or enthuslastic, W#e had Paul
Brown in mind to do the 1llustrationa,

There are more welphty queations for vou to
coneider, | know, There are als0 some many more perscns of
importanoe who wish to see vou and ~annot due to your alraady
orernrowded schedule, There will prubnblv be objentions to

my aven conaldering eunch A book, Yat it w be a great
priviledge and a tresisndous encouragemant young author
starting out on a esrlous 'xitlns carsar e just a [aw

apectfully,

tt@nﬁ.a-
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Elizabeth W. Robinson
5058 albemarle Street, N.W.,
Washington 8, D.C. 1,108 woras.

By Elizabeth V. Robinson

The soldier selected che bDench under the giant beech
tree near the stutue of Koseluszko. The name of the Polish
yeneral warmed the cold hollow under his chest where the
homesickness converged into an aching ball.

He pushed his cap back over hi. tawny hair ana dug his
fingers into a bag of peanucs. The fat plgeons of Lafayette
Square descended around nim like paracroopers, msking sof't
effortless landings on the walk at his feet.

He looked across the avenue where the Whicte House looned
startlingly naked behind ctall black elms sc¢rijped of thelr
autumn leaves., It reminded him of a picture in his school-
book back home. While he tossed a peanut to a pigeon that
hovered on the cutskirts of the flock, he tried to recall how
the picture had looked.

Muma had been bustling about getting che supger, but when
he cume to her with che picciure of the Wnice Hou.e in the
Firth Reader she had put down the plete Of Dubka Chat was to
be his special treat and wiped her hands on Ler apron so that
she could take the book in her hanus. Her calloused finger
rested for a moment beneath the picture whilie she sctudiea it.

"What does it say, son?" she asked.

(more)
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When he read the words, she smiled,

"By Joe, it cve very fine, son," she sald. "Some duy maybe
you see it yourself." Ehe drew her short, stocky figure up to
its full height. "Ang you remember, boy. In this Auerica son
of miner ve somebody good, be anything he like, taulk «nybody
ne like. I want for you should see the Presicent some day. He
be just another Ame ican like you, son."

Mama would like a4 poot cura Ifrom Washington., While the
plgeons protested, he crumpled the top of the peanut bug wnd
reached into nis pocket for the scenic cardas he'd bought. There
was one of cne Tidal Basin with the cherry blossoms all around
it, vut he giscarded it in favor of che one of tne Executive
Munsion shining like Mama's fresnly-nung wash agailnst a uvliag-
ing sunrise.

He cnewea the end of his pencil. The message musc be im-
pressive vecause nds mutI;; would wWant tTo Drag ang nod ner nead
and say, "You see]", when Mrs., Kowalskl cume over to read it
for her. But he coulda think of nothing obut the uneventful
¢lass of beer he had had with Pece Petrilli in celebration of
this, his first week-end pass. He wrote Muamals addre®s on the
reverse side of the card «na put it oback in his pocket.

Fresently « little bplack uog with sctumpy legs and wiscful
uyes came along ana nudged him on the knee. The solaier
scratched him benind the ears and fed him a jeanut wihich he
rolled experinentally over nis tongue anu Ghen daropped on the
sround. He looked up brightly to show that he wasn't ho,eless-
ly disa,pointed, but was just looking for a better offer.

"So you don't like it, litcle fella?" the soldier asked.

(more)
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and the dog lifted a soft fringsd paw and =cratched Lim on the
leg.

The soldier rattled cthe bag ceasingly and grinned. The
dog barked una was about to force his muzzle into the ojening
when a squirrel attraccted nis attention. He charged after it
with much show ol ceeth and growling disajjproval. The squirrel
cained tne safety of a tree and clie dog disappeared.

Ju.c across the street on Madlson FPlace a4 sign advertised
the Stage Door Canteen. The soldier emjptied the remains of nis
Dug on the pathway and rose. He crossed over anda followed two
sallors in between e marble pillars that I'lanked the aoorway.

The pretty girl looked up «C his face with a sulle and
down at his feet with a frown.

"['m sorry, soldier, but you can't oring your dog in here.
He's not wearing a muzzle."

The soluier turned «round ana saw che litcle black dog
again.

"So youlre not & deserter after alll"™ he sald. The dog
thufped his tail on tne floor. The boy snapyed his fingers .nd
the dog sat up on his Luunches «nd lifted his front jaws into
the air.

The girl laughed and the boy smiled back as he started
for the street.

Oucside he hesituted and the dog s4C down and looked up
at him.

Heluctantly the scldier said, "Look, you'd better go
home now."

He turned his back on the dog and headed up the stre=t

(more)
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toward the right. The uog trotted by his siae.

"You'll (et lost," che soluier warned. "Go homel Go
on nomel" apd ne thumped his foot by way of epyhnaia. The
dog =toj;ed, regarued him with hurt eyes anu turned avay.

The solaler went on. Before he reached cue corner he heard
the gentle panting of the dog beside him again.

411 of a sudaen the soldier felt warm ana good all over.
He no longer triea to shake nis cumpanion, but with a "Come
on, thenl" invited him to quicken nis pace. They rounded the
corner Gtogether.

The church was regasl and golaen and =plendaid.

"You gotta center for servicemen?" he inyuired at cne
encrance.

The man smiled and jpointea up che street at a red brick
vpu.laing. He leaned over and gave cle dog a pat. "Nlce dog,"
he saild. Ana then, "Ha,py to have met you, soluier.m

The motherly woman at the door was friendly out sorry.

"It's just too bad, vut there's veen & raoies scare, you
know. If you had & leash, you could c¢ie him oucsice."

They trieu the art gallery, too, but the guara said, "No."

"I know wh.t we'll ao," cthe soluier sala to the uog. He
ratiled a handiul of chunge in his pocket. "We'll eat. And
wetll fina a place where cthey'll let you in or I'll know why."

They found it in & hole-in-the-wall on 17th Street. There
were hooths and a ovar and & proprietor wiw didn't mind acgs.

The soluier nud scrawuvled egys and Dacon and Gie Aog had
& hamburger. The soldier fea 1t to him in small lumps wanlch
he gulped down gquickly <nd finished off with a pleased jpussuge
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of curling tongue over molist ulack nose.

When they came out tliey lookeu almlessly up ana down uga
street. The boy put his hands in his pockets. The dog jpatcered
impatiently 4t nis feet, anxious to De on the way.

"ill right, little fella," the scoluler sald. "I'm tired
of deciding. After =ll, it's your cown. Efkoua Fyou show me
around for a wnile."

A5 1f he understood, che dog scarteu off, heaaing buck to-
ward Laiayette Square. When they reachea the gateway to the
¥Whi.e House che dog ran in. "Heyl" cthe saldier called and
sturted after him.

A guard stepped forward and barred the way. "Sorry, Bud.
You can't come in here," tne guaru said.

Tne aog glanced towara them, hesituted, ana traliled back
to the solaiert's feet.

"Come on, fella," tne solaler sald.

Thv guuard looked down at The dog «nd hi. face beamed.

"Youtve founu the rascall" he excluimed. "He's been
missing three hoursl!" He seizea che solalier by the arm.

"Come on," he said, turning nim toward the great houcte,
"They'1l certainly be glad."

They walked up the uriveway, the uog scamering between
tiem. When they reached the Mghico, the uog bounced up the
steps. The soldier slowly walked towdrd the opening door.

# ® ® ® #

The: late afiernoon sun chrew si¢riped shadows on the juve-

ment 1h front of the White Hou.e when the soldier returned to
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che oench in Lafayette Square. He took gut Che card he'd
selected for nis matks <4na scudied the ,icture on the front,

Then he furpea it over anl wrote:

Dear Mama:

am in Washingtonm, D.C. I done Just whav you Lold me und
went wnd heu o litole telk with che Presiasnt. He was real
glad to see me and asked me to Stay Lo tea. IL wus velry nice,
but cLe cake Wasn't near 50 good a5 your DubDka.

——Your loving son.

i



o039 Albemarle Street, N.W.,
April 21, 1946

Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt
Hyde Park, New York

Dear Mrs. Roosevelt: [

The other day I attended a4 movie where the short
subject was a charming licctle color film depicting the
day-by-day life of Falla at Hyde Park and the VWhite House.
I learned from the movie that hunareds of people have sent
Falla presents which are kept in a s;pecial room for him.

I chought rauybe Faulla would like to see how I once
attempted to immortalize him, too. The enclosed story was
never published,lor soon after I wrote it our President
died and editors told me tie story was no lounger "timely."

It seemed to me that such a story as this could guite
possibly have happened. I've often wondered if it ever did.

j (-"‘1_0»”‘ WA Smer?;"}“) bck I %"""

i Elizao®th W. Rouinson
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The United Feature syndicate has a request from the
Boston Globe for a picture of Tamas. They take your
column and like especlially the ones about Tamas and Fah.
If you are agreeable, the acme photograbger will come
out from Pourhkeepsie at youf convenience to take a

photo of Tamas and Fala and you if you wilsh.

Jim Freeman -
United Feature syndicate (‘q\

Faial



	0001
	0002
	0003
	0004
	0005
	0006
	0007
	0008
	0009
	0010
	0011
	0012
	0013
	0014

