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The :na.L;ans say that,

once you go to |

Nawala Pulo-- |
the lost island...

Literally millions
never returned home
from the worldwide
conflict. Some, as
casualties of war.
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After the Fighting stopped,
I couldn’t go back to the States...
and the life Id OHCE kriowr.

The *Dear John"
letter had closed
that door... forever.
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Suppose | And I'd wish for a
shouldn't complain. way to go home. /
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The sound of falling
shells, the smell of
cordite and blood.

YOU LIKE
MOONLIGHT
SERENADE

TOO? ONE
OF MY
FAVORITES.

THANKS
FOR GETTING
ME THIS SAY
PHONOGRAPH, AT
BY THE way. YOUR NAME,

FRIEND?



Our instructions
were to provide

prethy milch army-
thing the prisoner
requested.

Especially
leading u
o one of
her visits.

She came about
once a month.

Il]

Omnly stood in one
of the tower galleries [
and watched the

prisoner during his
courtyard time.
T

Watched Him
like some kinda
hungry hawic.




