
The reader of this letter should sing the first sentence to the tune of 
“by the light of the silvery moon” song.    There is a link to the Fats 
Waller version on the page.

Start reading here:

19430925

In the Army three months, Ben’s platoon has completed the famed 
Tennessee Maneuvers.  

Page: 1     September 25, 1943      Tennessee Maneuvers 

Saturday Nite,   25th

 

By the light  of the flickering candle  I sit and 

write  to you folks back home.

Yes, indeed, it’s your little son once again, from the hills and valleys of 
Tennessee, writing to you from under a blanket of stars, letting you know 
that Maneuvers are finally over with.  The last problem ended last 
Thursday.  It was a beautiful week and a beautiful problem.  We were in 
Corps reserves, so we were behind the lines, only moving twice, by trucks.  
What a grand feeling when we knew that the problem was over with.

Friday, we travelled 90 miles East, out of the maneuver area.  What a 
change in the scenery.  No more fields torn up by tanks or trucks.  No more 
highways littered with C-ration cans.  It was like another State, even with 
green fields.  At present we are bivouacked in a beautiful area, just like the
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spot we had the first week of maneuvers.  It’s a nice little forest, with soft 
ground, plenty of fire wood, and a small creek about 100 yards away.

We’re just staying here until Wednesday, and then we’re on our way to Fort 
Jackson.  We’ll probably arrive there by Friday.

And, don’t you think it won’t feel wonderful to know that you have a bed, 
with mattress, springs, and sheets awaiting you every night.  And a P.X. 
where we can get ice cream & pop, movies to go to.

It will also mean becoming a Garrison soldier again.  Shoes polished, 
clothes clean, drill, etc.  But it’s worth it.

Surprisingly enough, I haven’t lost weight like I thought I would.  In fact, I 
don’t think I’ve lost any weight, but I may have lost a little about the waist.

Can’t think of anything else,

Love,

Ben


