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Dearest Inez,
I feel very good today, after having r'ne or the best breakfasts 

I’ve had since coming overseas .Yesterday I visited a native village end 
brought back Some rine ^aw-naws and fresh yard eggs. Johnson scrounged some 
real breakfast bacon (canned) and we to^^d our toast and coffee off ■vvtth 
those su^er delicious figs you sent me. ^ery satisfyiig.

The package, mailed in July, arrived a couple dgys ago, with 
the figs were three rolls of film and the developer, which I was glad to 
get. Someone stole my camera from my baggage, but I know 1 can borrow a 
camera as the film is a common size. The two red ca^es tie kids s4nt, 1 
swamed for Ibhe eggs and naw-naws.

That s one thing the natives will sell their al.l for—clothes 
or cloth. If I hart had a few yards of calico y'wterdgy I ecu.Id. have broi^ht, 
away the entire vil1 a ge. I wvran-'ed an old undershirt for a nice bamboo 
chair and an old car for an ebony cane which I am going tn send your n?ra 
before someone snitches it as they did the last one I had.

We went u^ to ins'ect one of our outlying units which is cammed 
near the capital village of this island, the way u^ we trolled and caught 
one kingfish Wirch was enough for ten of us for lunch.

we tied un our boat to a franshackle jutty at -the village and 
after cmnrnleting the inspection tour 1 wantiered thrcugh the village, of about 
100 houses, some just shacks and a few ve^y nice cottages. About 700 ^eo le 
live in the village, includ'ng a couple of Chinese fanilies.

In the cehter of the village is a community well, rm.de of 
concrete, and with a comle of large concrete washing basins. Sitting as^-ide 
one of the vats was a small boy, a brut years old, and he was playing a 
small bamboo flute. T>,e tune, and very wel"1 played., was ”silent M’ght, H^ly 
Night." -Ven I walked up, he jumped cbvn and gave nr an African, salute and 

said "K^nnong " giving the mme of thevillage. I already knew the 
name of ihe village but I said ^bonk you. T^en he •'oirrted to himself and 
said "Yosef11. So I decided to adopt J^senh as my guide. I a^ced him There the 
village diief lived and he darted across ihe street io a very nice cottage 
and. called out semething. An intelligent young man, with a trim mustache and 
a European haircut cane out, waluted and introduced himself as the Kanrong 
chief. I indicated I had enjoyed the boy’s music, and he bee nme very proud, 
pointing out a stack of music an instruments on his porch-—dr^ms, flutes, 
bass horns, cornets and trombones—all made of bamboo and th ernes t ingenious 
contrivances I’ve ever seen. Tfte trom?y)pe, for Instance, is ma rely a large 
bamboo tube, with a smaller one inside. By blowing on fie smaller tube and 
sliding the larger one back and forth, smnd can^ out not unlike the music 
of Tommy Dorsey. A ^rum was similarly Trade, the smaller bamboo being thumped 
un and down inside the larger tube-something Krupa would he nroud of. T 
learned t^e musical instruments, whichbelonged to the village bard, were 
stored at the chief’s house, and. eyey Sunday the kanpong band serenades the 
American camn.

"I^e na.na, ” the chief said, rointingto Joseph. T|,en he said 
something which sounded like "gottalichi yamanaki ikki pistanakin mana." 
The little boy nut the flute to his lips again—and played ,mistol acking 
Mamma’”. By the end of, the second chorus the chief was thum-’ng a drum and 
Iw as singing, having a big time, and. then an old man and aged woman and a 
younger woman with a tiny girl clinging to her skirts cane out of the hnise. 
"Me" the chief said, nointing to the little girl. "Me" he said pointing to 
the young woman. " ana me, ^-nma me" he said ’^Qi’^ti^g.to tbQ.()’’d camle. Very 
nroud. I buttoned one of the red ca^es about me "iutle girl s neC^ she 



immediately hid behird her mother’s skirts. T^en 1 gave the mother the other 
cane and each of the men a -white undertihirt. (T had several and.-with the 
weather here have no use for them -whatever./ T^en 1 gave the children s<me 
chocolate bars. Joseph then ^resented m° with his Hute, msking.signs 5t was 
of no value as he had others. The children’s mother said s^ ma thing real ^ast 
and ran hack into the house. She br eight out a small woven basket a rd handed 
it to me. Inside was a large golden yellow ^awnaw and five fresh eggs. n

I told the village bhief 1 wanted to see the "naelau sultan -- 
chief of the island. He went into the house and came back with ai old tropical 
helmet, bearing mm a Dutch officer’s insignia, aid. led me to fre most posing 
hmse in t he vill age—stucco walls, slate roef, trim-^ed in blue and "•ink.

T^e island chieftain, about ^0 and having as fine a air of 
handlebar mustachios I’ve ever seen off of a Russian, came out, ve^y dignified, 
bowed to me and then snan-ed a most military salute. He wns wearing snarkling 
starched idiite duck slacks, a cdLsn white shjrt, and a glistening wH.te 
tronicaL helmet, vith the Dutch insignia only Slightly oj’f center. He and 
had a very interesting corversation. First he talked in ^ut^i, then - • 91
Indonesian, with -ossible a few Chinese -hrases thrown in. I talked A^gracan 
and nidgen English, and we reached nerfeet understanding, neither of us 
understanding a word the other was saying. The chief Ehnired me his wardrobe 
of which bi seemed very '"-roud. H^s uniforms consisted of lhe white ensemble 
he had on, a nink shirt and matching tronical helmet, a blue shirt and a ^11ie 
helmet. He indicated that he only wore +he ^ink shirt -i h the ^ink helmet ard 
the blue shirt and heljnet together, and seemed to think himself very smart, too 
He apnarently had only one nair of trousers and no dices at all.

When I started to leave, +he old chieftain barked, out something to 
a dirty youth who attended him, and the boy brought cut acme mrod which fie 
old man gave me. I thanked him a nd he thanked me and so I went on into the 
village to trade my last undershirt for my chair.(I ha-d* given4-he old chief an 
undershirt, too, and he was most nleased.) n

Jose-nh rointed out the village school and said me sukul — han 
he hesitated and said ’’tomorrow” with evv1-nt satisfaction. As we massed back 
by the village chief’s house, his wife came running out and held out her 
clasned. hand "in a sort of "guess it and you can have it gesture. h»n she 
omened her hand it contained one of the most beautifu’’ s^a*ells I ve ever 
seen. I’ll send it to you, along with some other nretty shells -1 ve found .

When I massed the village mosque, the old Hohammedan wriest 
bowed to me, then saluted——they all do it. He was of inestimable age, 
wearing a dirtv brown fez and a oair of GI drawers. He had a worrierfully large 
and black beard, lookirg something like Akim Temiroff made un as Gehghis ^han.

It vras only after my return to camo that I noticed sone fine 
inlay work on the cane the old chief had gi ven me. The cane was divided in 
sections with minute inlaid met?l dots, with malay characters at each sectim. 
The best I can figure out is that the design represents some sort of calendar, 
but I’ll have to get the Aitch office- to translate it forme. I thought 1 d 
send the ebony cane and the calendar ca? e to Hr. S^-iih and. Hac.

*v>anks vn^y much for the package. Es ecially the pigs and the 
film. T^e jars were very nicely packed in ihe cotton, hut. the film had taken 
a beating, but I th-’nk are undamaged. So many packages are water soaked that 
I think everytiiing should be racked inside a waxnaner wrapper. Fold the wax 
rarer around the rackage and. run a hot iron along the edges to m^e it stick. 
Hge plenty of cotton about fragile itens and pack the lot in as heavy a box 
as you can get, with tough wrapping -aper. (Incidents, ly, 1 forgot to include 
small three-cornered files on the list of tools I would like to have J

I started reading one of the Redbook novels last night. had 
run comrlrtely out f reading material, but now 1 can go another wed< anyway.

I have made some lit tie blouie hut-tans and pin sets ^or the 
girls wut of nretTy shells, and will send wem a..o.,.,e

Dots of love, /fry-)


