












[1943-11-05; letter from Robert Crowell Taylor, to grandmother Louisa Crowell; air-mail 
envelope, postmark illegible, stamped that it had been passed by censors, from “Lt. R. 
C. Taylor U.S.N.R., USS Beale 471, Fleet Post Office, San Francisco,” to “Mrs. L. M. 
Crowell, Journey’s End, East Dennis”:] 

              November 5, 1943 
Dear Grandma: 
  Have been intending to write you for some time but somehow this seems 
to be about the first opportunity Ive had. 
  As usual it was awful to have to leave the Cape last September and it 
always make me Sad but then again it makes me look forward to coming 
back all the more.   Since last waving good bye to you from the Car and 
taking Aunt Min’s berries to Boston, I have been a long long way.   In fact, at 
the present writing, I am farther away from home than I have ever been in 
my life.   Had a wonderful trip driving across the country, leaving Boston on 
a Saturday and arriving in Los Angeles Thursday night.   Tried to get in 
touch with Ted Haller, but he was out each time I called.   Spent two days in 
Los Angeles and then went to San Francisco arriving there on the 19th of 
September.   Sold my Car there and although I got a good price for it (about 
$350 more than I had been offered for it in Boston) it was like parting with 
an old friend.   Spent two days in San Francisco [over page] and then was 
sent to Seattle where I stayed Eight Days before finally being sent out of the 
Country.   Where I am now must of necessity remain a mystery bu tin all my 
travels I have [not] yet found a place equal to the dear old Cape, and when 
this war is over I’m going to make a Bee Line for East Dennis, Buy a Cow, 
some chickens, and a Swarm of Bees.   In this part of the world, there is no 
such thing as fresh milk, only powdered mild and I can’t say much for that 
stuff.   Would I were in a position to drive over to Celia Crowell’s and get 
some of that delicious cream.   Our Eggs have reached the point where they 
don’t taste good any more and the butter is bad, but other than that, we eat 
like Kings.   Plenty of Steaks and Ham so tis not starving.   Many is the time 
when I look back at my period of recuperation in East Dennis last Spring 
and wish I were there now, Cutting lawns, sleeping, swimming etc. but that 
day will come again soon I hope 
  We are fortunate in having Moving Pictures every night on board the ship 
when we are in port, [next page] and it helps to break up the monotony    
Mail from Mother takes about two weeks to reach me which isn’t bad 
considering the distance.   Love to every one including Mil, Min, Dr & Mrs 
Haller, Mrs Clay, D. H. Sears, Uncle Lou, Aunt Sue, Lyd & Geta, Jim 
Hathaway, Geneva Kash [sic, Cash], Bill Martin, Mrs. Russell, Celia, Arleen, 
Fred Bailey, Braddock Kelley, D H’s wife, his ice cream, Joe Howes, Cousin 
Mary, Charley Keene, Myra Snow, Joshua, Miriam, Beth King, Mrs Wingate, 
the school teacher whose lawn I used to cut, the guy at the Bee Hive, Celia’s 
Husband, and every body else.   Oh yes, Gertrude Sears at the Store and 
Mrs Black, the lemon pie expert. 
  And all my love to you, Grandma 



              Bob 
Also Knivet and Tom Walter, and last but not least, Billy Cash. 
[Enclosed with this is a typed carbon copy about Casablanca, which has little or 
nothing to do with where Bob Taylor is stationed; included as follows:] 

Notations on the City of Casa Blanca in the Province of Morocco 
  My first impression could hardly live up to the tremendous build-up 
given this city or state by Bing Crosby and Bob Hope in “The Road to 
Morocco”, and I do not hesitate to say that it is without doubt the filthiest 
city that I have ever seen.   I first viewed it with awe from about four miles 
out at sea and there I saw before me a sprawling city stretching along the 
coast line consisting of mostly low buildings, but a few modern buildings 
scattered here and there and back of the town nothing but hills will grow 
vegetation.   The weather first, in January, is just about perfect.   Very 
comfortable in the daytime, around 72º and much cooler at night.   The 
harbor which is very small, is very much clogged up since there are any 
number of sunken ships lying on the bottom with only their funnels sticking 
up, and also several French War-ships which have been literally blown to 
pieces.   All this happened when the French Navy were foolish enough to 
think they could stop the United Nations from landing. 
  Casa Blanca is French and Arabian and is for the most part a very dirty 
city.   There is about 90% venereal disease present and the drinking water is 
not fit to drink.   The city has absolutely nothing to offer to the soldier or 
sailor on liberty.   Shortly after France succumbed to the Germans, several 
hundred Nazi officers arrived here and bout up all the French perfumes, 
wines, and champagne and also anything worth anything.   They had no 
money and merely signed for everything.   The beggars on the street are 
plentiful and one is always being confronted.   Tuesday, Thursday and 
Saturday are non-alcohol days and only beer and wine are served on those 
days.   The other days it is possible to get Cognac and whiskey in small 
quantities.   The “franc” is worth practically nothing – 75 francs for one 
American dollar consequently, we had more to burn and one felt like taking 
a handful and throwing it in the air.   The French are amazed at American 
soldiers and sailors having so much money.   Tried to buy some sort of 
souvenior but as yet have found nothing worth while.   Life Magazine 
warned about speaking to Moslem girls, but after seeing them no one 
wanted to.   They are covered from head to foot with a white tunic and only 
show their eyes.   The beer is terrible.   The Arabians are in rags and it 
appears that the older they are, the more patches they have on their clothes.   
Most of them go bare-footed but some have leather sandals.   It is very 
difficult to find out much from the natives sinc the language is French and 
Arabic.   I saw very few attractive girls, but since they spoke only French 
and I only English, there ws no opportunity for conversation.   Had several 
opportunities to talk with them in bars, but it was useless, and it was 
necessary to revert to the sign language.   It certainly would seem good to 
have a real American milk shake, but only powdered milk is available 



aboard ship.   How about a hot-dog!   The news broke today that Roosevelt 
had been here but not a soul new anything about it.   The city is totally 
blacked-out at night and they have had several air-raid alerts recently.   It’s 
a little different than at home because here you are certain it isn’t just a 
test.   We have, however been fortunate in that I guess Hitler is too busy 
elsewhere to send any air-bombers down although you never can tell.   Very 
few automobiles and mostly bicycles and horses and donkey carriages.   I 
pity the soldiers that are stuck here for the duration.   Its a dump.   The 
Army is very dominant and cautious and liberty for all enlisted personnel on 
ships expire at 6 p.m. – officers at 9:30 p.m.   There are a lot of snipers 
around and those who have wandered into the Arab section after dark have 
been shot at and some killed.   I doubt whether the French have to worry 
about us keeping this place after the war, because I don’t know what earthly 
good the place would be to us other than what we are using it for.   Plenty of 
Bum Boats in the harbor but all ships keep them at a safe distance and 
have orders to shoot to kill if they approach.   It would be very easy forone to 
tow a bomb under the stern of a ship and to do a lot of damage.   For your 
information, a Bum Boat is a native Arab who comes along side and trades 
with the sailors.   They are particularly interested in clothing and are 
anxious to buy dungarees, sweaters, etc.   They sell [next page] shoes, coins, 
and most anything.   Only twenty-five per cent of our crew are allowed 
ashore each day so that means that we only get ashore once every four days, 
but I really don’t care as there is little to do, but once you’ve seen the place, 
you’ve seen it.   And so there you have the story on Casa Blanca in the 
French Morocco.   I wonder what sort of things Rosy, Churchill and the boys 
have cooked up for this spring.   Lately all news has been good news – so 
lest keep our fingers crossed. 
  My second trip ashore was much more favorable than the first.   We 
hired a carriage and rode out to the Sultan’s palace.   He is the big-shot as 
far as the Arabs are concerned and his wealth is unbelieveable.   We were 
guided through his garden which was really worth while seeing.   Some of 
the houses on the premises have large pieces of silver embedded in each 
piece of masonery.       Love, 
               Junior 
Written in January, 1943 
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