








[image: image]












[image: image]
SCRIBNER


1230 Avenue of the Americas


New York, NY 10020


Copyright © 2007 by Dick Distin and Ann Sharpsteen


All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information address Scribner Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.


“I Still Feel the Same About You” by Dick Manning and Don Reid. Copyright © 1950 (Renewed) by Music Sales Corporation and Davandon Music. All Rights Administered by Music Sales Corporation (ASCAP). International Copyright Secured. All Rights Reserved. Reprinted by Permission.


“I Walk the Line” written by John R. Cash. Copyright © 1956, 1984 (Renewed) by House of Cash, Inc. Administered by Bug Music. All Rights Reserved. Used by Permission.


Photographs from the personal collection of Vivian Cash Distin appear courtesy of the author.


SCRIBNER and design are trademarks of Macmillan Library Reference USA, Inc., used under license by Simon & Schuster, the publisher of this work.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


Cash, Vivian, 1934–2005.


I walked the line: my life with Johnny / Vivian Cash with Ann Sharpsteen.


p. cm.


1. Cash, Johnny—Correspondence. 2. Cash, Vivian, 1934–2005—Correspondence.


3. Country musicians—United States—Correspondence. I. Sharpsteen, Ann, 1967–II. Title.


ML420.C265A4 2007782.421642092'2—dc22


[B]


2006035966



ISBN-13: 978-1-4165-3862-2


ISBN-10: 1-4165-3862-3


Visit us on the World Wide Web:


http://www.SimonSays.com







For Rosanne, Kathy, Cindy, and Tara


so you may better understand just how much I loved your Daddy






CONTENTS




Foreword






Introduction






Part One






Johnny’s Letters






Part Two






Afterword






Acknowledgments







I WALKED THE LINE






“Hope” is the thing with feathers—


That perches in the soul—


And sings the tune without the words—


And never stops—at all—


Emily Dickinson






FOREWORD




In the fall of 2002, I was hired as a freelance writer/producer to produce a television documentary on the life of Johnny Cash for a division of MTV Networks. I remember leaving the production meeting after receiving the job and fielding congratulations, high fives, and pats on the back: “Way to go, Ann!” “Johnny Cash, he’s huge!” “Way to bag a big one!”


A big one? Johnny Cash’s name didn’t exactly register on my personal list of artist “big ones.” James Taylor, maybe, or Sting, or Lyle Lovett, or Garth Brooks…but Johnny Cash? My exposure to anything Cash was limited at best.


In any event, I had twelve weeks to research Johnny’s life, conduct on-camera interviews, write the show’s script, approve visual elements, navigate the political minefield that was the approval process, edit the show, and deliver a master tape ready for air. It was during that process that I came to know Vivian.


My first order of business on the Cash project was to create a wish list of people with whom I wanted on-camera interviews: Johnny, June Carter Cash, legendary Sun Records executive Sam Phillips, Johnny’s longtime bass player Marshall Grant, Johnny’s manager Lou Robin, and so on. Upon learning that Vivian was Johnny’s first wife and the mother of his four daughters, I added her name to my list as well. My line producer then began contacting each person, scheduling interviews and arranging for all the necessary travel and camera crews. Much to my surprise, Vivian politely declined my request. Whereas most people scrambled for face time in shows like the one I was producing, I would later learn that Vivian had little or no interest in such things. She was intensely private and wary of the media.


Ordinarily that would have been the end of the story. Given my tight deadline, I had no time to coax an unwilling subject. But something inside me prompted me to stop and call Vivian myself. She would later call it God’s hand.


Vivian never did agree to the on-camera interview for the documentary, but she and I became fast friends over the phone as I worked on the project. Before long we were speaking daily on the phone, for hours at a time, as our friendship grew. I found her refreshingly unassuming, warm and funny, and complex in an understated sort of way. On the one hand, she was a quiet, hesitant soul, not wanting to call attention to herself. On the other, she was a fiery Italian whose sense of right and wrong had clear lines of demarcation. She was uncompromising in her integrity, compassionate, and pure of heart. She was regal and elegant yet childlike. I was drawn to her.


But there was a brokenness about Vivian too. There was a sadness and a vulnerability. As time passed and the trust between us increased, she eventually shared with me the true story of what happened to her marriage to Johnny. I was shocked to learn that there exists a vast underlying story that nobody knows about—regrettably a story markedly different from the one I had written and produced in my documentary (and that has been told in countless books and films). Through my friendship with Vivian, I would learn that in the realm of public knowledge and perception, some stories we have long believed to be true are not true at all.


As Vivian explained to me, the truth about many things in Johnny’s life had become confused with stories for public consumption, and those stories had become confused with other stories invented to protect the careers and public personas of those closest to him, in the end making for a confusing mess. It’s no wonder Kris Kristofferson once wrote of Johnny, “He’s a walking contradiction/Partly truth and partly fiction.”


I became intrigued, knowing the weight and truth of the story, to learn how Vivian was able to move forward. Just how did she get through it? How did she move on? How did she cope with the injustice? I expected answers, but she had none. She was still seeking reconciliation with the events and emotions of the past, and had been for years.


“Vivian,” I said to her one afternoon, “you need to share your story—if only to help other women.” I spoke not realizing that for years she had longed to do just that. She had longed to tell the world the truth. And she had longed to share her story with their four daughters: Surprisingly, she had never shared with them the full story of what happened. And she hoped that by telling her story she might be able to help other women who similarly suffered lost love. Indeed, Vivian had never stopped loving Johnny.


By Vivian’s own choice, the details behind the demise of her marriage to Johnny and the relationship they shared through the years have long remained secret. But after much prayer and consideration—and comfortable with the fact that her children were grown and settled in their lives—Vivian made the decision to finally tell her story. To that end, she and I began working on this book, exploring and discussing her past and setting into motion a yearlong journey that she and I would take together.


Vivian’s story is a powerful one of long-kept secrets, lies revealed, prolonged injustice, betrayal, forgiveness, moving on, and the truth at long last being told. It is a story about the decent, God-fearing man that Johnny was. The Johnny that Vivian called her husband was sweet and vulnerable, a warm and loving husband and father, a tender lover. It is also a story about the people, events, and forces that changed him.


It is important to know that this book had the full support of Johnny himself, who insisted it was “time” for this story to be told—though acknowledging that the truths revealed might be difficult for some to hear. And so, with Johnny’s encouragement, Vivian brings forward nearly ten thousand pages of private, never-before-seen love letters that Johnny agreed should be shared with the world. They provide a mountain of evidence contradicting many misconceptions the world has about Johnny, reveal startling mistakes Johnny made along his way to becoming a champion for people of all races and stature, and share Johnny’s touching confessions and apologies for behavior he later became deeply ashamed of. Moreover, the letters also give astonishing insight into the relationship that he and Vivian shared, and offer undeniable evidence of a great American love story, untold until now.


It was May 2005, one week before Vivian was to undergo surgery for recently diagnosed lung cancer, when I said good-bye to her after a weeklong visit at her home in Ventura, California. We had just completed the manuscript of this book. Eerily, she and I both sensed it would be our last meeting. Two weeks later she died.


It was an extraordinary journey that Vivian and I took in the writing of this book. Together we revisited and relived her times of greatest joy and greatest disappointment. We searched for answers and reconciliation. We made unexpected discoveries, suffered frustrations, celebrated, grieved, and healed. Each step of the way, we felt fate unfolding before us. And in the end, we found forgiveness and a realization that love—true love, in its purest form—never ends. Hers is a sobering and poignant story for those who pause to listen.


Ann Sharpsteen


Brentwood, Tennessee


June 15, 2006








INTRODUCTION




It was September 11, 2003, and although a beautiful day, there was an uneasiness in the air. My daughter Cindy had just arrived in town for a visit along with her husband, Eddie, and she felt it too—an unmistakable sense of something amiss, something dreadful about to happen. So later that night when the phone rang at one thirty a.m., after we had all gone to bed, my heart froze. Phone calls in the middle of the night never bring good news.


And then a bone-chilling scream came from down the hall. Cindy was the first to hear the news: Johnny was dead.


For the rest of the night, none of us slept. Cindy was inconsolable, devastated, virtually drowning in grief after the call. She had spent the last three months with Johnny at his home, caring for him, doting on him, and she had just left for a quick visit to come see me. She was choked in grief now that she wasn’t there when he passed. Helpless to do much else, I simply hugged her.


I knew firsthand the pain of losing a parent. I lost both of mine years ago. The coming weeks and months, even years, would be tough, not only for her but also for our other three daughters Johnny and I had together: Rosanne, Kathy, and Tara. Our poor babies would never be the same. I knew that much.


To the world, Johnny was revered as the Man in Black. But to us he was simply Daddy. To the girls, he was their world. And to me he is and will always be my wonderful, caring, protective husband and the father of my children. In disbelief I paced the floor.


Johnny was supposed to have been here in California, recording yet another record. He was to have visited New York for the MTV Music Awards on his way out, where he was excited to have been nominated in six categories. We were all excited. He and the producers of the show secretly planned for him to walk out onto the stage unassisted: Only recently his heath had been improving, and he was walking again. But as fate would have it, what was thought to be a troubling case of heartburn sent him to the hospital instead. That’s where he stayed for two weeks before being released. Then this sudden disastrous turn for the worse. And now our lives were spinning out of control.


Within hours, Johnny’s death was the top story on all the cable news channels and morning shows. The media frenzy had begun. CNN, Fox News, ABC, CBS, NBC, every channel I turned to, were all talking about our family.



The music world is mourning the death this morning of one of America’s most influential performers, Johnny Cash…





Johnny Cash, the Man in Black, died this morning in a Nashville hospital at the age of seventy-one…





One of the greatest voices in American music is silent today…




It was surreal to hear them talking about Johnny in the past tense. Only eight weeks earlier, I had been with him in his home in Hendersonville, just north of Nashville, and we had enjoyed a wonderful visit. We sat and laughed about old times. We reminisced. We hugged and cried. We joked and teased each other. Looking back, that afternoon visit was a precious gift from God. My trip to Nashville had been a very last-minute decision, and I wasn’t certain I would even have the chance to see Johnny. But I’m so thankful—very, very thankful—that God let us see each other one last time.


Ironically, it was during that visit that we discussed this book and I told him of my decision to write it. To be honest, I was a little nervous in telling him. I wasn’t sure how he would react to me finally deciding to tell my story. Not only have I gone out of my way for years to not talk about our years together, but the real truth about our marriage and divorce has never been told. Now that I had decided to tell the truth, I wondered how he would feel about that.


My decision to write this book was a difficult one for me. Early on, I became aware that some of the things I planned on revealing would be upsetting to Johnny’s second wife, June. I was also aware that some of her irritation might inevitably be targeted at Johnny. And with all of his medical problems at the time, I cringed at the possibility of imposing any additional misery on him.


Two months earlier, however, something happened that none of us expected: June passed away. It was a devastating blow to Johnny and to our girls, who had known June for many years by that time. However, along with the understandable sadness at her passing, I experienced a sense of liberation that I would be freer to say the things I have to say—and Johnny would be freer to tell the truth too. The full story of our lives, the unvarnished truth, could now be told more easily without hesitancy. Would Johnny agree? I wouldn’t know until I spoke with him.


During our visit, I settled in on a sofa by the fireplace in Johnny’s bedroom and we chatted. It was so good to see him. He was enjoying improvement in his health in recent weeks. He had gone fishing for the first time in years. He had gone swimming. And he was walking again. On July 11 he took twenty-five steps unassisted. On July 12 he took seventy steps. It made me happy to hear of his continued improvement. And despite the fact that he was still obviously grieving the loss of June, I was thrilled to hear him say, “I’m happy.”


One of the household help came into the bedroom with a silver tray carrying coffee and cream and sugar and set it on the coffee table. When she left, we finally had some privacy for me to share my news.


“Johnny,” I said. As usual since the divorce, it was hard for me not to call him Honey. Years of habit are hard to break. I concentrated as I chose my words. “Johnny, I have thought long about—and prayed about—writing a book. I want to write a book and tell our story, and the truth of what happened. I spoke with the girls, and they are in support of it. So I’ve made a decision to do it,” I said. “How do you feel about that?” I kept my eyes fixed on Johnny’s face, watching for a change in his expression.


“I’ve been thinking about that for the past couple years,” he said without a breath of hesitation. “I think it’s a great idea.”


“Are you serious?” I asked. It surprised me that he had been thinking about it for a couple years. I was floored.


“Honestly, I have been,” he said. “Viv, I’ve been thinking for years, if anyone on this planet should write a book about me, it should be you. It’s time.”


As we discussed the book, Johnny became more excited. I could tell his mind was whirling a mile a minute. “If there’s anything I can do to help, I’ll do it. I’ll write the foreword too. All my fans will buy it. I know they will. It’s time.”


“It’s time.” Was I really hearing him right? I was overjoyed! Those simple words, “It’s time,” took on so many dimensions. It was one thing to have his blessing, which I had hoped for. But to have his encouragement and active support was wonderful. I was so glad he thought it was time.


“I hope it will be healing for you too,” he added. Ironically, I wished the same for him.


I also explained to Johnny that in telling our story, I might help other women who have gone through troubles such as we had. I so much want for good to come out of those darkest hours.


“Johnny, some of your fans might be upset hearing the details of our divorce and what happened,” I said. I do worry deeply about the reaction the public will have.


But Johnny didn’t waver in his support. “Like I said, all my fans will read it. They’ll love it,” he said with confidence. “It’s time.”


And in that single moment, having Johnny’s support and blessing confirmed in my heart that it was finally time to tell my story. Too many things were lining up and falling into perfect place, clearing the way for me. I felt God guiding me forward each careful step of the way, assuring me I was on the right path.


The truth is, I have only recently begun to feel the grace and the reconciliation of making sense of what happened to our marriage. And now, with Johnny’s blessing, I would finally have what I longed to have for so many years in his shadow: a voice of my own to tell the world the truth.


“Johnny, that makes me so happy I could just kiss you!” There was no hiding the tears welling up in my eyes.


I laughed as Johnny stared at me with outstretched arms. “Well, here I am!” We shared one of the sweetest hugs we ever shared.


It hurts my heart to know that afternoon was the last time I would see Johnny. If I had known, I wouldn’t have been so quick to leave. I would have spent the rest of the afternoon with him. And I would have savored every minute.


I would have told him all the things I’ve wanted to tell him over the years but never did. I would have hugged him tighter. I would have told him how special he is, what a good man he is.


I would have held his hands and examined his face and searched for that young Johnny who stole my heart so many years ago. I would have relived so many more of the happy times with him. I would have asked questions that have lingered in my heart. I would have loved to hear him tell me what was in his heart too.


And maybe I would have told him my darkest secret, which I am only now able to admit. I would have told him that I never stopped loving him. Through all of it, despite everything, I never stopped loving him for one second.


Instead I just hugged him happily, said good-bye, and left thinking I would see him again soon. And now he’s gone.


While word of Johnny’s death spread around the globe, I sat quietly sipping coffee in our den at a window overlooking the Pacific Ocean. A world without Johnny hardly seemed possible.


In the hours that followed the horrible news, I did the only thing I could do, or have learned to do when times are bad: take each hour as it comes. As I managed through the next few days, my mind filled with memories of the life Johnny and I shared—the adventures, the heartache, the success, the failures, the joy, the sadness, the secrets, the lies. And the regret.


 


In the weeks that followed Johnny’s passing, it was impossible to escape media coverage of his death. Everywhere I went there was discussion about Johnny, articles about Johnny, and radio programs playing his music. His voice and image were everywhere. Even a simple trip to the dentist, where I hoped for a moment of quiet escape, was in vain. There was Johnny, smiling at me from the cover of People magazine sitting atop a stack of newspapers and books on the waiting-room coffee table.


And strangely for me, during this time when I most longed to be left alone to grieve privately, there were repeated mentions and photographs of me amid all the coverage and stories. I felt uncomfortably exposed, thrown into the mix of public examination of Johnny’s life.


Curious strangers appeared at our front door. “Is this where Johnny Cash’s first wife lives?” they’d ask, peering into our house. And I began noticing the hushed whispers of strangers behind my back as I ran my errands: “…that’s Johnny’s ex-wife, Vivian….” I even received a phone call from a reporter at the National Enquirer tabloid, pressing for details of my last meeting with Johnny. A “reliable” source had told them of our meeting, including certain gifts that he gave me. They wanted details.


I have to say I’ve never been comfortable with the attention I received as Johnny’s wife. I’ve always been a very private person. Even though most people are interested, if they do find out about me having been married to Johnny, they found out on their own. Never from me.


And I have learned over the years that there are two distinct groups of people: people who have a curiosity about me and my past with Johnny, and people of the Nashville mind-set, who prefer that I be written out of Johnny’s history altogether.


So on November 10, 2003, when I arrived at the Ryman Auditorium in Nashville—the inner sanctum of the Nashville establishment—to attend a television taping of a memorial tribute to Johnny, I felt something like an unwelcome guest. If it weren’t for the girls’ insistence that I attend with them, I might have spared myself the anxiety. A public retrospection into Johnny’s life would mean retrospection into my life. And that would mean revisiting times and places from my past, whether I was ready or not.


As I stepped closer toward the side entrance of the building, the flashbulbs popped and flashed and the press photographers yelled just like the last time Johnny and I passed through these doors of the historic Grand Ole Opry. Back then I felt like the first lady of country music on Johnny’s arm as he shouldered his way through the crush of fans. There was always such commotion wherever Johnny went—women screaming and throwing themselves at him, girls clamoring for autographs. Johnny had a huge following of fans from the very beginning.


But on this November night, there were no screaming women. Outside, fans were quietly gathered in front of the Ryman. They had come from all over the country, some driving eighteen hours or more, just to stand outside in the cold and pay their respects. Many had made makeshift shrines on the sidewalk, candles burning next to framed photos of Johnny. One man stood alone playing his banjo, plucking out “Folsom Prison Blues.” Other fans simply stood quietly holding candles. The mood was solemn and reverent.


Johnny’s funeral had been a private ceremony, closed to the public. So this evening offered the first chance for fans and fellow artists to publicly honor and remember Johnny, whom they all loved and admired. And everybody, I mean everybody, loved Johnny.


Some of the biggest names in the world of music were on hand on this night, a testament to Johnny’s influence: Willie Nelson, Hank Williams Jr., and George Jones. Kid Rock, Sheryl Crow, and John Mellencamp were also slated to perform. It was a Who’s Who of celebrities from Al Gore and Whoopi Goldberg to Bono and Tim Robbins, who was acting the role of host.


Rosanne, Kathy, Cindy, Tara, and I, along with our husbands, all took our seats in the wooden pews of the historic church to watch the show. Forty-seven years previous—on Saturday July 7, 1956, to be exact, two months before Johnny’s biggest hit, “I Walk the Line,” was released—I had sat in these very same pews when Johnny made his first appearance on this very same stage. Johnny was nervous and excited. I was too. I beamed with pride. It was an honor to perform at the Opry. Johnny was sharing billing with the likes of Minnie Pearl and Grandpa Jones and others. I watched from the audience when he took the stage.


“I’d like to dedicate this song to my wife, who is here tonight,” Johnny said as he looked over to me with a smile.


It was a smile of pure joy. A smile that said, I’m proud to be here, I’m doing what I love, I’m a blessed man. And with that he started to sing. As always, within minutes he had the audience demanding more. I stopped counting at his fifth encore.


Never did I dream back then that I wouldn’t be by his side all these years later. If someone had caught me by the shoulder and told me that Johnny and I wouldn’t be married forever, I never would have believed it. Nothing would ever come between Johnny and me. I was the woman he walked the line for.


As I sat and waited for the tribute to begin, I tried to convince myself that Johnny really was gone. Maybe the evening would give me some measure of closure, I hoped. None of it seemed real. In a sense, none of the past forty years have seemed real. Johnny went straight from my arms to God’s arms. Anything that happened in between just wasn’t supposed to happen.


I wondered what people sitting next to me in the auditorium would think if they only knew the truth about the stories that Johnny insisted it was “time” to finally tell. Could they imagine a truth other than the stories they’ve been told? They believe what they want to believe—what they’ve been told to believe. Would they believe the truth?


My thoughts were interrupted as the Fisk Jubilee Singers started the evening off with the rousing gospel hymn “Ain’t No Grave Can Hold My Body Down.” They sang that song just a few weeks earlier at Johnny’s funeral. Then Tommy Cash, Johnny’s brother, took the stage to begin the show. As teenagers he and I climbed trees together and chased each other around the yard. We were like brother and sister. It made me proud to see him standing tall during this difficult time.


Next, Rosanne took the stage to perform and speak about Johnny. How she was able to find the composure to sing and speak eloquently amid her grief, I have no idea. But she’s just like Johnny, a consummate performer. Once onstage, she’s in complete control. She inherited her daddy’s genius in that way.


As I watched her perform, I thought of Johnny and me as newlyweds. When I was pregnant with Rosanne, Johnny loved to lay his hands on my stomach, rub my tummy, and sing and play the guitar to her, fascinated by her kicks and rolls. “What are you doing in there?” he’d say. Johnny was amazed by the miracle of his baby growing inside me.


We both adored kids and were anxious for a family of our own. We wanted a large family—eight children as quick as we could have them. After our one-month wedding anniversary passed and I wasn’t pregnant, I was so upset that I had disappointed Johnny. I can still hear him, so sweet, telling me, “Don’t get discouraged, baby! It’s only been one month. We’ll get our baby, don’t you worry.” When we learned that I was pregnant, we literally jumped up and down with joy.


Back then our dreams were so simple, and not even music-related. Johnny sold appliances door-to-door in east Memphis for Mr. Bates at the Home Equipment appliance store, and we scratched by on what he earned. We had no baby crib, no baby clothes, not much of anything. I sewed my maternity clothes from pieces of old bedsheets and leftover costume fabric my sister gave me—blue velvet that she wore as a shepherd in some Christmas pageant.


Our main form of entertainment was Cash family picnics at the park. That’s how we had our fun. In the evenings I would roll my hair on our bed while Johnny sat next to me and played his guitar and wrote songs. And we listened endlessly to music on the radio. Hank Snow was always Johnny’s favorite. And we both loved George Jones, Ferlin Husky, Ernest Tubb, and the Grand Ole Opry radio program. When I look back, those were the happiest days ever. We didn’t have much, but we had each other.


There was nothing back then to suggest a superstar in the making or the material success that would come within a year after we were married. Nothing to suggest that fifty years later, Johnny would be loved by millions of fans and celebrated as the greatest country music artist of all time. Johnny was just my husband back then. A career in music was something we only dreamed about.


I later learned that an astounding ten million viewers tuned in to watch the memorial tribute show on television, and I marvel at the tremendous influence Johnny had in his lifetime. But at the same time I’m not at all surprised.


From the very beginning, even from his very earliest public performance, Johnny had an innate ability to connect with audiences and command their attention. He had a magnetism unlike anyone I have ever met. I don’t know if it was his height—he was over six feet tall—or it might have been his distinctive walk. With those long legs of his, you couldn’t help but be transfixed by him. I don’t know what it was. But he was captivating to watch. You felt the power of his presence when he was in the room. Even as his wife I sensed that. And on that night, just like the enormous black-and-white portrait of Johnny hanging center stage, his presence still loomed large.


While I sat in the church pews of the Opry, watching all those hundreds of people revere Johnny, I was struck by their laughter and comments celebrating Johnny’s darker side. They all admire the man who angrily gave the finger in that famous photograph and kicked out the footlights of the Opry. They hail him as “America’s favorite bad boy,” dangerous and unpredictable. A lot of people think that was all funny. I never did. That wasn’t Johnny. That violent, belligerent side wasn’t him at all. That was drugs.


The real story, in my mind, that should be told is how one person and so many lives can be unalterably changed because of drugs. Johnny was tortured. Our family was tortured. For years he lived under the control of pills and did things he never would have done if he’d been sober. He fogged his mind so that he lived a double life. And he learned to live and be comfortable in that skin. I know we would still be married today if the drugs hadn’t entered our lives.


So as the night unfolded I experienced a whole realm of emotions. Every person taking the stage shared a personal snapshot of memories from the past with Johnny that were vastly different from my own.


I can’t remember the lyrics of every song that Johnny ever recorded in his career, or in what order they hit the charts. But I can remember the wonder and silence Johnny and I shared every time we looked at each of our newborn daughters.


I can’t remember every city, every venue we visited as we crisscrossed the country on his tours, nor can I remember the names and faces of all of his bookers, label executives, and the like. But I do remember the feel of his hand squeezing mine backstage—his secret assurance to me that I was his.


I can’t remember details of each of Johnny’s career milestones, but I remember hearing Johnny tell me that he loved me for the first time at our bench along the River Walk in San Antonio.


I remember our wedding day and the pride I felt the first time I wrote my name, Mrs. Johnny Cash.


I remember the soothing sound of Johnny’s voice as he gently combed his fingers through my hair and lulled me to sleep with a whisper as he sang “Love Me Tender” at the end of a busy day.


I remember the giggles of our girls—our “babies”—on Christmas morning as Johnny played with them.


I remember the delicious smell of Johnny making biscuits in our kitchen with a recipe only he knew by heart.


I remember all the fun we had at home with our menagerie of animals around the house—horses, dogs, a monkey, and a parrot.


I remember fishing with Johnny alone, just him and me, and how he loved to sit back and watch me cast, then wait and laugh each time I panicked when I caught something.


I remember us dyeing his hair black in the kitchen sink, and one time crying laughing when we tried bleaching it blond—a mistake we quickly fixed before anyone could see.


Those are the slices of life I remember.


Nobody in that auditorium knew Johnny the way I did. Nobody loved him like I loved him. None of the people who tuned in to watch the show on television has any idea about the real man Johnny was. But I do. He was a wonderful, decent man. He was my strong, protective husband, and I knew he loved me.


Johnny was tender, sweet, and vulnerable. A writer of sugary, emotional love poems.



Here’s a box of candy, Viv,


And if it’s good and sweet,


Say “It’s Johnny’s love materialized”


With every bite you eat.





If it isn’t tasty, hon,


Give Shraft the blame for that.


But if it’s like my love for you,


It’s bound to make you fat.




I never did stop loving Johnny, and that made getting on with my life after our divorce very difficult. Of course, he and I both moved on with new marriages and new lives, but I have always believed in my heart that what happened to our marriage should never have happened. I will never believe it was God’s will.


Recently our daughter Kathy asked me pointedly, “Mom, you never got over divorcing Daddy, did you?” Leave it to our children to make uncomfortable observations. But she’s right. I’ve never been able to admit that until recently. Years after Johnny and I divorced, I struggled with the pain and grief. I tortured myself with regret and second-guessing. What could I have done differently? Could I have fought harder to save the marriage? I still desperately miss the family we had, just Johnny, the girls, and me.


My daughters have always told me, “Mom, you have to revisit and examine your past in order to heal. You have to walk through it before you can get over it.” That might be true, but it’s not the easy way out. The easy way out is to stuff your feelings and go on. Pretend it never happened, pretend you don’t have all those emotions. That’s what I’ve done up until now.


You would think, wouldn’t you, that when Johnny died it would be the end of the story for me. Instead it was just the beginning. It was the beginning of my search for answers and healing and doing all those things that my daughters told me I needed to do in order to heal. Revisiting my past was something I had always avoided. Now I knew I had to. For the first time in my life, my desire for truth was greater than any fear or doubt I had in making the journey. The first step, though, would require me to go back to the very beginning.








PART ONE




I was a seventeen-year-old high school student on summer vacation when I first met Johnny. My life back then generally centered on the three things that interested most girls my age: friends, clothes, and boys. I was a slender girl—skinny as a rail, actually—all legs and elbows, with hazel eyes and chestnut hair, and I was extremely shy.


Mother was a homemaker and Daddy was an insurance salesman and an amateur magician on the side. He performed at private parties and charity events and developed quite a name for himself in Texas as a talented performer and president of the International Brotherhood of Magicians. Mother and I often acted as his onstage assistants, and as such were privy to the closely guarded secrets of the magic world. My starring role in Daddy’s show involved crawling inside a dollhouse as he stuck eight swords into the side of the apparatus while I screamed in pretend pain. It was through that association that I had my first taste of show business life. But we were by no means a show business family.


I actually led a very sheltered life. Mother and Daddy were strict with me and my sister, Sylvia, and brother, Ray. During the school year I attended St. Mary’s Catholic School for girls, located by the river in downtown San Antonio. In keeping with school tradition, we wore uniforms of dark blue gabardine skirts, white blouses, and navy-and-white saddle oxfords. In most every respect, my life was disciplined and ordered.


I was a good student without a consuming interest in any one subject except maybe typing, my favorite class. Another favorite hour was lunchtime. At noon, the basement auditorium was converted into a cafeteria, and we set a record player up on the stage and danced. Jitterbug, swing, slow dancing, we danced them all. And since there were no boys to be found in an all-girl school, we danced with each other as the nuns looked on, stone-faced. The music was all the favorites of the day—“’Til the End of Time,” “P.S. I Love You,” anything by Nat King Cole, “I’ve Got You Under My Skin”—although the nuns banned that one with no explanation, claiming that it plainly “wasn’t a good song.”


And when not in school, I could most often be found at the local roller-skating rink, listening to music, chattering away with my friends, watching and meeting boys, and generally having the kind of fun young teenage girls have. That’s how I spent the summer of ’51, the summer I met Johnny.


In fact, the night of July 18, 1951, was typical of hundreds of evenings I spent at the skating rink. On that particular night, I was there with my friend Jeanette. We had arrived early, planning on skating until closing and then heading to her house for a sleepover.


But fifteen minutes before closing, I noticed a handsome boy enter the skating rink. He was a young air force serviceman, tall and distinguished-looking in his uniform. He paid for his skates along with a buddy as they joked and laughed with each other. I watched as he then stood for a bit, looking around the rink. I couldn’t take my eyes off him.


The boy exchanged a few words with his friend—a fellow enlisted serviceman—and then to my surprise and horror headed straight in my direction. Before I knew it, we were toe-to-toe. He was at least a foot taller than me, and I found myself peering straight up to look into his eyes.


“Would you skate with me?” he asked politely. “I would really like it if you’d skate with me.” He flashed a smile and reached out his hand to take mine. “My name is Johnny.”


I was struck by how handsome he was. People have always referred to Johnny’s look as “rugged,” but he wasn’t rugged at all back then. He was tall and slender, impeccably dressed in his air force uniform, the creases in his pants razor sharp. His shoes were perfectly polished. He was very, very sexy. The back of my neck began to feel flush as he waited for my response.


“Okay,” I said, and took his arm. The butterflies in my stomach kept me from saying any more.


As we circled the rink, Johnny was awkward in his skates. He was not a good skater by any stretch. But he made up for it by entertaining me with singing along to the Rosemary Clooney song playing at the time. “I don’t know how it happened, I don’t know who’s to blame/I don’t know how I hurt you, but I hurt you just the same/ and even though you say we’re through/I still feel the same about youuuu,” he crooned.


No boy had ever sung to me before. He was playful and talkative, yet I could tell he was a little shy. He was clearly enjoying himself, and I was too. We talked and laughed. We skated and danced. We giggled at his lack of skating prowess. He was clumsy and couldn’t make turns without me holding him steady. He told me he was newly enlisted in the air force and only three weeks away from being shipped off to Europe. He was from Arkansas and his parents were cotton farmers. Just as I began to lose track of time, the announcer called, “Last call!” for the last skate before closing.


“Can I take you home?” Johnny asked preemptively. He didn’t have a car, but he wanted to accompany me home with Jeanette on the bus back to her house.


“Sure,” I answered. I wanted to spend more time with him too.


I glanced over to Jeanette and was met with an icy stare. A boy she was interested in had offered to take us home in a car. Needless to say, a car always trumped a bus in our teenage world, but now, because of me, we were stuck taking the bus with Johnny. She was more than a little perturbed all the way home.


When we arrived at her house, Jeanette went inside, leaving Johnny and me alone in the front yard. He took my hand and walked me up to the front porch. “I’d love to see you again,” he said. I was struck by his innocence. “Would you consider going out with me? You’re the prettiest girl I’ve seen in Texas since I’ve been here.” If he hadn’t been so awkward in his delivery of the compliment, I might not have believed him.


Then he bent his face down close to mine “Can I call you this week?” And before I could answer, he leaned in for a kiss.


“I don’t kiss boys on the first date,” I said sheepishly, quickly leaning back to avoid his attempt. I then waited for the expected protest. Most boys did, after all, protest. Either that or they’d force a kiss. None of them liked my first-date rule.


But Johnny was silent. He looked surprised, stunned even. There was a long, awkward pause as I wondered what he was thinking.


“I’ll call you,” he said with a half smile.


Little did I know that at that very moment, my life had just taken a sudden and permanent detour. I stepped inside Jeanette’s front door, wondering, Will he call? Normally I didn’t care at all if the boys called or not. But this time was different. Without question, I wanted this boy named Johnny to call.


 


I didn’t know it at the time, but I was exactly the kind of girl Johnny liked: reserved, quiet, and God-fearing. A good girl. He said he liked my smile and my blue eyes. He liked my Italian features, and although he wasn’t the first boy to tell me I was pretty, he was the first boy who ever made me believe it.


Johnny did call. He phoned me the next morning at my house, and every day after that. In the coming weeks we became inseparable. The chemistry between us was undeniable. We went to the movies and skating, went for sodas, and took long walks along the River Walk in San Antonio. I had impressed him that first night we met when I wouldn’t allow him a kiss on Jeanette’s porch. That was the reason he called back and was determined to date me. Boy, was I happy I denied him that first kiss.


Johnny did get that kiss, though (and many more later), late one night while we were sitting atop the hood of a friend’s car at the drive-in. We were with a large group of friends, a mix of my girlfriends and Johnny’s air force buddies. Four of us climbed atop the hood while the remaining couple sat in the car. Our seats, such as they were, were more suited to stargazing than watching the movie. But after all, no one went to the drive-in to watch movies.


“Hop on up here, angel,” Johnny said, patting the top of the hood. I held my skirt down with one hand as he grasped my other to pull me up beside him.


In the dim light of the drive-in, you could make out the faint shadows of other couples similarly sitting on cars. I wondered to myself if parents had any idea what really went on at the outdoor movies.


“Come sit closer,” Johnny insisted. He sat with his legs stretched out in front of him, crossed at the ankles. I inched over, happily. It was exciting to be so close, and alone—not on the front porch, feet away from my father’s stern and watchful eye. I had spent the last several days daydreaming about the moment we would finally kiss.


“What are you looking at?” Johnny whispered, as he watched me gazing at the stars. I blushed, not wanting to let on what I was really thinking about.


“Oh, nothing. Just staring at the stars.”


“Let me give you something else to do,” he said, as he bent his face to mine. This time I didn’t lean away. He kissed me and I wished it could last forever.


“Vivian,” he said finally, “how’d you get to be so wonderful?” He put his arms around me and kissed my forehead. “You’re as pretty and perfect as an angel.”


“What a line,” I giggled, nudging him with my elbow. Johnny just smiled.


And so we spent the next three weeks spending every possible minute together. Never in my life had I felt so alive, so happy. We spent hours holding hands, window-shopping through the streets of San Antonio, taking moonlit walks along the river. We declared one river bench “our bench”—it was more private than the others—where we spent hours sitting and talking, talking and kissing, and dreaming about the future. It was a magical, exhilarating time. For the first time in my life, I was falling in love.


 


Over the coming weeks, I learned more and more about Johnny: his dreams, his fears, his frustrations, his wonderful sense of humor, his trust in God. And Johnny learned more and more about me: my hopes, my love of children, my dreams. Time was our enemy, though, and we both knew it. As the time for Johnny’s departure grew closer, we tried to ignore the inevitable, but before we were ready, it was time for him to leave.


“This is our bench now. You have to promise to keep it up,” Johnny said, pointing to the freshly chiseled carving in the seat of the bench: JOHNNY LOVES VIVIAN.


“I will,” I said, as I admired his handiwork. This was our bench. Our special place. We had spent countless hours sitting at this bench.


“If you don’t keep it up, I’m gonna have to come back and hunt you down…,” he teased, stealing a kiss.


Tomorrow Johnny would be leaving for Germany, going away for three years. How could I come here without him? Why would I want to come here without him? Three years seemed like a lifetime.


Seeming to read my thoughts, Johnny kissed my hand and pulled away.


“When I’m in Germany—when I get back—” he said, searching for words. Then he wrapped his arms around my shoulders and held me tightly, as if to say exactly what I wanted to hear: that he alone would keep the inevitable from happening. “Everything will be fine,” he said.


We took a cab home, affording us added privacy for our final good-bye. As we snuggled in the backseat, holding each other tightly, we laughed as the driver sneaked peeks at us through the rearview mirror to catch us kissing. We were full of tender promises to write to each other, shared more kisses, and then arrived at the final good-bye on my front porch.


“Don’t worry, angel. I’ll write as soon as I can. And I’ll call you too before I leave New York harbor.”


Daddy flashed the porch light, signaling the end of our evening. I knew I had better hurry and go inside. Daddy had no patience for missed curfews. It was already late.


“Bye, Viv. I love you,” Johnny said.


Johnny’s handsome face looked back wistfully as he climbed into the back of the cab. Both of us were helpless to do or say anything more. Daddy flashed the light again. The world has a peculiar way of not stopping for any measure of heartache.


“Good-bye, Johnny,” I said to myself.


The driver peered at Johnny through the rearview mirror. “Buddy, if I liked a girl as much as you like that one,” he said loudly, “I’d run away and desert the damn air force.”


“Mind your own business,” Johnny answered flatly. “Brooks Air Base, main entrance.” And just like that, the cab pulled away and Johnny was gone.


As I closed the front door, I heard my mother’s voice from the living room. “Well, I guess you won’t be seeing Johnny again,” she said. I knew she and Daddy were glad to see him leave. The intensity of our romance concerned them. Now he was safely heading to the other side of the world.


Logic would tell anybody that our romance was over, that I would never see Johnny again. But my heart told me differently. I knew what we had was more than some silly summer romance. I knew I would see him again. As much as it didn’t make sense, I knew I had met the man I was meant to marry.
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I hadn’t reckoned on that before and if it wasn’t for that I could pay for your ticket here, but with that $300 gone I can only pay for part of your ticket. I think you have a little money saved, but I’m sure not enough for a $360 plane ticket. I told my folks to tell me how much I had besides that $300 I have to put in the bank, and when they tell me I’ll have them send you all but what I’ll need here for our apartment, etc. But if you don’t have the money to pay for part of it, don’t borrow it anywhere Viv. I’ll get it somehow and send it to you.



On my status, an A/1C, married, wife o/seas with me, I’ll draw $65 per month, plus $60 for separate rations, and you will draw about $135 per month honey. On that we can live easy. We’ll have about $260 a month, and our rent won’t be over 25 or 30 dollars per month if I can get that apartment I advertised for.



Because I’m just an A/1C, we won’t have commissary privileges. We’ll live off the German economy, but the food is just as good and cheaper. We can get everything we need to eat except a few rationed items, and I can always get some S/Sgt to buy things we need out of the commissary.



But even in the main P.X. we can get most any kind of canned goods we want and they have a meat counter anyone can buy from. And in the P.X. you can get anything you need Viv. They sell all “ladies needs.”



Vivian darling, I want so much for your parents to approve. Talk to them and explain everything to them. I’m going to write your dad tonight or tomorrow and explain everything to him and your mom and just hope for the best. I know they’ll hate for you to go. To be in a foreign country and so far and so long from home, but if you want to come honey, please explain everything to them and don’t argue and hurt them.



I think it will be a wonderful thing for you. You’ll get to go to countries you’d never hope to see any other way later on unless we were rich, which is very doubtful. I’m doing it for that reason mostly, because I think it will make you happy. Of course another reason is because I want you with me so bad I could scream but it is a wonderful opportunity for you if you’re willing. We’d have just about the right amount of time over here. We could go to a lot of places and see a lot of things. And still you won’t be over here so long that you would get sick of it, I hope.



I intend to put in for a 15 day leave that will start the day you get here, and if we can get married in time, we’ll go somewhere, wherever we want to, if we have the money, and then we’ll take another leave early next spring.



That’s why I need to know exactly the day you’ll be here darling, if it’s possible, I need to know 15 or 20 days in advance. You’ll have to go soon and make reservations for the plane, if you’ll come on a plane. And honey, I think you only have to make a deposit on the ticket, then pay for the rest of it when you leave.



Well angel, I hope I’ve told you everything I meant to. I’ll write you again tonight or tomorrow, and maybe I’ll think of something else.



Viv, you can wait till a week or so before you leave to send the three copies of your medical certificate but get the three copies of your birth certificate and three copies of your parents consent soon.



The parents consent has to be like this honey: TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: WE, THE PARENTS OF MISS VIVIAN LIBERTO, DO HEREBY GIVE HER PERMISSION TO GO TO GERMANY TO MARRY A/1C JOHN R. CASH. Or something like that. Just so it says they permit you to come overseas and marry me. That’s for all people under 21 honey. If I were under 21, my parents would have to give me permission to bring you over here and marry you. Both our signatures have to be on that.



Viv honey, please talk to them and explain things. I wouldn’t hurt your parents for anything in the world. I’ll write your dad tomorrow morning and you can wait till he gets the letter before you say anything to him if you want it that way.



Another thing, I don’t think, and the Government doesn’t think that there is any danger of anything happening over here. Of course no one knows, but everyday hundreds of American women and kids come over here to stay. You certainly won’t be isolated here at Landsberg. There are lots of American women here that you can make friends with.



Well, darling, I’ve got to get some sleep before I drop. I’ll write tonight if I have time sweetheart. I hope this has made you happy Viv. I hope you want to come as bad as I want you to. I need you so much my darling. I love you Vivian darling. I’ll love you and only you as long as I live.



I’ll be waiting for your answer darling. Just be sure that you are willing to accept the poorest living conditions if we have to. Make sure honey.



Bye darling. I love you with all my heart and soul.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



I was giddy with excitement, dreaming of going to Germany to marry Johnny. Johnny wrote my father the next day, requesting parental permission for me to go.
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July 17, 1953



My Darling Wife soon,



Honey, I haven’t had a letter from you the last two days, and I’m staying up for mail call again this morning and writing you in the meantime.



Darling, I just wrote your dad. It was sure a hard letter to write. I didn’t know what to say, and may not have said the right things. I’m just keeping my fingers crossed till I hear from him.



I’m just counting the days till I get an answer from the letter I wrote yesterday. Viv, I want you here with me so bad. I know we can make it alright. It will be so wonderful having you here. You’ve just got to say you’ll come Viv. I love you so very much my darling.



Vivian darling, I love you. I love you so much it hurts Viv. It will be heaven if I can be with you. Honey, when I found out all the things, and found that I could bring you over, I felt as if our prayers were answered. We prayed that God would see a way to bring us together, and I believe He has. Oh my darling, I need you so.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



July 18, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Darling, I didn’t write this morning after work because I went to town to see about the apartment, and when I got back I was dead tired so I went right to bed.



Honey, no one called the paper saying they had an apartment. I suppose it was a little soon though. The ad was just in the paper yesterday. I’ll go back Monday or Tuesday and check again honey.



But in the meantime I have a chance for another one. Last night one of the boys asked me if I was looking for an apartment, and I told him I was. Then he told me about this deal. He was supposed to marry a French girl soon and was getting this apartment from a guy that just made S/Sgt and is moving into government housing. Now his girl has postponed the marriage till next fall because she wants to go to a modeling school, so he says I can have the apartment.



We’re going to go look at it tomorrow morning darling. It’s right in town in Landsberg, and he says it’s very, very nice. It’s the whole upstairs part of a house, and there’s a living room, bed room, kitchen, and bathroom, completely furnished for around $30 a month. If I can get that, we’ll have it made angel.



Vivian darling, you’ve just got to come. Maybe I’m planning too much, but I need you so my darling. I think you’ll be happy Viv. I want so much for you to be happy. I’d do anything for you my darling.



Honey, one of my friends, A/2C that works the same shift as I is going to bring his wife over in October. He’s buying a jeep, and he said he and I will go and come to work in it. You can make friends with her and you two can get together and gossip while we’re at work so you won’t be so lonely. He says his wife is sure a nice, sweet girl. (Naturally) She’s only 18. I’m sure you will have a lot of friends here angel.



I’m glad you liked the things I sent you darling. You’re welcome. Soon I’ll be buying all your clothes for you sweetheart. Maybe I’ll even buy you a dress already made. A store bought one.



Viv, I enjoyed praying with you down in Italy in that field more than any other time. It was a beautiful clear night. The moon and stars were shining, and I was all alone, and it was quiet as a church. I prayed with you tonight too angel. I thanked God that He had seen a way to bring us together.



Darling those 45 RPM records cost me 65 cents apiece. If you’re coming honey, you can mail your records if you want to. We’ll listen to them together in our own apartment and read our old letters over darling. I love U.



Vivian, what if I weren’t willing to sign that paper at our wedding? What would happen then? No darling, if I have to sign it to have you, then I will, then I’ll keep on praying and trying my best to be happy that way. Faith and trust in God can do anything, and I’m going to keep my faith and trust strong as long as I live.



Viv, I’m so proud of you. I’m sorry you missed a day on your novena honey, but I’m glad you’re doing it, and glad that you’re still going to do it all over again. You couldn’t be too religious for me. With both of us praying to our one God, we can’t go wrong. He’ll make us happy if we keep trusting in Him. Don’t ever change Vivian. Don’t ever in your life let anything at all change you. You’ll never be sorry.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 20, 1953



My Darling Sweetheart,



Honey, still no one had called the paper saying they had an apt. I told the woman to run the ad two more days. I asked for two rooms with bath. I still think I can get the apt. my friend was telling me about, but I just wanted to be sure of another one if that deal fell through. I’ll find us a place darling.



Viv honey, I don’t know what our wedding will be like here. It will probably be quite simple. I honestly wanted you to have just the kind of wedding you wanted Vivian. I know it won’t be the same without your folks there and your friends. I guess you’re getting cheated on that part darling. But Viv baby, at least none of your friends can say they got married to the same man twice on the same day.



Honey, I’ve wondered if a Catholic wedding is like or much like a Baptist wedding. Does the priest say, “Do you, Miss Vivian Liberto, take this man, etc. etc.” Then you say “I do.” And does he ask me about the same thing, and then at the end say, “I now pronounce you man and wife”? I just wondered honey if those few lines are in the Catholic ceremony too. I’ll talk to the Chaplain about the arrangements honey. We’ll have as nice a wedding as possible. It’s not the ceremony I’m thinking of though. It’s the wonderful woman that’s going to be beside me that makes it so heavenly. I love you Vivian darling.



Honey, you know, I told you about my friend that is bringing his wife over in Oct. He went to town with me today, and we were sitting down in the restaurant eating ice cream, and for about an hour at least we sat there and just talked about you and his wife. He sure thinks the world of her. He said he knew you’d like her honey. She doesn’t drink or smoke and she just loves to gossip. I told him you two would hit it off just fine then. I’m not picking your friends darling. But I know you won’t know anyone here at first and if you like this girl, you two can stay together a lot while Chuck and I are working. We both work the same shift all the time. They’re from Arkansas.



I told him how we met, how we fell in love, about all our letters, about a couple of our quarrels when I acted such a fool. I also told him what an industrious girl you are, and what a pure clean girl you are, and most of the wonderful things about you.



I’m so proud of you Viv. There’s not a girl on earth that would compare with you. You’ll be the best mother and wife in the world, and I’m so thankful to God that He made you just for me.



Viv honey, I don’t like to bring up things about religion that might cause confusion. But there’s something that I’d like to understand that I don’t. I know you say I can talk to you about anything, but I don’t want you to think I’m taking advantage of that because we’re that way to each other. Angel, what I want to ask you about is Catholic belief on birth control.



I know you don’t believe in it, and for that matter, neither do I, or any devout Baptist, except in some cases. I know it’s wrong to practice birth control if the parents do it just because they aren’t, or think they aren’t financially able to have children. God will provide a way to take care of them if you want them. Or if the parents just decide they’re too old and have had too many kids already.



But honey, say in a case like this: If you had a baby, and the doctor told you that it would be dangerous for you to have another baby, or dangerous for the baby if you were in poor health. Then honey, would you be permitted to allow your husband to use contraceptives, or would you just not sleep with your husband till you’re in good health? Are there any cases such as that where you can use birth control?



Vivian darling, with the love we have for each other, I know that love will continue to grow, and we can always talk things over and reason them out. I can sure see my mistakes for getting angry and saying things I shouldn’t have and that’s just the way I don’t want to ever be. We have differences in belief, and as time goes by, you’re going to have to explain things to me in detail, so I can understand and not criticize. I suppose I was born to criticize. But Vivian, living with you, I think I can get over it. The last thing I want to do is criticize God’s word and some of the things I’ve raised cain about was because I didn’t think it was God’s word. There’s a lot to life. There’s certainly a lot to understand.



Maybe in the next two months we’ll have each other Viv. It will be so heavenly coming home to you. Just you and I alone. Eating together, talking, playing records and making love. And telling each other in person, “I love you.” Viv honey, I love you so angel.



Your husband soon



 



July 21, 1953



My Very Own,



Viv honey, those medals I got July 7th aren’t anything hardly at all. I didn’t mean to give you the impression that I was all decorated darling. The hash mark just shows that I’ve been in service 3 years, and the European Occupation Ribbon just shows I did Occupation duty in Germany. I’m eligible for the good conduct ribbon because I’ve done 3 years service without getting in any trouble that went on my records. Of course, I knocked a Polack’s teeth out, but it didn’t go on my records. I don’t know when I’ll ever get the good conduct ribbon. They haven’t put out any orders on them lately, but if they ever do, I’ll get it.



Viv, I don’t know if you think you can afford or will have time to go see the folks, but I sure wish you would if possible. I don’t like for you to travel alone either honey, but if you could make the arrangements and tell her what time you’re supposed to arrive, she’ll meet you. She usually does the driving now and she could go to West Memphis to meet you and save you a lot of trouble. No, I’ve got my wires crossed hon. I don’t think she could meet you in West Memphis if you went by train. She could if you went by bus. Which had you rather ride darling? Look honey, I’ll write mom and tell her to write and tell you where to buy the ticket to. I’ll let her work that out with you darling. She’ll meet you somewhere so you won’t have to be alone anywhere in a strange place. Don’t be afraid honey. You can sit with other women who are going the same place you are. Just tell those wise guys that flirt with you that everything you have belongs to J. Cash, and he’s very particular how people treat his sweetheart.



Goodnight angel. Keep those precious letters coming till we’re in each other’s arms.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 22, 1953



My Darling Wife soon,



Honey, what club was it that you went to after work? I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, Viv, but I still don’t like for you to go where everybody is drinking. I appreciate you not drinking Vivian but I hate for you to go to those things. Maybe it was all harmless and everybody behaved themselves, but I don’t like for my future wife to patronize such places at all. Maybe soon you’ll be away from those people and they’ll leave you alone.



I want you to have fun. I want you to be the happiest girl in the world, but things like that, cocktail socials, etc. do not fit in with my way of life, and they can’t fit in with our way of life if it is going to always be “us” and not “you and I.”



Vivian honey, just do that for me. Stay away from those damned places. People will respect you and envy you for it whether you believe it or not. Please Vivian darling.



Vivian I know you’ve done nothing for me to get up in the air about. I know it must have been hard for you to sit there 41/2 hours and not drink when everyone else did, and I appreciate you doing that, but I’d hoped you wouldn’t go back to one of those things.



Honey, do they have a dance too, or just sit there and talk? I don’t care how decent the place looks and how clean you think it is, I wish you’d stay away. It’s no place for a girl like you.



I suppose you don’t think I understand, or try to understand, and maybe you’re right. I only know I love you more than anything in the world. I think you’re the most wonderful person in the world, and I don’t like for people to cheapen you. You don’t belong in groups like that.



Vivian, I always feel like kicking myself after I talk to you this way. I love you so much, and I’d like so much to just talk things over with you.



Honey, you know what I want ourselves to be like. I want to make you happy. I want to take you out and show you a nice time, and make you comfortable and contented, but drinking and dancing where there is drinking, is OUT. When a man won’t hold up for what he believes in, he isn’t much of a man. You know what I believe in. Do you think you’re going to be happy Vivian? I can make you happy with the above things left out. I’d feel like killing myself if they were an active part of your life.



Honey, I was thinking today about when we get married. I’m going to borrow someone’s car if I can. We’ll be married in town, then come to the base and get married, then go somewhere. We’ll drive around if it’s pretty, and go to some nice place down in the mountains and eat supper, then come back to our apartment.



If you want to, I want us to spend our wedding night in our apartment. Don’t you think that would be starting things off right honey? Of course we could find a nice hotel somewhere, but I think it would be best to stay in our “home” the first night honey, do you? If we stayed in a barn it would be heaven.



Angel, I’m going to take a shower and go to bed. I’ll write tomorrow nite honey. Till then stay sweet and God bless you my darling.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 23, 1953



My Darling Viv,



I went to the first movie tonight honey. Did you see “Come Back, little Sheba”? I sure liked it, especially the moral. He was an alcoholic honey, and his prayer daily was “God, give me the serenity to accept what I can’t change, the courage to fight what I can change, and the wisdom to know right from wrong.” Isn’t that good darling?



Viv honey, I just wonder what a girl like Kate thinks of my not wanting you to drink at all? I just wonder if the class of people you mix with think I’m crazy.



Goodnight my sweetheart. Maybe this time two months from now we’ll be side by side where we belong. I love you Vivian darling. Stay the sweet girl you always were. Keep on loving me and stay mine. I need you so much.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 24, 1953



My Sweet Darling,



I just got back from town honey, and it’s 9:30 PM. I went in to check the paper again, and this time I had some luck.



Two people had written the paper answering my ad. One of them was from a little town out about 4 miles from here, but I didn’t even look at that one because I’d have no way to come to work.



Honey, I went out to see the other one, and at the present time there is an airman and his wife living in it, but they leave next week, so I’m getting the place for you and I.



Darling, I don’t know if you’ll like it, but I’m going to take it because I’m afraid it’s all I can get. It’s one large room, and a small kitchen darling, a very small kitchen. The living room is pretty large though. There’s plenty of room to move around in. It’s furnished and there’s a clothes cabinet, dining table, chairs, curtains and a table for a table lamp, and also a big dresser, and the bed. Honey, when I first walked in, I didn’t think too much of the place. But this guy and his wife both told me I was sure lucky to get it. They said they were proud of it after some of the things they’d lived in. The furniture is good and strong, but it isn’t so modern.



Darling, they furnish a coal stove for cooking, but I’m going to buy us a double hot plate with an oven. I don’t want you to cook on a coal stove. Besides a hot plate, the kind I want to get, is a lot better. In the kitchen there is a cook table, a dish cabinet, and a place for the stove, and that’s about all the room there is in it if you want to be able to move at all. This couple there now, are using a hot plate and they say they make it fine.



The living room is heated by a coal stove, and they say it keeps the room plenty warm. The lady that runs the house will order our coal for us.



Honey, there are three people living in the house. The German man is in the Police, so you’ll be well protected. His wife is the one I saw. She seems like a nice old woman. She speaks a little English and her daughter, about 22 speaks good English. She works out here at the P.X.



Honey, this guy said they are very nice people and would do anything in the world to help us. We can decorate or paint our rooms anyways we want.



Darling we have to share the bath room with those three people, but they said there had never been any confusion. He said they’re very clean, and we can put our things in the bathroom and they’d never touch a thing. And he says they never at all came in their part of the house uninvited.



Darling, I’m going to pay for the apartment in advance payday and have it looking as good as possible for us when you get here. It’s only $20 a month and we pay half the light bill, which will be about $3.



Sweetheart, I hope so much that everything works out for us. I need you with me so bad. You’ve just got to come.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 25, 1953



My Darling Wife soon,



Honey, no mail came in today either. I sure am anxious for a letter, but I’m expecting a letter Monday for sure in answer to the one I wrote asking you to come.



Darling, I sure worked hard today, and I’m sure proud of my day’s work. I accomplished something very important to us, and even to Washington. I went to work at 7:30 and didn’t get out of my seat till 12 oclock to eat dinner, then I came back at 1 oclock and didn’t move again until 4 oclock, when the Trick Chief got a relief for me. I was pretty nervous but I didn’t want a relief. He insisted that I go and not come back today. So I went to the snack bar and ate. I kind of hated to leave because I’d accomplished so much and I wanted to get the credit for it all, after I’d done 9 tenths of it. But he said I’d worked enough for one day. I sure feel good about it honey. If I get a commendation, I’ll tell you.



Boy, I don’t sound too conceited do I? But honey, I did have two or three officers around me throwing compliments right and left. One said I deserved a medal, if they made medals for it.



Darling, last night the woman told me to go see her daughter and talk about the apartment, because she speaks good English, so I went up there for a couple of minutes at noon, and told her that I wanted for sure, the apartment. I thought it was mine, but there’s a chance I can’t get it.



She said that some guy has asked for it before, then said later that he probably wouldn’t take it. I begged her, and told her to be sure to tell her mother we want it. She said there’s 99% of a chance that it’s ours, and she’ll tell me for sure Tuesday. I think we can get it hon, if not I’ll find another one someplace.



Those people sure asked me a lot of questions about you. They had rented it before to a G.I. who said he’s married and he brought a German girl in there to live with him. The people didn’t know for 3 days that they weren’t married, then they kicked them out. There was a lot of trouble over it, and the man almost lost his policeman’s job.



I haven’t told them that we aren’t married yet, and won’t until I make the payment on the rent. I’m sure they’ll let me have it if I can explain to them that we don’t intend to live there together before we’re married. I think everything will be alright hon. I sure hope I can get the place for us.



Viv honey, this guy that is in the place now said they furnish just enough plates or dishes and silverware for two, so if you have some thing we might need, send them. Anything you want to send that you have now, I’ll take it down to the apt as soon as it gets here. I think that we’ll need those blankets honey. They’ll probably hang down to the floor on both sides as small as that bed is. But the woman that lives there now said it was large compared to some places they’d been. It’s plenty big enough if you keep on loving me angel. There’s sure no place to sleep if you ever get angry with me. You can’t sleep on the couch. There isn’t any couch darling.



Before you come I’m going to buy you a rocking chair so you can sit and read or sew while I’m gone. There’s no chairs except the straight chairs. Also I’m going to get some pictures. I might paint the kitchen green too honey. Would you like that? The woman said we could paint or decorate it anyway we want. That is, if we get it. I sure hope so.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 26, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Before long we’ll be doing our washing together honey. Or at least we’ll be sending it off together. It would probably be hard washing our clothes in the bathtub.



Honey, there’s another thing you should know. Before we can take a bath, we have to build a fire in the little heater under the water tank and heat the water. Mary, the woman that lives here now said tell you that you’re going to get mighty tired of having to heat water to bathe and wash dishes.



I’m not trying to discourage you darling, but I just want to make sure you know what to expect. I’ll do anything to make you happy and comfortable angel, but some things you’ll have to take. It’s far from being as nice as it is over there.



My 1st Sgt told me the best way to start a marriage was from the bottom up, and I suppose that will be our case. I’m willing to do anything to be with you though Vivian, so if you and I can get over the rough spots at first we’ll make it alright. Compared to your home there, this place is going to be a pig pen, but we can work together at it and make it half decent.



Vivian darling, I want so much to make you happy. I wish I could give you the best of everything in the world. I’ll work hard Viv, and always do my best for you. You’ll just have to bear with me for awhile. Your husband to be is just a little old A/1C. A peon.



I love you my sweetheart. Keep on loving me till I can make you my own. Then you’re trapped.



Your Johnny for life.


I love you Viv hon.



 



July 27, 1953



Honey, I got that letter I was expecting, and another. They’re going to be kind of hard for me to answer too Viv. I hardly know where to start.



I’ll start by saying I love you more than anything in this world Vivian darling. I wish you only knew how I love you Viv honey. I need you so.



Do you think it’s good for you spiritually and morally to spend so much time around girls like Kate and Anna? Vivian, maybe Kate is a clean girl. From what you’ve told me, which isn’t much, she is a clean girl. Honey, Kate has been disappointed in love and marriage. It hasn’t worked with her and she must be a little bitter. Even if she isn’t bitter, I can see that it isn’t good for a girl like you to be with her so much. And as far as Anna is concerned, I feel like crying when you tell me about running around with her. She swears, talks filthy and drinks.



Viv darling, I’ve prayed for you so much, prayed that you would stay just the way I left you. You were just a school girl then, and I wasn’t exactly growed myself, but you were a wonderful, sweet girl, and you still are, and always will be if you’ll only use your head and don’t be influenced the wrong way. I want you for my wife Vivian. Not as a partner to raise hell with.



My darling, please keep on loving me. If I ever lost you, I wouldn’t want to live. You’re my life Vivian. You’re all I live for Vivian darling. I mean that Viv, you are. You control my thoughts and my actions. I’ve really got you under my skin Vivian. And there will never be another woman for me but you as long as I live.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 28, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Vivian, last night I went to bed, and about one AM one of my drunk buddies came in and woke me up and talked to me about an hour. After he left, I couldn’t go back to sleep, and I lay there for at least another hour thinking of you. Vivian darling, I was miserable. I wish I could explain how I felt. I needed you so much that I didn’t see how I could stand it another minute. Hon, please understand me. I wanted you with me, to talk to you the way I want to talk to you. I did all kinds of crazy things. I lay there imagining you were right up close to me asleep and were breathing in my face. I could almost feel your breath. I held my hands together, making like we were sleeping, holding hands.



Honey, I think there was a change in me last night. I prayed that God would straighten me out and make me stop treating you dirty. I think He has. I had no reason to say some of the things I did to you. And I had no reason to preach to you.



All day today I was thinking and wondering how any woman could be happy with me. I’m usually so grouchy and sarcastic that it’s a shame. I’ve just realized today what a shame I am, and I’m not going to be that way Vivian. I’m through criticizing people.



I picked up the bible today, and read about where God said something about people always trying to clean the “moat” from their neighbor’s eye when they have a “beam” in their own. It made me think of some things I’ve said, then I thought of my own self. I felt like crawling in a hole. As dirty and vulgar as I talk sometimes around these guys, and the things I’ve done in my life, then the things I’ve said about other people. It’s time for me to change and try to realize that I’m not an angel. There’s going to be a change too Vivian. I’m going to “hold fast to the right” and try to live right, but I’m through finding fault with people.



Sweetheart, you’ve just got to come. I love you so. Honey, I want to take you everywhere. It will be a nice experience for you. I’ll take you to Rome for sure honey, and I think you can get an audience with the pope. One of my buddies went down there, and it wasn’t any trouble at all. We’ll talk about that later though.



Your husband soon,


Your Johnny



 



July 30, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Viv honey, I got that letter today that I had prayed wouldn’t come. I don’t know what to think or say to you Vivian. It was such a setback that it stunned me.



Darling, I’d be a liar if I said it didn’t hurt. But what hurts more is to know that you were hurt so much.



I’m not angry Viv, not at your parents, but I just can’t see why it has to be this way. Maybe they’re broader minded than I am and can see that it is wrong. I can’t. I’ve seen in to everything, and I have things ready for you now. But if that’s the way its got to be, I’ll accept it Vivian darling.



Honey, I wish you could have been able to talk to him so I’d have an idea what the reason is. I can’t help but think it’s because he’s afraid you won’t get a Catholic wedding, or that you can’t worship as you should.



If I could only talk to him. It’s always been this way. We’ve never been able to talk things over since we’ve been in love. There’s always been a misunderstanding. We need to be together. We need to.



Alright honey, I’ll forget our plans. But how can I forget how you’re hurt. I didn’t mean for you to be hurt, but I should have known that if you couldn’t come it would nearly kill you. Every single letter I’ve written up to last night is going to break your heart in two.



I know things would have worked. We could have been happily married here and we would have opportunities to see things together that you will never see. I hope your dad has taken that into consideration, how much happiness he’s keeping from his daughter.



I’m sorry darling. I sound like I’m angry now, but I’m not. Maybe it would be taking a too big chance all around. I’d never forgive myself if you came and war started and something happened to you. But if I’d been anticipating something like that I’d have certainly never asked you to come.



Vivian darling, please, please don’t let this affect you too much. Keep on loving and living with your parents. Don’t leave home Viv. I know you’re a grown woman, and 99% of girls your age would revolt and run away, but Vivian darling, promise me that it won’t change you. Stay the wonderful girl you are. Please Vivian, do it for me darling.



Vivian darling, I need you so. I wonder how long a man can go without a woman. I know I can make it though. Vivian, pray for me like you’ve never prayed before. Pray that I won’t be bitter, and change. I feel so silly saying that, but Vivian you know I have always been yours, and I always want to. Pray for me darling.



Vivian, I won’t be able to sleep at night till I get a letter from you and your dad telling me why. And even yet, I’m going to pray that he will change his mind. I’m not going to tell that girl I don’t want the apt. for at least two or three days.



My darling, I want you to know how much I appreciate how you’ve taken this. I know you’re hurt honey. But I appreciate you being so good and understanding about it. I could have cried I was so happy when you said, “Darling, it just must not have been God’s will.” Most girls would have fought their parents and someway forced them to sign and give permission. I know you wanted to come. I believe it hurt you even more than you showed.



Vivian, let’s keep on like we always have. Let’s don’t let this slow us up. Let’s keep on writing every day and praying together for strength. If the whole world is against us, we’ll be together and married someday. No one will take that happiness away from us if God will take me back to you. And He will Vivian. Let’s keep praying Vivian darling, and please, honey let’s stay like we always have been.



Angel, if it’s definite that you can’t come, then I’m going to call you. I may place the call within the next two or three days. I’ve got to talk to you now. I think it will help us both Viv. Oh hon, I need you and love you so very much.



Viv honey, give my love to both your parents. Tell them I’m sorry things didn’t work out, but there are no hard feelings whatsoever.



Bye angel, I’ll see you tonight. I love you.



Your Johnny as long a I live.



 



I was devastated when Daddy would not consent to my joining Johnny in Germany. I refused to speak with him for a week.



 



July 31, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Honey, I got 3 more sweet letters from you today. One of them was written the 25th, when you were still making plans, and the other two were written the 27th.



Darling, I feel a lot better now, because you feel a lot better. It isn’t going to be so hard to take I guess. I’m just happy that you’re taking it as you are.



My darling I love you so much and wanted you with me so bad. You’ve just got to tell me the reason Viv. I’m tired of tossing and turning at night, and walking the floor in the day. Sweetheart, please tell me.



Yes darling, I suppose all we can do now is wait for each other, but it hurts. Viv, you will be 20 when we get married. Darling, do you have any regrets about waiting that long to get married? Do you feel like you’re missing much in life? Oh darling, if we could only be together. At least honey, we’ll both be old enough to know what we’re getting into. Viv I do feel like I’m missing a lot. I need you for my wife so very much, but one thing, we’ll have more money saved, and we won’t have to start out from rock bottom like some couples.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 2, 1953



My Darling Sweetheart,



Hon, I had the nicest dream last night and I wish I could remember more of it. When I woke up this morning I missed you so much and felt so close to you darling.



Anyway, we were lying side by side on our back on an army cot somewhere listening to records. The record player was over on my left side and you were lying with your head over my right arm. I’d just reach over with my left arm to change a record. I don’t remember the first of the dream, but where I remember from, you had on a skirt that you’d made with the material I sent you from Italy, and you were holding the bottom of it tight between your knees. I think I’d been trying to caress your legs and you’d decided I’d better stop. I was ashamed of myself and I turned my face to your cheek and kissed you all over the side of the face and was apologizing to you. The only thing I remember you saying was “Honey, I love you so much, but be careful till we’re married.”



I think I’m getting pretty dirty minded honey, I’ve sure had some dreams lately that I’m ashamed of. The service and a place like this sure fixes a person up good. But I will be careful till we’re married sweetheart. I love you too angel. I love you with all my heart.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



August 3, 1953



My Very Own,



Viv honey, I didn’t get a letter from you today either. I hadn’t heard from you since last Friday. Darling, I’m worried sick about you. Maybe it’s just the mail. I sure hope so, but honey I can’t keep from thinking something has happened to you or you’ve left home. Honey, if that call don’t come through tonight I’m going to be crazy. Vivian, I love you so much sweetheart.



Honey, I went ahead and let the other guy have the apartment today with the promise that I’d get it back if you decided to come. His wife isn’t coming till Sept.



Sweetheart, I bought us some more records today. Five hillbilly. “Kawliga” by H. Williams, “Going Steady” by Faron Young, “RUB-A-DUB-DUB” by Hank Thompson, “How’s the World Treating You” by Eddy Arnold, “That’s Me Without You” by Webb Pierce. Someday we’ll be side by side listening to them darling. And speaking of side by side, do you think you could get the record “Side by Side” by Kay Starr? Have you heard it, and do you like it hon? Get it and keep it for us if you can, and if you like it, will you sugar?



Viv honey, I was looking at the first picture you ever gave me tonight. The one you had on the mantle at home. I was looking at the small one in my billfold and thinking how wonderful you are, and how wonderful it is loving you and having your love. Vivian, I’m so thankful that we’ve stuck it out so far. The time won’t be long now angel, and we’ll be together for life.



Hon, I’m going to close now. The operator should call any minute now. Goodnight angel face.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



August 4, 1953



My Darling Sweetheart,



Viv honey, I just talked to you and I just had to write you now.



Hon, it hurt so much that you thought I was angry with you. Viv please don’t think I was, I had to yell to make myself heard. I wasn’t angry with you honey, and I’m never going to be angry with you again. I mean that Vivian darling. I’m never going to hurt you again. Vivie, I love you my darling. I love you so very much my darling. Oh Viv please don’t be hurt. I did want to know the reason for your dad’s refusal, but honey, I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t darling.



Honey, I just wrote mom and told her you were coming the 8th. I’m sending the letter and this one through German mail. It’s supposed to go faster.



Vivian, I love you my darling. I love you so very much. Go to mom’s, and be happy Viv. Try to be happy my darling. I love you so much Vivian. Oh my darling, I need you.



Honey, I meant every word. I’ll write every day till we’re in each other’s arms and I’m going to make you happy. I love you my wonderful darling.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 4, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Honey, I just talked to you about an hour ago, then wrote you a letter special delivery, and I’m going to send this one to my home, I guess.



Angel, I hope everything works out and you are at Mom’s when this comes. Vivian, I know how it must be for you being so far from home and in a strange place, but try your best to be happy there and stay as long as you like. I want so much for you to be happy.



Angel, remember I told you I thought I might get a commendation for the work I did last Saturday? Well, I did honey. I went to work tonight, and everybody started calling me “sir” etc, acting a fool. I asked what it was all about, and they showed me the commendation.



It wasn’t just a personal commendation. It was on the bulletin board. The squadron had gotten a commendation from Washington because of my work, and they gave me one, the squadron did. I’m not allowed to take it because it was classified, but it was sure something. It had my name, rank and serial nr. at the top. Owen told about what I did, and how important it was, etc. One thing it said was, “Because of Airman Cash’s untiring efforts, this squadron is one large step ahead in the completion of its mission.” “He is to be commended for his outstanding efficiency.”



I’m a big wheel now honey. Don’t believe it darling. I’m not a wheel, but it makes me feel a little good anyway.



Honey, I’ll be hoping and praying that you make it to Mom’s and back alright. I feel kind of bad about you traveling alone too honey, but I know you’ll be careful. Just be careful who you mix with traveling darling. I’d give anything if I could be making that trip with you honey. I know how lonesome you’re going to be. Some day we’ll be going and doing everything together. I love you so much, Viv.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 5, 1953



My Darling Viv,



I got a letter from you today honey. A long sweet one, and I got one from mom. Darling, I hope you don’t mind, but mom sent me the letter you wrote her saying you couldn’t come. Viv, I never read such a sweet letter. Honey, I didn’t know you talked to mom like you do, but I’m so happy you do sweetheart. I think it would sound more appropriate if you called her “mom” honey. You seem so close to her. Vivian, I love you so much.



Honey, I sure hope you get to go see them. I’m mailing this letter there, then I’ll mail the rest of them to San Antonio, I guess.



Viv, it’s nice to think of you being there, in the house where I lived 15 years, probably sleeping in the same bed I did, eating at the same table I did. I can imagine you will be miserable for me honey, but I feel the same way.



Have you ever been on a farm hon? From what they tell me, that farm isn’t much because of the drought, so I’m sure glad dad isn’t farming. Don’t let them put you to chopping cotton or plowing darling. I can just see you driving a team of mules.



Sweetheart, thanks for the lock of hair. It’s worth a fortune to me just because it’s part of you. It smells and feels so sweet Viv. I’ll keep it as long as I live because it’s part of you. Oh my sweet darling, I love you so very much. Thank-you my Viv, from the bottom of my heart.



Viv darling, I’m not kidding, this lock of hair brought back so many pleasant memories. As soon as I touched it, and smelled it, I automatically thought of the times I used to hold you in front of me at the drive-in, and put my face against your hair. It’s lovely Vivian, and you’re lovely and wonderful in every way.



Viv, I don’t mean to make you think I was dead set against card playing. I used to play Rook a little myself, but that’s the only thing I ever learned to play, and now I’ve forgotten that. My parents never said anything against me playing Rook, but they were against the other kinds of cards. Somehow I’ve always hated the word “poker.” I don’t believe there’s any harm in card playing where there’s no gambling involved, but hon, you know yourself that harmless card playing 90% of the time, will at some time lead to gambling, which I am definitely against. I know myself honey. I know that when I get in a habit of something, I overindulge. Like smoking or drinking coffee.



It’s so hard to talk to you in a letter Viv. I wish I could explain it to you like I want to. I’ll always listen to your point of view Vivian, and we can always talk things out, but I’m just going to pray that God will make you see my way on certain things. You’re a wonderful girl Vivian. You’re clean and sweet and I love you more than anything in the world. We will always talk things out. Vivian darling pray for me that I will be that way. I’ve come more and more to understand you Vivian, what I want to do more then anything, completely understand you.



No honey, I’ve never slept in anything more than shorts and T-shirt. I used to sleep with a T-shirt on at home, but since I came in the service, just shorts. If you want me to honey, I’ll try to sleep in a T-shirt, then when I come home, I’ll buy some pajamas. But I doubt if I can wear it. I always get so restless, and tear it off or pull it off in my sleep. I don’t know why it is, but it sure bothers me. I’m not very civilized honey, but your cave man loves you.



Viv, if that’s the way it was with your dad, then I won’t say another word. If they prayed so hard, and left it to God, then who am I to be angry over it. Sure I understand Viv hon. I won’t worry about it anymore. It doesn’t bother me now at all. Don’t worry about me being hurt, Vivian. What hurts me is that you’re hurt. Honey, please forget it. I love you so Vivian. Don’t worry about it angel.



Vivian darling, take care of yourself and be careful honey. You know there are some dirty people in this world. Don’t take chances while traveling. Watch out for men that want to be extra helpful and nice to you.



I love you so very much my sweetheart.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



August 11, 1953



My Happiness,



Honey, I got two sweet letters from you today and one from your mom. Viv, they made me so happy they were both long sweet ones, and I’ve read them over and over.



Viv, this letter from your mom made me feel so much better. It was so sweet. I’m going to have a wonderful mother-in-law. Of course she didn’t explain things to me, the reason for their refusal, so I’ll be looking forward to your dad’s letter.



Viv honey, the reason I asked you what if I didn’t sign those papers was because you kept asking me if I was sure I was willing. Honey, how else could we get married if I didn’t sign them? Any other way you’d be ex-communicated wouldn’t you? Vivian darling, you should know how I feel. Naturally I resent the Catholic Church telling me how to run my life and raise my children, but to have you, I will. There isn’t any other girl but you Vivian. There just isn’t.



Viv when I said pray for me that I won’t change, I don’t know exactly what I meant. When I got the refusal, a couple of times after that I felt like writing and telling you to put the ring away and stop writing. It was such a blow at first that I felt like the very life had been taken out of me.



And I was afraid your dad didn’t want me to marry you at all. I thought about last fall when he asked you to go with other boys, then the first letter I wrote him that he didn’t answer, and I was afraid that this refusal had sealed it. Of course we could get married without his consent when I get back, but we don’t want it that way.



I’ll be alright Viv. Praying about it has helped me so much. I know I can make it easy. I’ll do things to keep occupied and stick it out. I could never stop longing for you and thinking of you so much, and will till you’re in my arms. You will be someday.



I love you my sweet darling. I’ll love you as long as I live Vivian and as long as I live there will never be anyone for me but you.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 13, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Darling, I found out how much money I’m going to have to pay back from my Italy trip. It’s only $214 honey. I certainly got beat on that deal. They said I was only allowed $5 a day for my time in Germany, 4 days in all, and $9 a day for my time in Italy. I was paid $13 a day for 30 days and was only gone 23 days, so I have to pay back $214. I didn’t get my base pay for the month of June, so that’s $80 off the total. I won’t get paid at all this month, and I’ll only draw about $30 Oct 31st, and that will take care of it.



Vivian I’m proud of the things you believe in and the way you think. Once that I thought your running around with Kate changed you was when you said, “Kate is divorced honey. I know that doesn’t sound nice, but she’s really a sweet girl.” I know you didn’t mean it the way I took it at first, but it seemed to me as if you had decided divorce was alright because Kate is a sweet girl.



Vivian darling, I know exactly what kind of a girl you are. You’re clean and pure, and to me, the most wonderful girl in the world. I don’t suppose it’s my business who you mix with but I can’t help but be concerned with who you do mix with, because your staying the same as you are is all I ask for.



Maybe Kate is of the 10% that remain a lady after being divorced. I hope so, but under the circumstances it doesn’t seem probable. Divorced, and in a G.I. town, living alone with no one to take care of her and advise her. She’d have to be a strong-hearted woman.



Viv, what else could I think except that she was a second class girl when she came in cussing and bragging about the beer she drank. One time like that was enough to set an opinion of her. Even if all she does is drink a beer occasionally and say “damn & hell,” you’re too good to be around her.



Women are supposed to be mothers and teachers. They’re molding the future of the world. It’s always best to be sure you’re teaching what’s right by influence or directly. If you’re in doubt about something, leave it alone, or as our God’s Bible says, “Shun the very appearance of evil.”



Vivian, I love you darling. I hope I haven’t hurt you or bored or disgusted you. Honey, I’ve prayed so hard that God would show me, and “give me the wisdom to know right from wrong.” I believe in what I’ve told you in this letter. I hope you will honestly consider everything. Maybe I don’t practice everything I preach, but I believe in everything I preach honey.



I love you so much my darling. Keep on loving me angel and remember you’re mine.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 13, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Sweetheart, I got the pictures yesterday, and darling, I think I’ve looked at them a hundred times. Thank you so much Viv honey. I love every one of them sugar, and they made me so happy. Honey, you’ve got a beautiful little body. You’re the loveliest girl in the world. Such pretty dark skin. You look so sweet Viv.



Sweetheart, I have no way of comparing then and now, but it seems you’ve developed quite a large bosom, haven’t you honey? You don’t have to answer that angel. But they do look larger than they did before. Every bit of you is lovely.



Honey, I can’t see where you need to gain any weight. You’re beautifully slim. You look perfect to me. You’ve matured and everything is in the right place.



Viv, I don’t know what to think of the letter your dad wrote. Did you read it honey? He gave me one reason. That if you lost your passport you might be isolated here for months. And he said there are lots of things that you’d have to fear here that you wouldn’t there.



Viv, I’ll try to forget about it and not worry, as long as you say everything is alright, and that nothing will change. I could never hold anything against your dad, and I don’t want to be angry with him. I suppose he’d be justified if he was against me marrying you. He loves you and wants you to be happy. I suppose it’s up to me to convince him that I will make you happy.



Vivian darling, don’t ever let anything change. If I’d ever lose you Vivian, I’d want to die. I love you and I need you my darling. You’ve got to be mine Viv. I love you so very much. My sweetheart, I love you. I love you with all my heart and soul.



Thank you for being true to me at the skating rink sweetness. I’ll be true to you, too. As long as I live, I’ll be true to you, Viv.



Honey, I’ll be looking forward to those other pictures. You’re going to have to send me lots so I can fill my “Sweet Vivian” album. I’ve already got these in the album. The album is small hon, and only 2 pictures this size go on a page, so if you’ll send all those pictures I’ll have it about half full, then you won’t have to send too many more. Isn’t that sweet of me hon? Send those pictures, gal.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 14, 1953



My Sweet Vivian,



Hon, I sure hope you made it to mom’s and back safe and sound. I’ll be so worried about you till I know for sure. I’ve prayed for your safety honey. I hope nobody tries to harm my little darling. Tell me if anybody bothers you.



Honey, my friend Chuck is having his wife sell his car before she comes, and he got a letter from her yesterday about it. She went with the county sheriff in his car to the state capitol. He was so nice to her, helping her get her passport, etc. In the letter yesterday she said she was to meet the sheriff at 9:30 that night and he was going to drive the car and tell her how much he thought she could get for it. She was telling Chuck how nice the sheriff was to go out of his way to help her, and would even take time at night to try her car out.



Today Chuck got a letter and Alice started off, “Honey, I don’t know how this letter is going to turn out. I feel so sick and disgusted with everything.” She didn’t mention why she felt that way, and didn’t mention the sheriff and what he thought about the car.



Chuck is about to go crazy over it. Naturally the sheriff tried something with her. He wasn’t able to write a letter in time to tell her to stay away from the sheriff since she first started telling about the sheriff going to help her. Chuck has certainly got murder in his heart for a sheriff. He’s so torn up he’s in a daze, and of course not knowing anymore than he does makes it worse.



Chuck says Alice is only 18 and is the kind of girl that would never believe there are men that would try anything with a married woman. He says she puts all the faith in the world in a perfect stranger. I suppose she knows a little more about what men will do, now.



Honey, hearing things like that makes me worry so much about you. I know you know enough to not let strangers be that nice to you. Living in San Antonio you’ve probably had to put guys in their place before. But there’s a million guys with a million different tricks. And when a guy starts being extra nice and going out of his way to help a strange woman, he’s after one thing. Real life isn’t quite like it is in the movies.



It would kill me if something like that ever happened to you Viv. I know there are men that hang around every train and bus station just waiting to help a lone woman, and they’ve got a smile and soft line a mile long. Watch yourself especially when you’re away from home darling. It’s alright to have faith in people, but the way the world is today you can’t have faith in any stranger.



I’ll be so happy when I know you’re back safe honey, and I hope so much that you enjoyed yourself. Mom said she sure wanted you to come, but she said she was so ashamed for you to see the place the way the heat has ruined it. It sure must be bad.



Honey, tonight at 8 oclock the Air Force band will be down town. They’re going to play down there in the town square from 8 to 9:30, and Chuck and I are going I think. I think we will enjoy it. They’re a very good band. They’re going to play and sing German Folk songs tonight. I suppose we’ll go down, then come back as soon as it’s over sugar. We’re going to come back and play the guitars, so I guess we’ll have something to do on this break after all.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 18, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Honey, I’m so happy that everything turned out alright. I’m so glad you like the family. I just hope everything will go off as smooth as it did that first day. I want so much for you to be happy Vivian and especially enjoy that week there. Of course there isn’t much to do there but it’s a change for you and I sure hope you enjoy every minute of it.



Honey, this seems so funny, “Miss Viv Liberto, Rt.1, Box 138, Dyess, Ark.” It seems you’re my wife already. Although I don’t think that will ever be our address. I’d starve to death trying to make a living farming.



Honey, you and Tom seemed to have hit it off good together. They say he’s grown up a lot. I hope he doesn’t steal my girl. He isn’t that big is he honey? Nobody better try to steal my girl. You belong to me baby darling.



Vivian I need you so. It will be so wonderful when I’m with you and we’re married. I’m so lonesome for you especially at night Vivian. Everything would be complete if I just had you beside me at night. Someday my darling and the time is getting closer.



Your husband.


I love you Viv. I love you so.



 



August 19, 1953



My Very Own Viv,



I guess it’s alright for you to call me “Pooch” honey. But I wish you hadn’t heard that. Can I call you “Snooks”? Darling, who is “Sam” that is so sweet. You better be talking about my dog angel.



I don’t think it would sound right for you to call me J.R. honey. I’ve been called John and Johnny for 3 years. I don’t think it would sound right for anyone to call me that. I always hated the “name.” I sure get messed up. No real name to call my own. Isn’t that pitiful? But you can call me anything you want to Viv. I like it better if you call me honey. And darling I’ll be so happy if you’ve always got that tone in your voice that says you mean it when you call me honey or darling.



Angel, I sure hope they didn’t tell you the name my uncle Russell calls me.



I love you Viv. I love you.


Your husband.



 



August 20, 1953



My Vivian Darling.



Sweetheart, I got two more letters from you today. You make me so happy Viv, and I love you so much. So they did tell you what my uncle Russell calls me. I was afraid of that.



Darling, I know this is awfully short. It’s nearly nothing, but I’m so tired honey. I worked so hard today, and it’s getting late. I’m going to shower and go to bed honey. Tomorrow is my last day on the day shift, and I’ll write a long letter tomorrow nite.



Goodnight Vivian. God bless you my darling. I love you with all my heart.



Your husband, Your Johnny



 



August 21, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Honey, is it alright with you if we change our prayer time to Sunday instead of Saturday? There’s no special reason I guess, but it seems to me it would be best to have it on Sunday. I don’t remember if it was you or I that suggested Saturday, but if it’s alright with you, let’s change it to Sunday. Sweetheart, it doesn’t make all that big of a difference to me if you don’t want to, but if it is alright with you tell me. I’ll pray this next week on Saturday and Sunday both at 9 oclock, and you tell me if you want to.



Honey, I got some more records. I now have 18 records 45 RPM, and 4 albums of 331/3 RPM. I bought an album of Cowboy spirituals by the “Sons of the Pioneers” and an album of Gospel songs by “The Chuck Wagon” gang, and an album of 8 different hillbilly songs. Most of the 45 RPM are hillbilly. One by Hank Snow “A Fool Such as I.” One by Eddy Arnold, “How’s the World treating You” and “Going Steady.” I think I told you that. I’m going to make a rack for all my records to keep them till I send them to you honey.



Your husband


I love you my darling angel



 



August 22, 1953



My Very Own,



Dad certainly does like you Viv. He wrote me a letter, the first in about 4 weeks and said a lot about you. He said everybody that met you was nuts about you, and he told me to hurry back and hook you while the hooking was good.



Sweetheart, I think you’ll be the one that won’t want your stomach massaged after 6 or 7 kids but if you’ll let me I sure will. Even when you’re going to have your 10th one angel. You’d still look the same to me if you’d had 15 kids Vivian. You’ll still be the same wonderful girl I love so much. Your little body might be all out of shape from carrying so many of my kids, but that will just make me love you more.



Honey, I didn’t go anywhere at all today. It’s rained all day and I’ve just sat around in the room. I’ve missed you so much Viv. I’ve read your letters over and over and looked at all your pictures. I need you so much my darling.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



August 24, 1953



My Darling Sweetheart,



Honey, Chuck got a letter from one of his buddies today and the guy told him that the talk was all over town that his wife was seen out parked with the sheriff more than once. He also got a letter from her and she talked like she was all broken up. She told him about all the gossip about her and the sheriff, and said there wasn’t a thing to it. But still she said she had to go back to the state capitol and with the sheriff was the only way she had to go, so she was going with him the next day.



Chuck is certainly hurt and torn up, and angry. He said he’d never in his life mistrusted Alice, but this was too much. The whole town is talking about her, and she still won’t stay away from the guy.



I don’t know why it is honey, but Chuck always brings those letters for me to read. I tell him it’s his business and to keep it to himself, but he insists I read them. I sure don’t know what to think of his wife. He’s always been so much in love with her, and has always thought she was a perfect angel. She’s supposed to be over here about this time next month and Chuck said she was going to have to clear up this mess and straighten him out when she got here, and if she wasn’t telling him the truth, she was going right back home and he was going to divorce her.



Vivian darling, when I think about other girls, and how they act, and can’t even wait for 5 or 6 months, then think about you gladly waiting 21/2 or 3 years, it makes me want to get down on my knees and thank God that he made one perfect girl with a true honest love, and gave her to me.



I love you my sweet, wonderful darling. I love you so.



Your husband to be.



 



August 29, 1953



Honey, I just got off work again and wanted to write and tell you I love you before I go to bed. I’m here all alone now honey. All the other boys are down playing cards again. I sure am lonesome for you Viv.



Vivian I would never have asked you to stop writing and put away the ring. I just felt like dying there for awhile. Nothing seemed to matter anymore. Vivian, if that ever did happen I’d be down on my knees begging you not to. Vivian darling if anything ever happened between us, I’d never get married. It’s going to be you or no one Vivian. I mean it. I could never love anyone but you. I would be miserable even going with anyone else. It’s always going to be just you Vivian, and if you ever changed your mind I honestly wouldn’t want to live. I could never find a girl that would halfway compare with you. God threw away the mold when He made you Vivian.



Yes angel, Uncle Russell calls me “Shoo Doo.” I’ll swear I don’t know where he got that name. He calls Roy “Screw Driver” because he’s a mechanic, I think. You can call me anything you want angel.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



Sept 6, 1953



My Snookie Pootsie,



Isn’t that a killer sweetheart? I’m not drunk honey, I just dreamed up that name.



Honey, I bet you don’t know where I am. I’m in our house. Chuck asked me to come down with him and stay here tonight, so I did. It’s 12:30 honey. And I’ve really had a nice time.



About 8:00 Chuck and I brought our guitars down here and the lady that owns the house cooked supper for us, so we ate, and started playing and we just stopped a few minutes ago.



Honey, I’ve missed you so much. I’m sorry for bringing it up darling, but this would probably have been our wedding night if you’d come. Instead, Chuck is sitting here beside me instead of you. Chuck made the coffee instead of you, and there’s G.I. underwear in the chest instead of ladies things. It could almost be enough to make a person bitter honey.



Honey, I was with you at prayer tonight. I went in the toilet and prayed.



I love you sweetheart.



Your husband



 



September 8, 1953



My Wonderful Darling,



I got three sweet letters from you today Viv honey. They’re all so wonderful.



Honey. Someone really did one of the letters dirty. It was dirty, greasy, all bent up, and had a big black foot print on it. I should have taken it to the P.O. claims dept, but forgot about it till after I’d opened it. Someone really messed it up honey, and it made me a little angry.



Sweetheart, that gown and negligee you said you were buying for our wedding night, I know you’re doing it to make me happy hon, but let me tell you frankly what I’d really like honey.



First of all I think modesty in a woman is the most wonderful thing in the world. On our wedding night when you reveal yourself to me for the first time I want you to be yourself honey. I don’t want you to have a lot of expensive negligee honey. I want you to look lovely, but simple. A pair of panties and bra and something thin to wear over that if you want, but that would be perfect for me darling. Of course, if you want to dress up, if that means a lot to a girl, OK honey, but I just want you as you are.



Honey this guy I know goes home in December because he’s married. He had never been untrue to his wife, till last night. He went to Munich to buy his Christmas presents, but he bought something else too. He met some pig and stayed with her last night, and came back about noon today. I never saw a worse looking guy. He thinks he’s diseased now. He hasn’t said a dozen words since he’s been back. I sure feel sorry for his wife and any kids he might ever have. I’d just as soon as be dead as face what he’s facing.



I’ll write tomorrow angel. God bless you and keep you for me.



Your Johnny



 



September 11, 1953



My Little Angel,



Honey, have you heard “Lead me Gently Home, Father”? I’ve got the record hon, and I’m playing it now. Someday He will lead me gently home, back to you, the one I love. Let’s keep praying Vivie. He’ll answer our prayers.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



September 14, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Honey, I thought you were sending a book in that envelope, but it was the 50 page letter. Darling you made me feel so wonderful. You’re so sweet Viv. It makes me feel like a king when you do something like that for me. I love you so much my darling.



Angel, did you ever hear of King Ludwig? I didn’t either till I got over here. Anyway, I forgot to tell you that tomorrow I’m going to his castle. As a matter of fact, 40 of us are going. We went on break tonight, and our Control Chief has chartered a bus for us and we’re all going out there tomorrow to tour the castle. I don’t know if there will be anything to it honey, but I think I’ll go and take my camera along and get some pictures.



Darling in the paper it said “Miss Vivian Reberto of San Antonio, Texas spent a few days with Mr. & Mrs. Ray Cash this week.” That’s all honey. I don’t know how it got in the paper, and how they messed up your name. Someday you’ll have a name everybody is familiar with honey. “Mrs. Cash.” It sounds perfectly in order angel. It fits you perfectly.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



September 17, 1953



My Darling Wife,



Darling, I had such a wonderful dream last night about you, and for once there wasn’t any trouble. The places were all messed up as usual. I dreamed I was in Memphis, and Memphis was here in South Germany, and you were in Frankfurt working as a secretary. Joann was with me, and I told her she’d have to go home alone because I was going to Frankfurt to see you. Joann said I shouldn’t because mom would be worried about me, but I told her I was going because I hadn’t seen you in over two years, and I was going. I was on a 3-day pass honey and the next thing I knew I was in Frankfurt looking for you. I knew what street you worked on honey, and I walked down the street stopping at all the houses. It was about 6 PM and I knew you’d be home from work. The last house I stopped at and asked for you, the woman said, “I’ll tell you where she is for 5 American dollars.” So I shelled out and as soon as I did you walked out of the house and said, “Honey, I’m sorry it cost you $5, but she would have beaten me if I came out before you paid her.” Then I got really angry and said “You’re not going to work in Frankfurt anymore, and you’re not going to live in this house Viv. You’re going to live in Munich so we can be together on our B day breaks, and if they ever try to beat you, I’ll burn this house down.” Then you pulled up the side of your skirt and showed me marks on your legs, and said “Johnny darling, they already did.” Then I took my cigarette lighter and set fire to the curtains, and we ran out with the old woman screaming, and when we stopped running and looked back, the house was about half burned up.



Then we walked along real slow and it started raining and you started crying and said all your clothes and all your money had burned up. I don’t know where I got the money darling, but I kissed you and gave you $800 and said we’d go buy you some clothes the next day.



Then you said you were cold, so we found a hotel and got one room and went to bed with all our clothes on. I wrapped you up with blankets and lay down beside you and held you tight. Your hair was wet honey, and I kissed you all over your face, and you finally went to sleep, and I lay there thinking that I was going to stay just like that with you until I had to go back to the base the next night. It was so wonderful honey. I felt so bad when I woke up and found it wasn’t true.



Angel, some more mail came in and I got the package. Sweetheart, I wish you knew how happy you’ve made me. My darling I thank you from the bottom of my heart. Oh honey I love you so much. Vivie you’re so wonderful darling. You’re so heavenly. Yes angel, I can sure use the socks and handkerchiefs. I can use any color handkerchiefs with my uniform darling. And the socks I can sure use. Honey, how do you do it? You always know exactly what I like best and need most. Angel you’re so wonderful. And you got all my favorite records honey. I love every record you sent. You got our record too angel. “These Things I Offer You,” and “I Still feel the Same.” Vivian darling, you’ve made me so happy honey. I’ve got the best girl in the whole world. How could any woman ever come close to halfway comparing with you. Viv I feel like bawling. I want to tell you so bad how much I love you and how much I appreciate all this. You do so many wonderful things for me.



I got up too late for dinner, so my darling sent me some candy. I ran out of stationery, so my darling sent me some. I’m going on leave, so my darling sent me some socks and handkerchiefs. I couldn’t buy any records, so my darling sent me all my favorites. Vivian, I love you sweetheart. I love you so much it hurts.



Your husband,


Your Johnny for life.



 



September 21, 1953



My little Angel,



Honey, I guess I did you kind of dirty yesterday. I didn’t write darling and I’m sorry. I got up early and went to church, then I meant to write that afternoon, but I went to the movie, and was going to write after work but I was just too tired angel, and I went right to bed. I’m sorry sweetheart.



No honey, I know your parents don’t tell you what to do. I guess I took that deal all wrong. I can see now that you were the one that was broadminded about it. I would have put up a fight but you knew that it was best not to. I couldn’t understand why you didn’t if you really wanted to come, but I do now. You did exactly right as usual. It’s all over with now and I guess it’s for the best.



Darling, if Kate cursed at all it’s more than she should have. God didn’t mean for women to be that way, or men either. But it just kills my soul to hear a woman curse. Kate must have put sugar on herself if she was “sweet” honey. I can’t see how a cursing girl could be sweet. With all due respects to your friends, she sounds like a typical divorcee to me, and I’m glad she’s gone.



Vivian, I love you so much darling. You’re all the world to me sweetheart. I love you and want you for my wife. Please try to understand how I feel about these things and don’t ever think I’m silly. Vivian darling, you’re going to always be persecuted for being good and doing good, but it has to be that way. Good people will always be persecuted by the evil and filthy people. But it’s worth it darling. You know it is.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



September 22, 1953



My Darling Angel,



Chuck went to meet Alice at Munich yesterday honey. He told me yesterday morning that if he didn’t come back last night, I’d know Alice came. He got off four days from work. He didn’t come back, so I suppose Alice got here alright, and they’re down in our little honeymoon apt. There’s happiness there anyway darling, even if it isn’t ours.



Well darling, I was planning on you quitting work when I get back, since I will be discharged as soon as I get to the states. I’m going to get a job as soon as I can, then we’ll get married. We’re going to have to arrange everything for our convenience Viv. I’ll be discharged around June 1st and not July 7th as I was originally scheduled. I don’t know yet honey. If you do keep working for awhile after I get back, wait till we’re sure of the day I’ll be there before you take your vacation. But I don’t think it will be convenient for us for you to keep working.



Angel, I’ve got to rush now or I’ll be late for work. I’ll write tomorrow sweetheart.



I love you my darling.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



September 23, 1953



Vivie, you know what honey? I saw Chuck and Alice today. They’re so happy Viv. She’s sure a sweet girl darling and they both love each other so much. They’re so happy. And I wish it was us honey. Chuck brought Alice to the base this afternoon and I met them. I told them all about my Viv. I love you so much my sweet little darling.



Honey baby, I didn’t get any mail today or yesterday. I feel so badly when I don’t hear from you. Honey I know it isn’t your fault but I feel so bad. I need mail from my darling little angel.



Vivie, I love you. If we were married I’d be with you now and we’d be in each other’s arms and I’d be kissing you honey. I’d kiss you and hold your little face close to mine. I’d caress you and love you so much cause I know you’re lonesome for me too, aren’t you little angel? I’d kiss you so much and I’d kiss your lovely breasts too because you’re my girl and you’ll be my wife, but when you’re my wife, I’ll do that. Because you won’t mind me kissing your breasts because you love me and if you’re my wife you won’t mind darling.



I know I shouldn’t talk like this Vivie and I’m sorry. I know I never said that to you when I wasn’t drinking, but that’s what drinking does Viv and I shouldn’t talk about your breasts until we’re married.



But you’re wonderful and I love you so much. Don’t be angry Viv. I didn’t talk dirty to you. I just love you. I don’t just love you because you’ve got a beautiful figure Viv. You know I don’t, but I just love you and need to kiss you honey.



I’ve got to go to bed now little darling, but don’t worry because I’ll be alright tomorrow because I can sleep late as I want to because I’m on pass. I’m not going anywhere because I’m true to you. You know I am don’t you Viv? You sure do.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



September 24, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Honey, I suppose I should apologize for that letter last night, but I don’t know how. I’m so sorry for what I did that it hurts, but I guess I couldn’t help it.



I loaned Chuck my record player yesterday and was alone here from 3:30 yesterday afternoon till 9:30 last night when I went to the Stag room with Willie. I sat here and read, and listened to the corny programs on the radio till I was sick of it. I started thinking of Chuck and Alice here together, then started thinking of you and I just couldn’t stay here any longer. We didn’t leave the base. We just went to the Stag room here on the base, then came back around midnite. Maybe it was later than midnite, I don’t know, but we came back to the room and I wrote you and went to bed.



I wasn’t going to write you but when I got back I decided to. People say “what she doesn’t know doesn’t hurt her,” but I can’t be that way. I can’t keep anything from you honey, and I never will keep anything from you no matter what. I want us to always be that way with each other and I’m not going to start wrong.



I love you Vivian. I know you don’t feel as bad as I do when I do something like this. I feel like a punk because I want to abstain completely and I didn’t. I’m just sorry. That’s all I can say. I’ll try to not do it anymore.



Bye honey. Keep on loving me and always remember that you belong to me. You do belong to me Viv. Every ounce of you.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



I love you Viv.



 



September 27, 1953



My Darling Angel,



Honey, I sure envy Chuck getting to go home to his wife every morning after work. It would be so wonderful to go home to my little Viv. She’d have breakfast all ready for me. I’d sit down with you, and we’d eat breakfast and talk, then go to bed. It would be so wonderful, so nice and quiet. Then lie down with my lovely wife and go to sleep with her (you) in my arms. Then about noon I’d wake up as I usually do, and you would give me a few “kisses,” then I could sleep soundly the rest of the day. I could sure use some of your kisses after working this shift honey.



Angel, it’s time to pray with you. I’ll be back in a few minutes hon. I love you my sweetheart. I love you with all my heart and soul.



I’m back angel. I prayed with you for 9 minutes. Were you with me honey? I think you were because I felt so close to you.



God bless you and keep you always for me my darling.



 



September 28, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Vivian, there’s no use in me trying to be happy here. I can’t be happy till I’m back with you darling. You’re my whole life. The time is getting short and that helps a lot. I can’t stand drinking and the only thing on the base worthwhile is the movie. I haven’t got the money to travel on my passes. I’m saving it for my happiness with you. That’s all I’m looking forward to honey, being with you. That’s when I’ll be happy. Don’t worry about me being unhappy, Viv. I’ve been unhappy 2 years and I can stand it another 8 months, then things are going my way for awhile.



It doesn’t seem real that in just a few short months you’re going to really be mine. I’ve thought of you every minute since I’ve been away, and have longed for you and needed you for so long.



It doesn’t seem real that your love, your sweetness and kindness and your lovely little body are actually going to be mine soon.



Goodnight Viv. God bless you darling and keep you mine.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



September 30, 1953



My Darling,



I’m going to Munich tonight. They’re having a big carnival that’s been going on for about two weeks. I’ll probably stay in Munich two days honey.



Honey, I was never hurt so much in my life this morning. Chuck came in my room and looking like he was about dead. I asked him what was wrong and he told me that Alice broke down and confessed. She gave herself to that sheriff on 4 different nights. He’s so hurt. I’ve never seen him like this. He cursed and cried till it was pitiful. But he still loves her, and said he might even forgive her and not divorce her. I can’t see how he can, and he said he can’t see how he can ever trust her again although he loves her. After all she lied to him, and even scolding him for acting like he didn’t believe her at first. He was crying every word he told me. He told me everything in detail how the sheriff seduced her the first time, then she seduced the sheriff the other 3 times. After adultery 4 times and all those lies, he still loves her. He’s nuts. He sure talked about women though. He said there wasn’t a woman on earth any better, cleaner, purer than Alice was when they married, and said all other woman are under Alice even yet, and if I ever in my life halfway trusted one single woman I was a stupid so and so.



I can’t get over it. Why does something like that have to happen always to the best of people. I’ve never known a guy that could halfway compare with Chuck, then him get a slut for a wife. As true as he’d been to her, and as much as he believed in her, and loved her. They went together about 3 years before they were married. It doesn’t seem possible that such a good guy should have to face a life of misery.



I’ll write when I get back from Munich. I’ll be true to you Vivian. I’m going for just what I said Vivian. Nothing else.



I love you with all my heart and soul.



 



October 2, 1953



My Darling Sweetheart,



Viv, I finally got back from Munich. It’s 7:30 pm now. I got back this afternoon. Honey, it’s been two long days, but they were enjoyable. Day before yesterday I went to Munich with 4 more boys. We went to the carnival and stayed there till about midnite then three of us went to the G.I. hotel and went to bed. I don’t know where the other two boys went. We haven’t seen them since.



Then yesterday morning we came back to the train station and two of the boys came back to Augsburg but I met Chuck & Alice in the train station and they asked me to go with them, so I did honey. We went to the P.X. and they shopped around all afternoon, then we ate supper in the snack bar at the train station, then went out to the carnival. We stayed out there till 10:30, then we all went to the G.I. hotel. We met another friend of mine at the carnival. Chuck and Alice got a room in the hotel, but my buddy and I had to sleep on the couches in the lounge. All the hotels in Munich are full and even the G.I. hotel was full last night, but Chuck and Alice were lucky enough to get a room.



Honey, we had a nice time. Especially last night. Night before last I was dead tired. I only slept a couple of hours before I went up there and I was miserable. But I slept till noon almost yesterday, and we had lots of fun last night. And I was true to you Vivian. I didn’t even talk to any girls.



Darling, I got the long, wonderful letter from you today, and the one you wrote the day after. Darling you made me so happy.



Honey, I feel so sorry for Chuck I could die. He walks around in a daze. He’s beginning to get bitter. Yesterday he and I were alone for a few minutes and he told me he thought he would go nuts before this is over with, which will be a divorce probably. He loves Alice. That’s what hurts him. He wants her and loves her so much, but he said if he lived with her he could never respect or trust her. He said that every minute of his life he was going to be miserable. When he said he mentioned divorce to her the first time, she screamed and cried and fainted about six times. She loves him so much it’s pitiful. He said she told him that she would follow him on her knees the rest of her life if he left her.



Vivian, I wish you could meet her. I can’t figure her out. She’s just turned 18, and acts like she doesn’t know what life is all about. She’s like a kid at times, but she isn’t. She knew what she was doing and knew it was adultery, but didn’t have the sense to know the heartache it would cause. And she has. It’s pitiful what it’s done to Chuck honey. He looks at her with just a blank stare in his eyes as if he actually can’t himself believe what she’s done to him. She looks at him every time with a sheepish, pleading look. You can tell that she worships him. How she could have done what she did, I don’t know. It doesn’t seem possible that this could have happened to them as young as they were and as much as they loved each other. I suppose that will stand between them forever. I think Chuck loves her less everyday. He called her some dirty names that just made me cringe today. Not to her face, but we were in the restroom and he said, “Well, let’s go find my little whore and see the rest of the carnival.”



Angel, say a few prayers for them.



Goodnight hon. God bless you always. I love you so.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



October 3, 1953



Honey, I forgot to tell you, but I bought a nice corduroy shirt (green) when we were at the PX in Munich. I had it on here last night and it sure will be nice for my leave. I also won a big blue teddy bear at the carnival honey and I will send it to you when I send another package. I think I’ll take it to bed with me when the other boys aren’t looking. It sure is nice and soft, just like my little darling.



Sweetheart, whatever you want to wear on our wedding night, you get it, OK? I want everything to be perfect for you Viv. I guess it means a lot to a girl, more than to a man. And to a girl like you, I guess the wedding night is everything. I just didn’t think honey. I told you what I’d like best, but who knows, maybe I’d like you better in what you choose. You could wear a flower sack to bed, and you’d be just as heavenly and lovely darling.



Yes honey, I know what you mean by butterflies. I get them too. It will be heaven darling. It will be wonderful to make you “my woman.” And I’ll be so lucky and happy that I’m getting you. It will be so wonderful when we’re married and can give all ourselves to each other and not be ashamed.



Honey, when I think about these things, the jokes about sex, and the dirty books and movies and everything seem so stupid and silly. The way we love each other, making love to you will be just what God asks, (when we’re married). It will be everything sacred and holy and wonderful. It’s a shame we humans can’t see it always the way two people deeply in love like you and I, and not degrade themselves and others. It’s wonderful if we could always see it as God wants us to.



Angel, I never heard of “fuchsia” color makeup. But then I never heard of many kinds of makeup honey. Whatever it’s like, I’ll love it on you. When I come back, I’ll buy about 20 different kinds of makeup, and you can put them all on, and I’ll kiss them all off, then I’ll tell you what kind I like best. OK sugar? Alright baby.



Good night my Viv. God bless you and keep you wherever you are my darling. Always carry my love in your heart.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



October 6, 1953



Hello Angel,



Honey, I broke my watch today. I took it to the PX tonight, and I get it back in 6 days. Honey, I sure broke it in a crazy way. I’ll try to explain it to you. When I got up this morning, the radio announcer said, “It’s now 6:42,” and my watch was 1 minute fast, so I set it, then he said, “I’m sorry, the correct time is 6:37,” so I set it at 6:37, not 6:47. I pulled the stem out and set it twice. Then he said, “Ladies and gentlemen, I got up too early. The correct time is 18 minutes until 7, that’s 6:43,” yes, 6:43, 18 minutes till 7. That was the last straw honey. I pulled the stem out too hard to set it the last time, and when I pushed it back in it wouldn’t run. It was my own fault honey. I got annoyed at the announcer, and pulled it out too hard. It needed cleaning and oiling anyway, I guess, but I sure hate to do without it six days. I’m sorry I was so rough with it honey, but the announcer and I both got up too early.



Honey, do you think playing BINGO is gambling? I mean, paying, to play for the jackpot? I guess it is, and I never thought about it till last night when I played. Honey, after I wrote you last night, one of the boys asked me to go to the club to play Bingo. It only lasts an hour so I went. I bought a card for a dollar and played, and lost of course. Anyway, the jackpot was $475.00, and I prayed that I’d win because the money would help you and I so much. I guess it was silly honey, but I promised God that if I won I’d give $50 to the church. When the last number was called, I only needed one more number to win the $475.



When I walked out I was thinking and wondering why I didn’t win it, then the thought struck me, “You’ll never do any good, doing any wrong.” And I realized it was wrong then and that I was asking for divine assistance in something that was wrong from the beginning.



It was just a mistake darling. I didn’t realize it was gambling till God woke me up. I’m sorry, and I won’t play Bingo again for money.



I love you more than anything in the world Viv.



Your husband to be,


Your Johnny



 



October 8, 1953



My Darling Viv,



Honey, I know I’ll sound like a conceited punk, but I’ll tell you one thing that’s been wrong for a long time. Out of the 50 boys I work with, I’ve got the hardest, most important job there is. Because it’s so important, I work harder than anybody there, and every single day that rolls around, somebody has something sarcastic. One guy especially is always calling me “Airman of the Month.” Or somebody is always asking me when I’ll make Captain. When there’s something unusual comes up, and the officers run over and watch the work I turn out, I can see two or three guys looking at me with a smirk on their face. They think I kiss all the officers’ tails because I like my job, and I don’t like any job unless there’s a lot of work. I’ve got plenty of work, and it’s the kind I like, and they, two or 3 or 4, ridicule me for it. I’ve worked hard ever since I got here, and as long as I’ve been here, there’s been from 1 to 4 that think I work hard just to get in good with the officers and get promoted. I thought I’d never live it down when I got that last commendation. Most of the boys congratulated me, and said it was really nice to get a commendation like that, but those 3 or 4 had something wise to say, and if it wasn’t for losing everything I’ve made since I’ve been in the service, I’d have knocked somebody’s teeth out long ago.



Honey, things like that bear on my mind and make me want to crawl in a hole. I can’t stand for somebody to dislike me that I have to live with and work with. It worries me so.



Goodnight and God bless you my angel.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



October 27, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Yes angel, we do want a big family so there will be more of us to be happy. Honey, I was thinking the other day how much more wonderful it would be with kids too. I was thinking how you’d act and feel if something happened that we couldn’t have kids. I know it would nearly kill you but you’d go on from day to day loving me and living for me to make me happy, and still praying your heart out for children.



I’m sure we’ll have lots of kids honey. But we’ll pray for that too. God will give us children. They really do make a house a home darling. And love and decency makes a house a home.



Goodnight hon. I’ll write tomorrow night. God bless you my sweet darling and may He keep you always safe and guarded for me.



I love you so much.



Your husband.



 



October 31, 1953



My Darling Wife,



Honey, I got three wonderful letters from you today. They made me so happy Vivian. I felt so good after I read them. A guy brought them up to me while I was working honey, and I just stopped. I told Sgt. Richards I’d have to read them then, so I went out in the section lounge for about 20 minutes and read them.



Sweetheart, when I get such wonderful sweet letters, I feel like a million dollars. I acted a fool all afternoon. Of course I did my work but I was so happy.



Honey, Joann, the girl you work with must realize she’s nothing special, or she’d trust her husband in Paris, or maybe her husband couldn’t be trusted. It’s not me Vivian, it’s you. You’re something special. I could be true to you anywhere. I’d just have more chances with pretty women in Paris, that’s all. I had plenty of chances honey, but I was true to you, and I’m a little proud of myself. When I came back the boys asked me how I liked the French women, I said I didn’t touch any French women, and they wouldn’t believe me. They said that even though I did have a girl like Vivian, I shouldn’t let you tie me down in a place like Paris. But I argued, and they’d shake their heads in disbelief. But I couldn’t live with myself if I’d been untrue to you Vivian. I believe most boys would have gone ahead, and never told their girl, but I’ve made too many promises, and if I were untrue to you I’d want to die. The only physical love I want is with you, when I’ve got our marriage license in my pocket Vivian darling.



Yes hon, Perea was kidding. He’s always asking, “How’s Viv and the kids,” because I told him you and I were going to have about 15, then later on I’d say, “Well, Perea, congratulate me, Viv and I are going to have another baby, our 12th one.” Then he’d say, “Well! That’s fine. How’s Viv getting along? Is she up yet? How does she feel?” And I’d say, “Oh she feels fine. She’s so happy. She wants a little girl this time and I do too. The last 5 were boys.” We were always acting a fool like that hon. You had so many babies that you didn’t know about angel.



Baby darling, when you said something about sleeping curled up to me, I had the funniest feeling, because I thought so much about that this morning. I woke up just freezing, about 4 am this morning, and it was at least an hour before I went back to sleep. I lay there cold, and thinking how nice it would be to have you in my arms. I crooked my body and drew up my legs and imagined you were lying with your back to me, and I had my arms around you holding you close keeping you, and myself warm. It would have been so wonderful if you had been honey. You’re so lovely, and I bet you’re so soft and warm when it’s cold. Someday angel.



Honey, just what is a wedding reception? Is it after the wedding, and who is supposed to come? I’ve heard people talk of how drunk they got at someone’s wedding reception, but I know ours won’t give them the opportunity. Where will ours be, and what will it be like honey?



Sweetheart, with God’s help, you will marry me. I couldn’t think of either of us ever living with anyone else. We were meant for each other.



Yes, it would be horrible to get a Dear John, but I don’t worry about that anymore. I have all the confidence in the world in your love angel. You know you’ll never get one from me either Viv. It would be like a divorce. We don’t believe in divorce.



Goodnight lovely. God bless you and keep you always for me. Say your prayers with me hon. I’ll make believe you’re with me when I say my silent prayers and you will be. I love you my sweet wonderful angel.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



November 2, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Vivian I’m so sorry to hear about your dad honey. Oh sweetheart, I feel every thing you do. When you’re hurt or worried I’m the same way. Sweetheart, I hope so much that there’s nothing serious wrong. Yes honey, I’ll pray hard for him. Tell him I hope there’s nothing wrong and that I’ll be praying for him. I told Chuck too honey. I told him to tell Alice, and for them to pray for your dad. Then a few minutes ago I went down to another room where three boys sleep, and asked them to pray for him. These three boys are about the only three I know that I could ask honey. They all go to church, and don’t drink and smoke. I asked them to pray for your dad and they said they certainly would. So honey, in all there will be six of us over here praying for him.



Yes, sugar, it is pretty cold here. It would be so wonderful if we could keep each other warm. If we were married, my little Viv could put on her pajamas and we’d get under two blankets and snuggle. I’d hold you close to me and kiss your sweet lips and cheeks and eyes and hair. You’d be so warm and soft angel. Just like a little bunny. Someday we’ll do that angel. We’ll be in each other’s arms all night, every night.



I’m going to take a shower, then say my prayers and go to bed honey. I’ll write tomorrow angel. Goodnight my sweet darling. Keep on loving me and stay my little girl. I love you Viv. I love you and need you so much it hurts.



Your husband.



 



November 3, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Remember I was talking about dreaming of you honey, and I said I hoped I’d have a dream about you last night? Well I did sugar, and it’s been on my mind all day. I’ve just got to tell you about it angel.



It started off, I was in a city somewhere. I had no idea where I was, and I was ashamed to ask anyone what town it was, and I was walking along the street, and I saw a theatre named “The Hippodrome.” I was awfully tired and so I started to go in the theatre, and right under where it said “The Hippodrome,” it said “San Antonio’s Finest Theatre.” And it sure surprised me that I was in San Antonio. I bought a ticket and was going in when it struck me that you lived in San Antonio, but I couldn’t understand how I could be in S.A. because the Hippodrome is a big theatre in New York. But I walked down the street to where I used to catch the bus to go out to your house when I had a date with you. When I got to Commerce & Navarro I remembered that I didn’t know which bus I was supposed to catch, and I had to catch a bus because I didn’t have enough for a taxi. Then I woke up honey. I was so disappointed I could die, but I went back to sleep after about five minutes and honest darling, I started dreaming and I was getting out of a taxi in front of your house. I wanted to continue the dream so bad that while I was awake I started thinking of taking a taxi to your house and when I went to sleep I’d gone all the way from up town to your house, and the dream continued.



Then I went in your house and your mom met me and she didn’t recognize me, but then you came out of the kitchen. Darling you looked beautiful. You had on high heels and stockings and a brown corduroy suit, and a little tan hat. I started toward you to kiss you and you said, “No Johnny, you can’t kiss me for 3 days.” Then your mom told me you were married but getting a divorce in 3 days, then I could kiss you.



The next thing I knew the 3 days were up and we were married, and as we were leaving your house, you mom came out and said, “Johnny, Viv wasn’t really married, but I just told you that because I didn’t want you to take her away.” Then I put my arm around her, and told her I wouldn’t have taken you away soon if she didn’t want me to. Then she just cried and cried honey. When I asked her what was wrong she said, “All my life I’ve taught Viv to be a good girl, and she’s always been nice and sweet and has taken care of herself, but now all of a sudden you’re going to take her off and ruin her.” Then I told her you were my wife and I loved you, but she kept saying, “You’re going to ruin her and spoil her after she’s been such a good girl.” We were both trying to talk to her and console her when I woke up darling, and I couldn’t make the dream go any further. I don’t think I ever did get to kiss you honey, but it was still a wonderful dream, seeing you. I felt so lonesome when I awoke. I wanted you so much sweetheart.



I love you Vivian. I love every ounce of you sweetheart.



Your husband



 



November 9, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Honey, I got three little sweet letters from you today. Angel, I couldn’t live without you.



Viv, I’m so happy too that your dad is alright. I was worried before we started praying for him, then it didn’t worry me at all. I know prayer is all that did it honey. I’ll tell Chuck and the other three boys, and I know they’ll be happy too. I feel so good about it all Viv.



I know you’ll look lovely in that evening dress angel. I’d give a million dollars to see you. I hope you have a chance to make some pictures like last time.



I’m living for the day I’ll see you in a gown when you’re the star of the show. I know you’ll look heavenly. It will be so wonderful Vivian darling. The day can’t come too soon for me precious.



Right now I’ve got to shower and shave and get ready for work love. I’ll see you tomorrow angel.



Your husband.



 



November 9, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Viv, I just got off work and I just had to talk to you before I go to bed.



Honey, I love you. If only I could be with you tonight to show my love for you. Oh my precious darling, I love you. Sweetheart, I need you so. Viv, can’t you see how much I love and need you angel?



Viv, I had the most horrible dream I ever had last night, and it’s been so strong on my mind all day and night. I know it’s silly, but it was so vivid and realistic that I was shaking when I awoke. I was also the happiest guy in the world to find it wasn’t real. It was a horrible dream about you. Honey, I feel so silly, but I still worry. Sweetheart, be careful and take care of yourself. If anything happened to you I’d want to die. You’re so precious to me Vivian darling. I hate to think of trying to live without you. I couldn’t do it I know. I couldn’t possibly go on living without you. Vivian you’re my life, can’t you see darling? Oh my sweetheart, I love you and need you so.



Viv darling, I’m on that 2 day pass now starting a few minutes ago, but I’m not going anywhere. I’ll stay here and clean things up. I’ve got a lot of clothes to wash and I can keep busy.



I love you my little wife. I love you so very much.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



November 10, 1953



My lovin’ darlin’,



Viv, I got a wonderful sweet letter from you today sugar. Just like you angel, wonderful and sweet. I think you’re the sweetest girl in the world, and you’d better not laugh this time.



But honey, some of the mail is really behind. This letter was written the 5th, and the latest one yesterday was written the 2nd, and I know you wrote between that because in this letter you answered some of my letters that I wrote about the day I sent the pictures, and in that one the 2nd, you hadn’t answered my first letters yet. So, all evidence points to the fact that I, Johnny R. Cash, am overdue some mail which should, beyond a shadow of a doubt, come in tomorrow if the mail comes in. There should be two big fat sweet letters from my little bunny. But considering the circumstances existing lately, there is a chance that the said mail will be delayed, which will probably depress the dickens out of me. That’s the breaks I guess. Another “thumbs down” for the Post Office department.



I bet you look lovely in the skirt honey. Not because I bought it, but I just wanted you to have a skirt like that. I remember you in one skirt like that I think. It was a full one, and when you’d turn around it would spin. Viv, if I could just see you I’d be so happy. It would be so wonderful just to see something as lovely and attractive as you are, after staring at these four blank walls and all these boys. I feel so good when I get a picture of you. It makes me feel so good that such a lovely girl, and such a pure, wonderful sweet girl is going to be my very own. Sometimes I can’t believe that God is so good to me. I love you Vivian darling. I love you so much it hurts.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



Most all of Johnny’s letters were handwritten. This is one of the few typewritten ones he sent me.



November 12, 1953


2:30 AM



Hello Chicken,



I bet you don’t know where I am do you sugar? I didn’t think you did. I’m at work, and hon, don’t tell anybody, but I’m not very busy. I’m supposed to be slaving away, protecting my country, but some days you just don’t feel like it.



I’m sitting right in the back of the room so I can see anybody that is coming, so I won’t get caught.



Sweetheart, when I think back over all the time we’ve been apart, it seems like it’s been centuries. All that time you’ve waited for me. I was thinking today about the last two years. I remembered the first New Years Eve I was here and stayed in my room alone, wanting you so bad I almost bawled, then the night I sat out in the hall writing you. I thought of that first id bracelet you sent me, and I remembered going down town and buying those earrings for you, and then the second id bracelet you sent me. Then I thought of today, sitting in my room, lonely and wanting the same girl, only worse than ever.



Sometimes it’s bitter for me to think back over all of it, Viv. Not for any sacrifices I might have made, but for you. If I thought I was worth all that, I would be different, but I know I can never make you happy enough to repay you for all you’ve done for me. I think I can make you happy, but you’ve sacrificed so much.



Honey, it will be so wonderful the night we’re together, the first night, I mean, and all of them. I’m going to plan something special for that night just for you and I. We’ll take a long drive, maybe go up to Blytheville, or West Memphis to a drive-in, or something else. The first night, I don’t think we’ll want to be around a lot of people anywhere. We’ll have to be alone, go somewhere and sit on a river bank, or lake or something where it’s quiet and romantic, so we can get used to being together, and make what we’re expecting be real. It’s going to be a wonderful night angel. I’ll figger it all out.



Honey, I should have been busy a long time ago. If it got caught doing this, I know I’d lose every stripe I’ve got, so I better close.



Night angel face. You can bet your sweet little pug nose that I’ll be thinking of you every minute I’m awake honey, and hoping to dream of you too.



I love you my sweet wonderful darling. I love you so.



Your very very own



 



November 16, 1953



My Wonderful Darling,



Ever since I asked those guys to pray for your dad I’ve watched my language because I didn’t want them to think I’m a hippocrite. It’s helped me a lot Viv honey. I’ve taken some of the filth out of my mouth. I’m going to keep trying and praying and someday I hope to compare with you in that.



But darling, one thing, I’ve never broken the commandment that so many people carelessly break. I have never said “goddamn.” Most people wouldn’t believe me, so I never tell anyone that, but I know that in my whole life I’ve never offered that word. I can’t say much for the rest of my speech, but I’ve never said that, not even when I was mad.



Honey, Bob has a sign on his wall locker that says “Speak Gently: ’Tis better to rule by love than Force.” Although he’s a poetry fiend, it almost seems that he put it up there for me. He doesn’t think I’ve even noticed it, but I have, and it helps me.



I love you so much my Viv.



Your husband.



 



November 19, 1953



My Darling Vivian,



Vivian, ever since this mail came today, I prayed and prayed that God would show me what was right to say, and let me say just exactly what I should, and not worry about anything I shouldn’t. What I say, I think is right and honest for me to say.



You’re right honey, if a month and a half ago you’d told me about the guy that came over to see you, I would have been angry. As it is, I’m hurt and disappointed. Not because of him coming to see you and taking you out for “coffee,” but because of the circumstances.



At first I was angry that some guy thought he could make out with you, then that turned to hurt. I want to be happy in our love and trust you to the end of the world Vivian, but you’re not helping me too much.



Vivian, I tell Chuck & Alice, and everybody that I don’t even want to meet or talk to any girls. I tell them I’ll never go out, but you don’t do that do you honey? You don’t let the men you work with know that you definitely wouldn’t go out. If so, that guy wouldn’t have told his brother in law about you. What do you think he told him about you honey? Why do you think the guy came to see you?



And another thing that hurt was that you didn’t tell me anymore than you did. I wish you’d told me where he took you for coffee, what you talked about, etc. Why didn’t you serve him coffee at home honey?



Vivian, you didn’t write that night just because you were lazy. I know you didn’t do a thing wrong, but why did you cover up so. Why didn’t you tell me that you didn’t write because you were up so late talking to him and going for coffee? I can’t stand for you to cover up. When things don’t make any difference in the world anyway, why don’t you tell me all about it? It isn’t hard to see that the reason you didn’t write and answer my letters was because you were talking to him. Not because you were lazy.



I’m glad the guy wouldn’t appeal to you in the least honey. Vivian, I don’t know if you’re serious, or what your point is, but you know as well as I do that that guy wouldn’t go to all the trouble of looking up your name and telephone nr. just because he wanted someone to talk to. You know that Vivian. You said this guy at the office gave him your name, so he looked it up in the phone book. Then he called you, did he? And you asked him to come over. You said once that he called, and then you said he just came over, and you didn’t know why he came over.



If you’d tell me everything straight Vivian, it would be so easy to believe you, but you’re so afraid of something that you won’t tell me straight.



Vivian you’re too smart to think this guy is innocent. He’s 27 years old and knows what he’s after as well as you do. You know better than to trust him, or think his intentions are honorable.



Vivian, when I was in London, I got on a street bus. It was the night Perea took this girl home, and I went back alone. When I sat down on the bus, a woman sat beside me. She knew I was an American and asked me how long I’d been in London. I told her, and she wrote down a phone nr, and said, “I’m working at night myself, but this is my cousin’s nr, and if you’d like to meet a nice girl, I’m sure you’d love to meet her, and she could show you the town.” I thanked her for the nr, and as soon as she stepped off the bus, I tore up the paper, then went to my hotel room, and wrote you and went to bed so lonely for you I could die. When I did that, I said, “I know Vivian would do the same for me.” Now I wonder if you would.



I’ll never be happy this way Vivian. Not as long as you’re the way you are now. For quite awhile now I’ve been wonderfully happy. I’ve felt so close to you and thought of you as an angel. Now I can’t say how I feel. I didn’t think anything about it when you went to the movie with Beck, or had dinner with him, or sat up till 2 AM talking to Sylvia’s 2 boy friends, but this hurts too much. It makes me wonder what other men think of you. What would that guy tell his brother-in-law about you to make him go to so much trouble to call you, and come to see you. And what makes you act like its perfectly innocent. And your covering up and making excuses and contradicting yourself kills me, when there’s no need for you to.



Vivian, if you just can, I want you to tell me what that guy’s idea was, and why this guy at the office ever gave his brother-in-law the idea he could make out with you. If not, when I come back I’m going to find both of these guys and find out myself just what’s going on. I’d like to see this guy Gipson and talk things over with him, and straighten out a few of his ideas. I know what he’s after whether you’ll say you do or not.



Now do you understand what I mean about getting too friendly with the men Vivian. I know that when you’re around the office there you’re friendly and always talking to them, and this guy got the wrong idea about you. You know it.



I wanted to be happy, and I wanted more than anything to be good to you, but you won’t let me. You didn’t have to tell the guy he could come over in the first place, and you didn’t have to go out with him. My prayers aren’t being answered Vivian. I’ve prayed for our love to be kept strong and for me to be good to you. But you let a guy you’ve never met before come before me, and you will as long as I’m over here, and you can meet a new guy and talk to him and just do enough that you can’t exactly call it a “date.”



I want you to tell me what kind of idea these people have about you, why they think you’re just anybody’s girl when you’re so clean and decent. If I were in San Antonio now two men would tell me something or get their brains blown out. You belong to me and nobody’s going to toss you around and talk about you. If you’re going to be mine Vivian, you’ve got to be all mine, and not hide things from me. If you can be that way we’ll be happy because I don’t need anyone but you, even to talk to. If you can be that way to me Vivian, we’ll be happy. If you can only be close to me and tell me everything honestly no matter what happens.



If you can talk to me like a husband, and let people know what the engagement ring means to you, and tell me everything honestly, I’ll show you how good I can be to you. I’ll pray like I never prayed before, and I’ll show you how much I love you and how much you mean to me.



If not then I’ll take the only life I could ever live without your love. Drunkeness and cheapness as long as I live. I’m not asking for perfection. I’m only asking for honesty and for the faithfulness I know you can give me.



I’m sorry this had to come up. I lay in bed last night praying and thanking God for our love. Now I feel like I have to start all over again, trying to bring you close enough to talk to me honestly.



I suppose the more I talk, the more I hurt you, but I don’t think you could be as hurt and disappointed as I was today. You couldn’t be.



Vivian, I’m going to pray now and go to bed. I’m going to pray harder then I ever did because if I’m tormented all day tomorrow like I was most of today I’ll go crazy. How can you be so friendly with the men and interested in them Vivian as much as we’ve meant to each other? How can you treat our precious love so lightly? How can you do it?



Goodnight my darling. I love you so much it hurts.



Your husband.



 



November 19, 1953



Honey, I’m not sleepy, so I thought I’d answer a few of your letters, or part of them, till I get sleepy, then answer the rest tomorrow night. It’s getting late, but I’m still not tired.



Vivian, I prayed hard tonight. This all seems like a bad dream. It doesn’t seem actually that I got angry again and hurt you because I tried so hard. But that letter just tore me up honey. If it had been a young guy, 19 or 20, it would have been different. But someone 27 years old, and you seemed to think nothing of it. Vivian will you tell me whether or not he got fresh with you? There’s not a doubt in my mind what he came to see you for Vivian so I want to know if he tried anything. Is that what you covered up honey? Were you afraid to tell me that he got fresh? Vivian, if you’ll tell me everything, honestly, I promise I’ll never see the guy, but if you don’t I will.



Darling, I’ll send the coaster with your Xmas presents. And honey, I’ll also send my ring, so you can have my wedding ring made the same size as it. It fits perfect honey. I believe that’s the best way to do it.



Hello angel, I’m back again. It’s 5:30 PM and I just got off work and ate supper. I’ll try to answer all your letters tonight darling. I got one from you today. It was short, but sweet and wonderful. It pepped me up so much, and I was so happy when I read it.



Viv, I bought my gun when I was in Italy. It’s a.25 calibre pistol that’s so small it fits in the palm of my hand. Darling, it’s in the bottom of my footlocker under some books, and it’s been there since I came back form Italy, except the one time Chuck & I took it out.



Honey, it is against regulations to have it, but when I bought it in Italy, we were in a town that was 90% communist. We worked out alone, in a wheat field, and at that time we had no guard. People were always coming around to see what we were doing and they weren’t friendly. They never bothered us except for that, and I asked this major one day if he cared if I bought a pistol to take out to work, just to scare people away in case they bothered us. He said, “It’s against Air Force regulations, but I’ve got one myself. Go ahead and buy it, but keep it hidden, and never tell anybody that I know you’ve got it.” So I bought one honey and 3 more boys did too. Honey you don’t have to worry. I’ll never use it for anything but killing snakes. I know better than to ever try anything with a gun angel, and when I said last night I’d blow those guys brains out, I didn’t mean that.



I’ll never harm anybody with it honey, but I love guns. I want this one to take home and use for sport, and killing snakes in those ditches, etc. You hate guns honey? I was thinking of teaching you to shoot it when I come back. I don’t think you’ll mind it sweetheart. I get you haven’t been around guns much have you? If you really hate them honey, maybe I’ll give it to dad, or sell it when I come back if you want me to.



Honey, I’m going to write my folks now and go to bed. I went down and drank a cup of coffee and read the paper just a few minutes ago honey, but I didn’t tell you because I knew you’d miss me.



Viv, keep on praying hard for us, and that we can be together soon. Honey, God will surely answer our prayers and bring us together. He knows how much happier we’d be and how much better we could serve him if we were together. Pray hard with me Viv.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



November 21, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Honey, I met the sweetest little girl tonight. I went to the movie, and there weren’t any seats except down close with the kids, so I sat down beside a little girl about 4 years old. She was with her brother, he was 9 or 10. Before the movie started I told her if she didn’t be a good little girl, I’d bite her ear off. I didn’t mean to scare her, but I guess I did, because she moved over towards the other side of the seat. The movie was “Abbot & Costello meet Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde,” and she got scared to death. Hon, about halfway through she put her hand on my arm and said, “I’m scared and mother isn’t here.” So I took her hand and held it for awhile, and she got more scared, so I took her in my lap, and everytime there’d be something scary, she put her hands over her face, and turned against me.



She was so sweet honey. I felt like squeezing her to death. I thought of you so much Vivian and how happy we’d be to have our own kid to take care of. I could almost feel you there beside me. I felt like a father to her, and I sure missed her mother.



Vivian honey, you are like a wife to me. A wife that I love very much. I want you all to myself. I don’t want anyone to touch you. I love you so much my darling. I’d be so happy if you were my wife now. Someday you will be sweetheart, but it’s wonderful imagining you are now.



Darling, I don’t know if mom told you, but dad sold the farm. They don’t know where they’re moving to yet. Mom and Tom & Joann want to buy a house there in Dyess, close to school, but Dad wants to move to Osceola, and make a down payment on a home there. There’s nothing to Dyess, but I certainly hope they stay around there. I know they wouldn’t be satisfied anywhere else after 20 years at Dyess. There’s no point that I can see in them moving to Osceola, but I didn’t give them my viewpoint.



So when you come there honey, I guess you’ll meet me at a new place. It won’t be like going home though. I know I’ll always feel like I didn’t quite make it home if I go to a new place, but I guess sentiment is out when it comes to necessity. I’ll be happy though if they can be comfortable.



Angel, I’m going to bed now. I’ve got to get up for work tomorrow. Goodnight precious.



I love you so.



Your husband,


Your Johnny.



 



November 23, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Angel, I was so blue for awhile today. The mail came in today at noon, and I think there was mail in every box but mine. I sat and waited and watched him put it up, and when he finished my little box was bare. So I went back to work, and an hour later I went down, and I had 3 cute little letters from you. I grabbed them and sat down and read them and I was so happy sweetheart. Angel, these three were written the 15th, 16th and 18th. Old 17 must have rested awhile.



Sweetheart, I’ll sure be looking forward to those pictures. Thank you so much hon. You know how much I want pictures of you sweetheart, so when you’re around a camera, be a pig and have a lot taken of you.



Darling, I got a letter from mom today too. She said the farm is definitely sold. They’ve got paid for it by now. They’re still undecided to move up “town,” or to Osceola. She said she breaks down and cries every time she thinks of leaving there. The place has so many memories.



I was walking back from supper tonight, and I stared thinking about it too, and I honestly got tears in my eyes. I thought I was going to cry out loud. I know it was silly, but that’s the closest I’ve come to crying in a long time. Every tree, stump, bush or every square foot of that place has a memory for me. I remembered especially once when my brother Jack and I were so small. I couldn’t have been over 4, and he was 6. We carried a little tin bucket of drinking water to my dad who was over in the field plowing. We found an old rusty quarter lying on the ground, and we were so happy when dad said we could keep it for our very own. Every inch of that place makes me think of something different, something wonderful and precious that happened. I could walk over that place and think of things I’d never remember any other way. I can remember Roy and Louise and Jack and Reba so well when they were all kids. It’s even sweet to look back over the hard work I did there with them.



Goodnight my lovely darling. Stay just as wonderful and heavenly as you are.



Your husband.



 



November 25, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Honey, I’m going to eat Thanksgiving dinner here on the base, then go out there to Chuck’s. Chuck had Mrs. Schriner’s piano tuned and I guess we’ll play & sing.



Hon, do you like to do things like that, playing & singing? I remember just one time you played the piano honey. I asked you if you could play, and you sat down and played, a lullaby, and I said, “I just love that song. My little sister used to play it.” Do you remember that honey? Can you play very well darling? How much?



Honey, did you see the movie “Houdini”? That’s what was on tonight, and I thought of you so much. He loved his wife, and was so devoted to her. I thought to myself that I would be the same way, if I could just be with you.



Sweetheart, if you were my wife tonight, I wouldn’t let you wear pajamas to bed. I’d only let you wear a cute little pair of lace silk panties, and bra. I love you and need you so much. It would be so wonderful to be married, and hold you in my arms and love you and kiss and caress your lovely little body. It’s so wonderful to know that you’re mine and that no one has ever put their hands on you. You’re so sweet and wonderful. I love you so much my darling. I worship you.



Angel, I’m going to bed now. It isn’t late, but there’s nothing to do. I want to be with you so much.



Your husband,


Your Johnny always.



 



November 26, 1953



My Sweet Darling,



Honey, I think I must have gained about 10 pounds today. I ate dinner here on the base, then at 3 oclock I went out to Chuck & Alice’s. We sat around the room and talked, and beat the piano, then ate supper, then came out to the base at 7 oclock to see a stage show at the theatre. After it was over, they went home, and I came back to my room. I was here alone till a few minutes ago, but Bob came in drunk and is passed out now. People can sure pick some nice holidays to get drunk on.



Honey, John Calvert was the M.C. of this show tonight. This one wasn’t half as good as his show last year. He only had one woman in the show, some red head named Anne. He did a lot of magic, and there was a good quartet. The rest of the time he was telling us about all his movies he’s made. He is a good showman though, and he could sure beat the show he had with him tonight. It was barely an hour long.



Honey, you know, I think Chuck has gotten over all his hurt. He seems so happy and contented. They seem like a couple of kids that have just fallen in love. They went shopping the other day and bought shoes, shirts and sweaters and jackets just alike. They call each other “honey” and are so good to each other.



Viv, something you said just before I went on leave has bothered me. Remember you said, “I know how Chuck must feel, sleeping with her when he knows another man has touched her. I’d feel the same way.” Darling, do you mean you’d feel the same way if you were Chuck, or would you feel that way with me, knowing I’d touched other girls? Vivian, I’ll never lie to you about anything. I’ll tell you anything you’d want to know. Before we fell in love I had other girls. I wanted you to know that. I didn’t want to make you think I hadn’t. I’m sorry for it but I can’t help it now. I didn’t realize how serious my wrong doing was until you came along. You’ve opened my eyes on lots of things. Vivian honey, can you forgive me for it, and not have any resentment or disgust for me for it? How do you feel about it darling, about the things I did before I met you?



Guys have told me about confessing to their wife their relations with other girls before their wedding, and the girl would usually say, “Forget it. It doesn’t matter,” or something like that, but I know what kind of a girl you are and I’m worried as to what you’ll think of me and the things I’ve done.



Vivian, I’m sorry honey. I’m very sorry. I wish I could undo everything I’ve done. But you know I’ve been yours since I’ve been here, and I’ll be yours for life. I’ll never touch anyone but you. To break up with you now would be like a divorce, and to be untrue to you, I’d suffer the same as if I’d committed adultery.



Maybe I was wrong in bringing it up honey, but I had to know how you felt, and how you’ll feel toward me.



My darling, I love you. I love you so much it hurts. You’re everything in my life Vivian. You’re all I live for and all I ever want. Without you I couldn’t live you mean so much to me.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



November 30, 1953



My Wonderful Darling,



Viv, you told me something that made me so happy I could cry. When you said, “I don’t want to be rich honey. I wouldn’t know how to act and wouldn’t want to know.” I wouldn’t have thought that God made a woman that feels about that just as I do. I’ll work my fingers to the bone to make you comfortable, but I don’t ever want to be rich. I want us to live comfortable, but if there was a choice to take, I’d rather be poor than rich. I was always so proud that I was a plain country boy. When I’d see some big shot driving a new car, smoking a cigar, I’d automatically breathe a prayer of thanks that I was poor. My life’s ambition was to walk up to John D. Rockefeller and tell him rich people don’t go to heaven.



Vivian, you don’t need clothes to make you pretty. No matter what you had on you’d be the loveliest girl in the world to me. If you were ragged and dirty, underneath those rags and dirt would be a pure, clean, sweet, honest girl. You are pretty outside too honey. Why do you think I stared at you so? You’ve got the sweetest smile, the prettiest eyes, and the loveliest complexion in the world. I’ll never be disappointed honey. I’m so happy you’re mine that I want to lock you up where no one else can touch or see you.



I was always that proud honey, but it wasn’t till you sent me these last pictures that I knew I was getting a girl with a body like Venus. I saw Venus in Paris honey, and I’d take you any day if I didn’t know you.



I never cease wondering, that God gave you such pretty looks, and such a perfect figure, and then gave you such a wonderful mind. Most girls that He gave such a pretty figure, he didn’t put any brains in their heads. He gave you both and made you understand that even though your body was lovely and attractive, it was still sacred. Then He gave you to me, the most wonderful thing that ever happened to any man.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 3, 1953



My Precious Viv,



Honey, we had to go see a V.D. film today. I don’t know why they make us see those crummy things. Did you ever see one darling? In the states they have them. They call them “Road Shows.” They have a sexy movie, then they show diseased men and women that are half rotten, but still alive. If you get a chance to see one darling, don’t. It’s sickening. I thought I was going to vomit when I walked out of that theatre, and so were about half the others. They aren’t fit for humans to see. The reason they make us see them is so we’ll see how horrible venereal disease is so we’ll be careful what kind of women we pick up. I don’t need to see it. Don’t let any of the girls talk you into going to one of them darling. As horrible as they make it look, you couldn’t forget it if you tried.



Honey, the folks have decided to move “up town” there at Dyess. By now they’ve already moved Viv. They were supposed to have moved Nov 30th. I’m glad they stayed at Dyess. It isn’t much but it’s home. From the way mom talked they got a nice four room house. As a matter of fact, dad says it’s the nicest, newest house in town. But of course it still wouldn’t have to be too nice to be the best. So that’s where we’ll be together when I first get back angel face. Of course it won’t be home, but we can make it home I guess. Anywhere that you are will be heaven. I’ll be at home anyplace you are. You’re my home. You’re my very life darling.



Your Husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 7, 1953



My Darling Wife,



I’m so glad your mom and dad are improving honey. I think our prayers are being answered and I’ll keep praying hard.



Viv you say it’s no sin if they don’t get drunk, but still you’re praying so hard they’ll stop all together. You’re doing it for my sake aren’t you honey? You don’t know it honey, but you’re also doing for your sake, and Sylvia’s and for any little kids that might see them drink. I’ve always been taught that it’s all wrong sugar, and I can’t believe any other way. I’ve seen it proven so many times. I can see the sin just from what you said darling, “It’s no sin if you don’t get drunk.” I think someday darling that I can make you see.



I know your belief is natural honey. You’ve been taught it’s no harm, and I’ve never seen an Italian that didn’t at least drink wine. It would have been different 2000 years ago when Christ was on earth. Wine was the only intoxicating drink, and it was considered a food, and used like food. Today it isn’t. It leads to every kind of sinful drink, and every kind of sinful drink leads to every kind of sinful act. I could see nothing wrong with drinking a little wine with a meal if that’s all you ever drank, but you can’t show me a person darling that will leave whiskey alone if he drinks even wine.



Honey, I know just how your church feels about that because I read something that the pope himself said. He said “Wine in itself is a good thing, but the world over, people over-indulge, and let the wine lead to other types of sin-inducing drinks.”



I hope I can make you see my way angel, but if not I know we can work it out. It’s nothing to have hard feelings about. I’m happy at least that you don’t like it, and love me enough not to touch it, because I’d rather die than see you touch a drop.



I hate French kissing too darling. It’s so filthy, but when I kiss you darling, I don’t like to close them up tight. You know angel, just open them up about half an inch so I can taste your sweet lips. We’ll have to start practicing all over again when I’m back honey. It will probably take us 70 or 80 years to get it just right hon.



Darling, you took it wrong about that woman in England. In England honey, a guy can meet a “nice girl” on the streets. England’s moral standards are even higher than the United States. Decent girls think nothing of talking to strangers. When this woman told me about the girl that would show me the town, that’s just what she meant. She didn’t mean she was the kind of a girl I could go home with. If I had gone with her, everything would have been decent. That’s what I meant when I said I wondered if you’d do the same for me. I didn’t mean that I wondered if you’d do something wrong.



Goodnight my love. God bless you and keep you always for me.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 8, 1953



My Precious Darling,



You don’t know where I’ve been today do you angel? I’ve been to Munich. I meant to tell you last night that I was going today darling, but I forgot. I went to have a record made for mom. She asked me long ago to have one made for her for Christmas, so I did. I left here this morning and caught the 10:30 tram to Munich, and caught the 4:20 back this afternoon.



I went alone hon. I had to wait about two hours at the recording studio because they were busy, then after I had the record made, I walked around window shopping till time for my train. I certainly get fed up with that place fast. It’s one town that I can’t stand. The people are so inconsiderate and snobby and stupid. I didn’t have any trouble honey, and not one girl propositioned me, but I just hate the place.



I did talk to a girl though darling. At the record studio where I waited about two hours and drank about 9 cups of coffee, I talked to the girl that worked there. When I went in and sat down she started asking me all about myself and I told her. She was so stupid. She was thrilled to death to meet an Airman because she usually meets Army guys. I sat at the table, and she stood behind the counter and we talked nearly an hour, then she went and put on what she thought was a sexy dress and about six pounds of lipstick and came back out. I just glanced at her when she came back out and it killed her filthy little soul. About 4 pounds of lipstick dropped off when her face fell.



She stood there trying to look sexy and carry on a conversation but in a few minutes the man came out and said he was ready for me. I made the recording and came back through the restaurant part without stopping, and went out the door, saying only “Auf Wiedersehn.” Then I heard the other 2 pounds of lipstick drop off.



I don’t sound too conceited do I darling. But she was trying to snag me and my money, which I didn’t have because she asked me if I was staying in Munich overnight. When I told her I wasn’t, she asked me why I didn’t stay since I had a 3-day pass. I told her I had to come back to Landsberg because my wife was having a baby and I was expecting a call or telegram any day. In her cute, sweet English, she said, “Oh, what the hell, you’ve got a 3-day pass. Have fun.” I didn’t say anything. I sneered and looked out the window and was wishing I had a shotgun to put some lead in that screwed up head of hers.



Boy, I sound rough today don’t I honey? Well, that’s just the way I felt. I got so fed up with her I could have died. These women can be so vulgar and so stupid when they start trying to pick up a man. It makes me sick the way they curse. She thought she sounded big I guess. That’s a prostitute’s way of impressing someone.



Honey, you’ll never have to worry about me being untrue. I can’t stand the way they talk, that much makes me sick, and the rest of their filth would kill me.



Vivian, I love you and want you darling. When I meet someone like that, my heart just cries for you. I feel like a baby after something like that. I want to run to you and hold you and ask you, “Why didn’t God make all women like you?” Just one little wisp of a thought of you is wonderful in a case like today when I was sitting there listening to that pig talk. Oh Vivian honey, how I love you and need you. You’re so sweet and wonderful and I need you so much.



Darling, I had 3 precious letters from you waiting on me when I got back. And I got the wonderful pictures. Thank you so much darling. You’re so lovely. I’ve looked at them over and over and I just can’t take my eyes off them. In this one where you’re all dressed up in heels and have on the white hat, you’re so pretty honey. Oh if only I could have my arms around those precious little shoulders. I love you so much.



I trust you only made one copy of these pictures hon? Don’t give anyone but me those “cheesecake” pictures darling.



Goodnite Viv honey. God bless you and keep you for me. Stay the wonderful angel you are Vivian. You’re God’s pride and joy I know. I love you my darling.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 15, 1953



My Darling Wife to be,



Darling, I bought us some more records today. I guess I shouldn’t have, but I knew if I didn’t get them now I probably never would. I bought an album of Homer & Jethro, one by Hank Williams, “I Can’t Escape from You,” and one by the Maddox Bros. & Rose, “On Beautiful Mexico Shores,” and “Is Zat You Myrtle,” by the “Carlisles.” I also got an album of Eddy Arnold, 4 songs. We’re getting quite a stack sweetheart.



Darling, I’m so tired and sleepy. I’ve got to get some sleep. I’ll write tomorrow afternoon. I love you Viv honey. I love you so.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 19, 1953



My baby Viv,



Honey, I tried and tried but I can’t stay in the room alone. I get so tired of it and I can’t stay and walk the floor anymore. I had to leave honey. I went to the Airmen’s club and drank Russian whisky. I don’t care Vivian. I just don’t care and I can’t help it.



A lot of mail came in today Viv, and I didn’t get a letter. I don’t know what’s wrong honey but I didn’t get any mail from you and I was so blue. I can’t help it Vivie. I tried but I can’t. I didn’t want to get drunk honey, but I can’t help it. I didn’t want to drink cause I didn’t want to ever drink. Honey darling, you won’t will you?



Viv, I’m sorry I’m so mean to you. I don’t want to be mean to you honey. I love you so much. I do I do. I love you so much. Please don’t drink cause I did. Viv I can’t help it honey. I love you my baby darling.



Vivie do you still love me? Honest honey, do you love me? Viv, you must love me cause it you didn’t love me, I’ll go to the Zugspitz and jump off of the top. That’s the highest mountain in Germany, and if you don’t love me I’ll jump off of the top. You’ve got to keep loving me Viv cause I love you so. I love you so very much.



Baby darling you know this is Saturday night don’t you? On Saturday night they have a floor show at the airmens club and honey it was a strip tease. Viv I don’t know what you’ll think honey, but I saw the strip show. Please don’t think I did anything wrong cause I didn’t. Honey they had a strip tease show and there was two women in it and honey they took everything off of their breasts. Honey they didn’t have a thing on from their waist on up. Please don’t be angry with me Viv. I didn’t know there would be a strip tease show. The women had something on down at the bottom honey but they didn’t have a thing on their breasts. I have to be honest with you. I can’t help it if you get angry with me honey darling. I didn’t know the show was going to be on when I went up there. Honey it wasn’t nasty. Do you understand Viv honey? The women wore something around the middle and that’s all. Please don’t be angry Viv. You know I was true to you. I’m always true to you honey. I never have any girls honey. You know I won’t ever Vivie. I won’t ever have any girl but you honey.



Darling do you know what time it is. It’s one 30. I don’t care though. I’m going to sit up and talk to you all night. I am honey. I don’t care how late it is. I just want to talk to you. I love you so much my baby. I love you so very much. I don’t care if I don’t get a letter, I still love you cause I know it isn’t your fault cause you love me don’t you Vivie? If your letters don’t come I know it isn’t you fault cause you write me every day. You’re so wonderful. If your letters are short I don’t care honey cause I know you love me. I know you’re so nice and sweet and want to be true to me don’t you. I love you my Viv.



Honey, you know I haven’t drank in so long but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stay inside my room alone. Vivie honey please don’t you ever drink honey. Please don’t. I love you so much my baby.



Baby I know what time it is where you are. It’s 6:30 and you’re probably eating supper. Then I know what you’ll do. You’ll write me a sweet letter then you’ll take your little bath and put on a sweet little bra and a sweet little pair of panties and your pajamas and curl up in the bed with Syl and go to sleep.



Honey please don’t think I’m nasty. I know I saw a strip tease show but I’m not nasty with you am I honey? I know you’re my wife to be and I’m don’t dirty with you Vivie. If you was my wife tonight and you was with me I’d go to bed with you honey. I’d be nice and sweet to you and I’d take all your clothes off of you and kiss and love your little breasts and I’d kiss your lips and your breasts and your stomach and your side. I would darling cause I love you so. No boy has ever done that to you and you love me so you would let me. I’d take your little panties off of you and caress you so much. Cause I love you so much my little Viv. If you weren’t my wife I wouldn’t do that Vivie. If you weren’t my wife I wouldn’t do anything but kiss your lips. I love you too much to take your precious little virginity. Oh my little baby I love you so much.



Honey, I’ve got to go to bed. I’m so tired. Goodnight my baby doll. I love you so much & love you. I love you.



Your husband.



 



December 20, 1953



My Sweetheart,



Viv, I went out to Chuck’s at noon today, and ate dinner with them, and came back about 6 oclock tonight. We didn’t do a thing all afternoon except play the guitar a little and just sat around and talked.



Vivian honey, yesterday afternoon I felt so bad and disgusted. I told myself I was going to get drunk and stay drunk on every pass I had. I changed my mind though, and came back to my room after work. I stayed here alone for two hours honey, and I got so nervous and tied up inside that I couldn’t stand it. I went to the Airmens Club and met about a dozen of my friends up there. I started drinking and drank till about midnite.



Honey, they had a show on at the club too. Mostly women with not much on. Viv I honestly didn’t know there would be a floor show when I went up there. Of course I didn’t break my neck leaving when I saw what it was, but I’m sorry I went honey. It wasn’t exactly filthy. The women were filthy as usual, but all they did was show themselves. They weren’t completely uncovered. Vivian honey, I’m sorry for seeing such a show. I feel that I was almost untrue to you for seeing something so filthy. Please forgive me Vivian. I promise I won’t see another one Viv and I honestly didn’t mean to see that one last night.



Everything I did last night, I’m sorry for honey. I know I wrote you a long letter, and I remember a few of the things I said to you. I want you to know Vivian, I do take advantage of your understanding. There was nothing clean and holy in the intimate things I said to you.



Anything I said to you intimately wasn’t sacred & holy, because I was drunk. I wouldn’t talk that bold to you I know if I was with you so I took advantage of you in a letter. It will never happen again Vivian darling. Even if you’re sweet about it and say, “that’s alright honey, I understand.” It won’t happen again. I’ll never be that bold and dirty with you again. Please forgive me Viv honey. Please forget it and forgive me.



Darling, our prayer is in 45 minutes. I know I’ll be with you tonight honey. I’ve been looking forward to it today. I have so much to ask for and ask forgiveness for. Vivian honey, it will do me good if you’re angry with me, especially for the dirty things I said. I’m going to ask forgiveness for that honey because I know it was a sin to talk so intimately with you, when you’re pure. I know it’s an awful sin no matter how sweet you could be about it.



Vivian, I love you honey. I love you so much it hurts me. Darling, I don’t know how I ever got so messed up inside. I know I’d be straightened out if I could be with you. I guess God has His reasons though.



Vivian darling, I love you honey. I love you more than life. I’d do anything for you my sweetheart. I love you more than anything in this world. I do Viv. I love you so much it hurts. Goodnight my love.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 25, 1953



My Darling Wife,



I just got off work, and I’m going to write you, then go to bed.



Darling, I did get in the Christmas spirit. I had a very nice time sweetheart. Last night after work I went out to Chuck’s and we had roast duck for Christmas supper, just Chuck & Alice and I. It was awfully nice and peaceful. We sat around and talked till about 4 AM, and honey, the German lady that owns the house had a bed all fixed up for me, even before I went out. She just wouldn’t let me come back. When I got up this morning she invited me in for coffee and cookies. There wasn’t anyone there except the old woman honey. The man works night shift, and the girl was gone to visit some friends. When Chuck & Alice got up we had breakfast, then I came back.



Last night my control chief Sgt Richards asked me to come visit them this afternoon, and see his little boy, 5 years old, so when I was coming back from Chuck’s about 1 PM, I stopped by there. When I walked in, Richards and 3 more of his friends were sitting at the table drinking, and his little boy was down on the floor playing. Mrs. Richards was lying on the couch, passed out from drinking, and her clothes were messed up. Richards was too drunk to care. I didn’t stay over five minutes hon. I talked to the little boy and he showed me what Santa Claus brought him, then I told him I had to leave.



Viv, don’t you think that’s horrible? I was so sick and disgusted I was ready to die. I can’t see how anyone could be that way, and on God’s birthday.



Oh Viv honey, you’ve got to stick with me and steer with me away from those things. I just can’t live in something like that. I know you belong with me Vivian darling, and I know we belong in decency because we want to be. I was thinking of the kind of Christmas my folks would have today, and I got so homesick I couldn’t stand it. I’d give anything to be back where I could see Christ’s birthday celebrated with actual tribute to Him, instead of drunken slobs blaspheming His name.



Viv, I had the most wonderful dream about you last night. My room was so dark and quiet, and I went to bed thinking of you. I dreamed you were lying beside me honey, and you were snuggled up so close and you were so little and soft and warm. I kissed your lips and your cheeks and held your head close to mine, then I felt tears on your face. I asked you why you were crying, and you said, “Johnny I love you so much, and you don’t even know how much I love you.”



I was trying to think if I’d said anything wrong to you and I woke up. It was so wonderful Viv. I could almost feel your sweet lips on mine. I love you so much my sweetheart. I love you so much it hurts.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 26, 1953



No mail today darling, so I’ll have to sweat it out till Monday. I don’t see how I can make it. I just go crazy without your letters Viv.



We probably would have had some mail, but the mail clerks were drunk last night, and didn’t even get up to go get the mail. The mail room is supposed to open at 12:30 on Saturday, and at 1:30 the 1st Sgt went up to see whey they hadn’t come down, and they were still in bed. By then the post office was closed. If they don’t lose their job now there’s something wrong.



Viv, I don’t know what you’ll think, but a lot of times lately, I’ve thought of you as being like Mary Magdelene. I know you’re only human honey, but you’re pure, your language is pure, and you’re so lovely. That will probably surprise you darling, me thinking that of you, but it’s the truth. If nobody bothered you and you weren’t around drinking and dirty talk, and some of the people you have to be around, you’d be a saint. God put purity and holiness in your heart and body, and if you were treated right, you’d be another Mary, on earth.



Please keep on loving me, and stay mine, and stay as perfect and wonderful as you are.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



December 28, 1953



My Viv,



I got two letters from you today Viv honey. I must say they were short as usual, but they were very sweet honey, so I guess that’s all that matters. To be honest, it made me very unhappy honey. I thought I would shake myself to death, I was so nervous and upset till I got out of the room and stopped wondering and worrying. It’s midnight now and I’m glad I waited to answer your letters because I feel a lot better.



Viv, I’m not looking forward to you answering my letters honey. Every day you say, “I’ll answer them tomorrow for sure.” That’s been going on for weeks now. I can’t believe you anymore, and it’s bad to have nothing to look forward to honey, so I’ll try my best to stop worrying about you, and wondering why you can just lay my letters up and forget them. I don’t like to think of you being that inconsiderate about my happiness.



Vivian I have worried myself sick. I had to talk to someone about it. It’s bearing on my mind, and all I can think of is you, who’s bothering you, why you’re this way to me lately, and why you won’t tell me what’s wrong just to give my mind a little ease. I talked to Chuck about what’s going on with us lately and talking to him helped me. He said that when I had something to worry about like he has, I could really start worrying, but that if I loved you the way I do, I should take anything from you till I got back.



Viv, your letters in themselves are wonderful. I love for you to tell me how much you love me. But this isn’t like being engaged Viv. You don’t talk to me. You don’t tell me about the things that happen every day at the office, or you don’t tell me about the people that come to see you or anything about them.



Viv honey, whether you’re doing this on purpose or not, I’ve been going through mortal hell over you. You’re killing me darling by not talking to me and telling me what’s wrong. You won’t give me anything to look forward to. Every day it’s the same story honey, and every day I can almost be sure that the same is coming tomorrow.



Yes, Viv, I know you work hard, and have a lot of church activities, and some days you’re too tired to write much. I’m not talking about those days. It’s the other days that you don’t answer my letters just because you don’t want to.



Honey, who was the company there the night he came home? Evidently it was your company, because you didn’t write. Vivian, I’ve thought of everything honey. Did Jay or Dick, or even Wayne or any of your old boy friends come back. Somebody’s been taking up all the spare time you have honey. Is it Elmer, or one of the men at the office, coming over to see you and talking? Anybody at all darling?



I got the Christmas card today darling. Thank you. Next year is our Christmas honey. We’ll be together then, for life. All my worries will be over then honey. I won’t be living for mail then. It will seem impossible that I can get up and kiss you good morning instead of looking at my watch to see how long it is til the mail comes in, wondering if I’ll get a letter.



Yes, honey, I’ll be glad when the holidays are gone too, but will that make a difference Viv? Your short, straight to the point letters, started when you met Elmer Gipson. Will the quietness after the holidays make you think of me more, and less of other things?



Darling, I’m going to bed now. I wanted to go to bed late so I can sleep late because I have to work at midnite.



Goodnight my darling. I love you so. I love you so much it hurts Vivian.



Your Johnny,


Your husband



 



December 31, 1953



My Precious Darling,



Viv, it seems like it’s been a month since I’ve written you, although I guess I only missed two days. The last letter I wrote you, I told myself that I wasn’t going to write you again until I could write you a kind letter. I thought it would take me longer than this to get straightened out, but I think I can now. I can’t go on like this. I’ve got to write you and tell you how I feel about you.



Honey, Bob went on leave 3 or 4 days ago and I’ve been here alone. I can’t describe the hell I’ve gone through. I never thought I could suffer so much. I broke down two or 3 times in the last few days, here in my room, but I made up my mind to not let it get me. I started praying, and God has helped me. I haven’t slept Viv. The last two nights I worked midnite to 7:30, and I haven’t slept over 4 or 5 hours in the last two days. I’ve lay in my bed tossing and turning till I have to get up and walk around.



Sweetheart, I guess I should have appreciated your short letters because I haven’t been getting any at all lately. I guess I deserve it honey. I griped and griped about them and now God has made me realize just how wonderful it would be to get even a short one. The last one I got from you was wonderful Viv. It’s the one you wrote the night Ray came home. I’ve read it a hundred times, and because of the letter I can still hold my head up. You were so sweet in that one, and I do believe you still love me. Honey, that one was mailed the 21st, and guys got letters today from all parts of the states mailed the 26th. I got up at 2 PM this afternoon, but my box was empty.



Two nights ago I prayed that I could forget you Viv. I thought I’d stopped loving you. I took your picture down and put it in my foot locker. I put away practically everything in sight that reminded me of you. But at 2 AM I came running down from work and put it all back up again. I couldn’t stop loving you for 1 minute. Sweetheart, how could we ever forget one little thing there has been between us? Neither of us would ever be happy with anybody else. There have been too many precious things that have tied our hearts together Vivian darling. Remember our walks by the river? Remember all our sacred talk about babies, the ones we’re going to have? Remember the hundreds of letters we’ve written? Remember all the good times we’re going to have at my home when you meet me there? All that and a thousand more things would haunt us the rest of our life if we parted. I’ve got to have you darling. I know I couldn’t possibly live without you.



Angel, when I told myself I didn’t love you anymore and went to work, I sat there praying. I said, “God show me a sign. Show me some way whether or not she’s the one for me.” And Viv, it wasn’t 15 minutes till a guy came back to me with a can of plums in his hand. He’d gotten a box of all kinds of food and fruit for Christmas, and he brought a can of plums to work with him. He offered them to me, and I looked at the name of them. They were “Vivian Brand.” I knew that was it darling. I was thinking how sweet plums are, then I thought how sweet Vivian is.



Angel, tomorrow is the 1st of January 1954. I thought the day would never come honey, but it’s just a few hours off. It’s our year Viv. The year all our hopes and dreams are coming true. We’ve waited a lifetime for it honey. God is going to make us so happy angel.



Oh my precious darling, I love you. I love you I love you. Vivian can’t you see how I love you sweetheart? I do honey. I love you so much it hurts. I love you my darling. I love you so.



Vivian, let’s keep our love strong honey. It’s only 5 more months angel, and if our love is strong and we’re happy it will only seem like 2 months. Can’t we do it angel? Won’t you please have confidence in me again? With such a short time to go I should naturally straighten up and be happy Viv. Please don’t think of me as being sarcastic and unapproachable Vivian honey. Please give me one more chance to show my love for you. Please have confidence in my love for you darling. I love you so very much.



In my anger and suffering, I told myself I’d never beg you for anything else, but I will Vivian. I’d beg for your love from now to the day I die. For just a smile or a tender word from you I’d get down on my knees and beg. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you, I love you so much.



I won’t tell you that I’ve changed Viv. I built you up and let you down too many times, but please believe that I am trying.



Sweetheart, I’m going to close now and I’ll write tomorrow night. Tomorrow is a big day Viv. It’s the first day of our year.



I love you very very much Vivian.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



January 1, 1954



Happy New Year Precious,



It’s our year darling. The year when all of our dreams are coming true.



Angel, I just got off work and its 8 oclock here, so it’s 1 AM there darling. An hour ago at midnite there, I was thinking of you so strong honey. I was praying for us, for our happiness.



Oh darling, I want to be with you so bad. I needed you in my arms so bad. Next year we’ll celebrate New Years together angel, and I’m going to hold you tight and kiss you so hard. But I won’t squeeze you too hard sweetheart because I don’t want to hurt the baby that is on the way. There’s just a few more holidays to go by angel, and we’ll be in each other’s arms. We’ll be together for always in about 5 more months angel. We’ll go everywhere and do everything together.



Sweet darling I’m going to bed now. I’m so tired and sleepy. It’s about time for you to go to bed too sweetheart. You be a good little girl and hit the sack.



Vivian, I’m just going crazy. I guess it isn’t all your fault since the mail has been messed up, but I know I should have heard from you. In the letter you wrote the 19th, you were going to write the next day and answer my letters. I guess you didn’t honey because it would have gone out the 21st with this one the 21st, and lots of guys have gotten letters two days ago mailed the 26th. Viv honey, you must have some of my letters unanswered that I wrote in November. Honey, I can’t understand why if you love me, but I’m past asking questions anymore. All I’m interested in is do you love me.



Honey, from this last one you wrote, it was so sweet and you seemed so close to me. I can’t believe yet that you stopped. I couldn’t bear it honey. I wouldn’t take it. If I don’t hear from you by Monday, I’m going to call you because I know I can’t last much longer this way Viv. I’ve made up my mind that I won’t turn to drinking this time because I’d only be more miserable. If you aren’t writing, and if we can’t get straightened out by talking, then I’ll take every cent we’ve got and I’ll fly home to see what’s wrong. Can’t you see Vivian darling. We can’t go on like this. I can’t possibly live over here if I lost you. I just wouldn’t do it. I know I’d go crazy in a week.



Honey, I can’t believe we’d ever break up. We mean too much to each other. I think I know what’s wrong now Viv. One reason you can do this is because of that horrible letter I wrote you. I can see why what I said to you could be unforgivable. But I’m sorry Vivian. I didn’t mean it. I’ll always pray for forgiveness.



I think the reason you can go for a month without answering my letters is because I asked you twice again about Elmer Gipson. Honey, you always felt that other men around you was no concern of mine if you were true to me. Maybe someday honey you can realize how I feel, the same way any man would feel. If you’re mine I’ve got perfect rights to resent any man bothering you. But I think that’s why you didn’t answer my letters honey. You thought I was accusing you of being unfaithful.



I’ve talked to other guys about it Viv. I told them exactly what happened, and every one of them felt the way I do. Every one of them felt that he was a crumb to mess around with you, with me over here. I’m right too Vivian and you can feel sorry for the one that’s caused me all this misery when I get back. I’d be a very poor man if I didn’t fight for this girl that I love.



For all the month of December, all I was looking for was a letter from you, saying, “Johnny, Elmer did keep bothering me, but I told him to leave me alone because he was endangering our happiness.” Darling, if you do love me you should tell any man to leave you alone, that our precious love isn’t to be bothered.



Honey, I’m still not sorry that I went to Paris & London and didn’t touch a girl. I’m still glad I took my stationery along and wrote you every night instead of going out with them. Because if you’ll just be mine, I’ll be fully repaid for that with one kiss from you. That’s how much I love you Vivian darling and that’s how much I’ll always love you.



Honey, I still say that if I don’t marry you, I’ll never marry. My life won’t be worth two cents. I can’t believe it would be my fault if I lost you because you haven’t understood me, but if I do and it is my fault, I won’t live. I absolutely won’t face a life of misery and torment Vivian. That’s why I’ve got to know what’s the matter even if I have to come all the way back to find out.



Darling, I love you. I want you and only you. I’ve got to have you. I need you Vivian darling. I know I can make you happy if you’ll let me darling.



Bye sweetheart. I love you so very much. God bless you and keep you wherever you are. I love you with all my heart and soul.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



January 2, 1954



My Darling Vivian,



Honey, at 11 oclock the mail was put up. It’s very unusual that the mail came in on Saturday, but it did honey, and I got 3 letters from you. Darling, they were sweet, and eased my mind a lot. At least I thought they did. I went to bed at 11:30 AM trying to sleep. I lay there till 2:30, just a few minutes ago, and didn’t sleep a wink. I’m so tired I was numb and feel worse and worse but I can’t sleep, so I won’t lie in bed and go crazy.



Darling, one of these letters was written the 20th, one the 22nd, one the 25th. They were all mailed the 27th. Why Vivian? It’s no wonder I didn’t get but 1 letter for 10 days. Darling, did you just write them and lay them up and forget them?



I’m sorry you were sick and didn’t have a nice Christmas Viv. I’m sorry you were sick. Did you have the doctor over darling? Did he say it was food poisoning? Take care of yourself sweetheart.



Yes darling, it’s 1954 now, the year when all our dreams are supposed to come true. There’s one thing that’s endangering all our precious happiness that we’ve counted on so long. That’s drinking, and that crowd you mix with. Surely you didn’t have to work Christmas eve Vivian, so the thing you went to the office for was the party wasn’t it? When I walked into Sgt Richards’s house on Christmas day and saw his wife lying on the couch drunk, I said “Thank God Vivian doesn’t drink.” But now you told me about lying on the couch sick while the others were passing out presents. Were you drinking honey? How much did you drink? If you’ll remember back Vivian, to two years ago, you promised me you’d never drink. You drank since then, and then you promised me again that you wouldn’t drink. You also promised you wouldn’t go to another office party. You know how it kills me. You know I’d rather die or be dead than for you to touch a drop, but you drank till you were sick Christmas eve didn’t you Vivian? It doesn’t make any difference I guess. If you drank one, or if you drank six, it hurts me all the same.



Now darling, what do you want to do. Do you want to choose a life of drinking and running around with those drunkards and filthy talking people, or do you want our marriage, our happiness? Are you going to let a few drinks kill a lifetime of happiness? I want to know now Vivian. It’s either our love, or your social drinks. If we’re going to stay together and keep planning on the wonderful things we have in mind, you won’t touch a drop. It wouldn’t be hard to tell your friends, “I don’t drink,” when doing so would kill everything there’s ever been between us. And it will Vivian. If you want our love and happiness, tell me that you’ll never touch another drop as long as you live. If you want to ever touch another drop, we’re finished darling.



My wife and the mother of my children will be the kind of woman that will say, anytime, and anyplace, and to anybody, “No thank you, I don’t drink.” My parents would disown me if they knew you were anything but that kind of a girl. I couldn’t stand before God if I had a wife that drank. You’re not pure when you’re drinking Vivian. You’re filthy and unpure and unclean when you’ve got a drop of that in your naturally pure body.



Yes darling, will we get out of bed together with a kiss next Christmas morning, and give our presents to each other, or will we be hundreds of miles apart, waking up to another day of misery? Are your friends and your drinking going to keep us from wonderful things like that? What’s your choice Vivian? If you’re going to let me live, or if you’re going to kill me, I’ve got to know now. There is no alternative.



I’m going to bed now darling, and I’m to pray and pray and pray that God will make you see that it’s best to follow His path, the way, instead of stepping over to the left side for a ticket to Hell.



I love you my darling. Please try to understand how I love you. Please think about every word I said and make a choice you can keep.



I love you more than anything on earth.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



January 2, 1954



My Darling Sweetheart,



Vivian darling, if we could be together for about 10 minutes, and be in each other’s arms, I know the world would be beautiful to me. I’ll never forget the time we’ve been in each other’s arms darling. I felt so wonderful when you’d put your arms all the way around my neck and squeeze. It made me feel like you’d never kissed a boy like that before. Soon you’ll be in my arms again sweetheart and it will be the most wonderful thing on earth, to squeeze you tight and kiss your precious lips. It won’t be long now Viv. The days are ticking off. You can think back to five months ago and that’s how long it will be till we’ll be in each other’s arms sweetheart. It won’t be any time at all and we’ll be together for a life time.



Your husband,


Your Johnny



 



January 3, 1954



Hello Darling,



Yes Viv, I had a fairly nice Christmas. I got off work at 9 oclock and went to Christmas services. I had a nice time at Chuck’s after work, just Chuck & Alice and I. We had a nice quiet time. We ate roast duck, then sang Christmas carols till about 4:30 AM, then I went to bed thinking of you and praying for us. I went to bed sober. There was no drinking. We celebrated our Lord’s birthday the way we thought He wanted.



Vivian darling, 21/2 years ago tonight I left you. Does it have to end like this? Does drinking have to tear down all the wonderful dreams we’ve built? I’ve told you what you must do to save it Vivian, so tell me what I must do if you want to save it. With only 5 months left apart can’t we strengthen our love again? Can’t you go back a little and stay the same wonderful, precious, holy girl you’ve always been?



Darling, tomorrow 10 of us are going down to the mountains. Most of them are going skiing. I’m not going to ski, but I’m going just to get away from everything.



It’s 8:15 honey. I was going to the movie tonight but I didn’t go because I want to be with you at prayer. I’ll be with you at prayer every Sunday. Pray for me if you can Vivian.



Your Johnny



 



January 6, 1954



My Darling Wife,



Sweetheart, we got back at 3 PM this afternoon. Viv, just as I was leaving Monday the mail room opened and I got 3 wonderful letters from you. Oh darling it made me so happy. I took them to Garmisch and read them over and over. One of them was the long one you wrote the 26th & 27th and answered most of my letters. I took that as a special favor from you Viv, because it made me so happy.



I’d been so unhappy for so long, then I got these letters and I changed completely. It seems I hadn’t smiled in a month, but because of you, I had a wonderful time the past two days. Thank you Vivian darling.



Yesterday we got up early and went up on one of the mountains and went skiing. Darling it’s hard to describe the beating I took. I never thought skiing was so dangerous but it is if you don’t know how, and I don’t know how. I did good for my first time. I could ski good and fast, but the only trouble was I couldn’t stop myself. The only way I could stop was to fall, and I fell no less than 100 times. I knocked the skin off my right knee, and it’s all skinned up and blue today. I sprained my left leg and my thumb, but the worst thing I hurt was my rear end. I was going about 40 miles an hour and both skis went out from under me, and I fell on my back and my tail rammed into a rock, solid. I couldn’t move at first it hurt so much, but I finally got up and rested awhile then skied some more. I fell about six more times and that’s all I could take. I was so weak and sore I couldn’t move.



Yes angel, we will have a house full of kids. They’re going to have the sweetest mother in the world too. I’m so lucky Viv. You love kids so much, and I want to give you a lot of them. That is your happiness Viv. You’d never be happy unless you had a home, security and lots of children. You were born to be a perfect mother. Please don’t change that Viv. Please stay what you are and let me give you that home and those precious children. We’ll both be so happy.



Honey, I think the song “I’d Rather Die Young” on the back of “A Dear John Letter” is better. That “Dear John Letter” makes me tremble. And I’d rather die young than live without you Vivian. To not have you would be to not have life, because you are my life and my happiness Vivian. I love you so much it hurts Vivian darling. I’ll always love you as long as I live, and I’ll never touch another woman but you. I love you so.



Honey, it isn’t any harder for a married man to do without his wife than it is for me, or any single man. Drinking causes most adultery over here. Believe me Viv, 85% of the married men that step out on their wives, they do so when they’ve been drinking. These guys go to Munich or someplace and start drinking and lose all sense of reasoning. The women are there, and a few drinks will make them forget their wives. I can stay away from women over here, and I know these guys could if they wanted to be halfway decent. If they were away from their wives 10 years they still wouldn’t be justified in committing adultery darling.



I’ll tell you what I’ve seen Viv, that really makes a man pay for being unfaithful. I know of two married men that have children by a German girl. In one case the German girl proved that this man was the father of her baby. She took it to court, and for 18 years this man has got to go send this girl $35 a month to support that kid. Can’t you just see that Viv? When that guy goes home to his wife & children, he’s got to tell her, “Well, honey, I don’t think we can get that TV set yet. I’ve got to send $35 per month to my kid in Germany.” For 18 years he’s got to do that. I know his wife is going to be proud of him. I wish it would happen to more men. Maybe they’d remember more of God’s laws and standards of decency.



Honey, on the record I made to mom, I sang and talked. She always wants me to sing. It isn’t expensive Viv and I’ll have you one made, but you can depend on it being silly darling. I can never think of anything to say, and if I write it down, it doesn’t sound right. The next time I go to Munich I will honey.



Darling, that sounds like it’s a nice anklet your mom gave you, with our initials on it. We’ll always be together darling. When I come back I’m going to tattoo my name all over your precious little body. Would you like to have my name all over you angel? I don’t suppose you would sugar, but just so I know you’re mine.



Honey, I should have been in bed long ago, but I had to stay up and talk to you. I love you and want you so.



Your husband,


Your Johnny for life.



 



January 17, 1954



My Darling Wife soon,



Honey, I made a little chart of the days up till the 1st of June. I made two of them and I’m tacking one up in my locker and cross off the days as they go by. Here’s one for you angel, if you want it. I made it small so it won’t look like there’s very many. By the time you get it you can cross off some more sweetheart.



It really isn’t long baby darling, and every day that goes by brings us closer to being in each other’s arms again. Before we know it our arms will be around each other. Our lips will be together. We’ll be going out every night having lots of fun. We’ll be having those long drawn out goodnight kisses, then in just a little while longer we’ll be in each others arms all night. Oh my darling, it will be so wonderful, sweet, wonderful you in my arms beside me all night. I love you Vivian darling. I love you so very much honey. It’s going to be heaven taking that precious love you’ve saved for me. I don’t think I can ever turn you loose once you’re in my arms. I love you so much Vivian.



Goodnight my precious darling.



Your Johnny


Your husband soon.



 



January 19, 1954



My Darling Sweetheart,



Vivian darling, we’ve got a little over 41/2 months apart. Between now and then, there aren’t any holidays that call for drinking. You’ve told me lots of times that you hate drinking and don’t even like the taste of it. Honey, up to the time we fell in love, according to what you told me, you hadn’t drank a drop in your life. That’s the way I still think of you, as unchanged in any way at all. Vivian honey, in the kindest, lovingest way I know how, I’m asking you to not drink another drop till we’re together. Darling, remember once nearly a year ago you went to an office function and ordered a 7up when everybody else ordered whiskey? Vivian darling, will you do that for me again if the occasion comes up?



Hon, I hope it was one of the girls that gave you the garters for Christmas, but I guess a girl wouldn’t do something like that. Did you ever find out who it was sugar? Let ’em know that anything concerning your legs concerns only one Johnny Cash angel face. Tell them I’ve got a contract to buy your garters, stockings, underwear or anything you might need. No, you don’t have to tell them sugar, but let them know that you’re mine from your toes to your scalp.



I love you Vivian. I love you so very very much darling. Please stay mine. I love you and need you so.



Your husband.



 



January 19, 1954



My darling I love you.



I was talking about you tonight to one of the boys, all about you. We were talking about San Antonio, and he asked me where I met you, and for a long time I talked about you. The more I talked, the more miserable I became for you. You’re so wonderful. You’re so precious to me, and I love you so very much. Vivian, I do honey. I love you so much it hurts.



Darling in this picture of you and the baby, you’ve got the most precious smile on your face. I’d give the next 4 months pay to kiss that smile on your lips. Oh how I need you Vivian darling. If I needed you anymore I would go crazy. I guess I haven’t got a right to desire your physical love the way I do when we’re not even married, and maybe it’s even a sin. Do you think it’s a sin honey? Maybe it is darling, but my life is yours, and you are all mine, so I’m only desiring what’s mine. Having another woman but you never enters my mind. I get so ashamed of myself at times when I lie in bed thinking of you, and let my mind go wild. I start needing your body so bad I actually ache. I guess I keep forgetting that we’re not married, that you’re not actually my wife yet. It seems you are Vivian. It seems only natural at night to want to kiss your lips and breasts and love and caress your legs and body. Then the next day when I think of what I was thinking before, I’m so ashamed of myself. Since I wrote that dirty letter when I was drunk, do you resent me telling you how I need you Vivian darling? Tell me how you feel. Oh darling, I love you so much.



1–20–54 Hello Sweetheart, how’s my darling today. You having any labor pains sugar? Let’s eat breakfast, then I’ll massage your stomach darling. I know it must hurt honey, but it won’t be long till the pain will be all over and we’ll have a little angel. Take it easy today, Viv, and don’t strain yourself in any way. You be sure and call me if you start hurting more during the day, and I’ll be home in ten seconds.



That’s what I’ll be telling you soon Viv. We’ll be so happy and we’ll have several little angels. I love you so much.



Honey, you’re right-handed aren’t you? That’s the hand I want to hold when I get back, the one that’s written me so much love and sweetness. I’m going to kiss it a million times.



Your Johnny for life.



 



January 30, 1954



My Wee Wee Ann,



Baby, it’s Saturday night and it’s cold. Isn’t that a sweet way to start a letter? It is cold and I’m here alone and I’m freezing. I want you Viv, but I guess I just can’t have you yet, can I honey? I can dream though.



31–1–54 It certainly has been a dead dreary day. It’s just dragged by, and with no mail, Sunday seems like a lost day.



On top of all that honey, I was late for work this morning. Last night after I went to bed, about 10 oclock, I tried to sleep but couldn’t. I finally got up about midnite, and went to the snack bar and got something to eat. I went back to bed and finally went back to sleep about 2 AM I think.



This morning one of the boys came down and awoke me at 7:45. Sgt Richards didn’t say a word to me all day honey, but one of the boys said he wrote me up. There were 4 of us late. Two boys got back from Munich at noon today, 4 hours late. One was 15 minutes late, and I was 25. Richards wrote us all up, and we’ve got to go see the operations officer tomorrow. Richards was mad because the other boys came in at noon, so he wrote us all up. I didn’t say a word to Richards all day, but I’m sure going to make him feel little about that. He’s always been a personal friend of mine as well as my control chief. I know he likes me, and I know he should have given me another chance, but I’m certainly not going to say a word to him, about that. I’m going to work harder than I ever did, and I’m going to be nice to him. Within 2 weeks I’m betting he’ll apologize to me of his own free will.



I don’t know what will happen honey. I don’t believe they’ll do anything to me. I haven’t been before the Captain before so I don’t believe he’ll do anything but tell me to be on time from now on.



Honey, I forgot to tell you, I got the good-conduct ribbon yesterday. Isn’t this a nice time to get in trouble? The orders were in my box yesterday, and I went down to the orderly room and the 1st Sgt gave me the ribbon. It wouldn’t surprise me if they took it away from me.



I love you so very much.



Your husband soon.
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