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Page: 1       Ben described the Tennessee Maneuvers included in his basic 
training.  “I’ve been fine even with all the stuff I’ve been through.  The war will be 
over soon & I’ll be home again, perhaps for my next birthday.”  Little does he 
know what the future holds. 
 
 
Sunday 
February 27, 1944 
morning 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
Sorry, the stationery hasn’t come in yet, so you’ll have to be satisfied with these log 
sheets.  Wow, what a week this last one has been. 
 
To start off where I left off in the last letter - Sunday, I went with the Message Center 
driver to the rear echelon (where all the clerks are) to take some papers & that is where 
the trouble started.  After hinting around for a few miles, he finally let me drive the peep.  
Oh boy, I was in my glory.  It’s easy to drive but it bounces all over the road.  There I 
was, speeding along the highway, imagining I was a civilian again.  I slowed down to 
pass through a town (any place in Tennessee where there’s two houses & a store, they 
call a town) & just on the outskirts I picked up speed to pass another peep.  Who was in 
it but the Regiment Transport Officer.  My heart did a flip-flop when he flagged us down.  
He wanted to see our trip ticket (every vehicle has to have one when it leaves the 
bivouac area) of which we had none because the 
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Message jeep goes out too many times & they don’t bother with them.  Then he said we 
were speeding.  Well, I had been speeding, before I entered the town, but he hadn’t 
even been in sight.  The only thing we could figure out was speeding up to pass him & 
then slowing down again, because we recognized him.  But you can’t argue with an 
officer, or you’ll only get deeper in trouble.  Nothing happened to me, but the driver was 
restricted for two weekends.  I wanted to go & tell our Platoon Leader that it was my 
fault, but he wouldn’t let me.  As it turns out the whole Regiment was sorta restricted 
this weekend. 
 
Well, to get on with the problem.  We started Monday morning in the daylight which is 
very strange, because they usually move us out about four in the morning.  We rode for 
about thirty miles before we reached our area.  Then we settled down to wait for results.  
We were the reserve Battalion. 
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Finally the order came to move out at 2:30 a.m.  I was on duty that night & got to ride in 
the jeep, which was a damn lucky break, as it turned out.  It had started to rain around 
midnight, & no little pitter-patter either.  It really pours cats & dogs here in Tennessee.  
What a cruel night that was, especially for the troops marching.  They marched from 
2:30 until 11:00 in the morning through the rain, along muddy roads, across streams & 
everything.  They were really dead when they stopped & soaking wet.  Just say one 
word & they’d bop you one.  And then it started raining again & kept up all afternoon.  
We had supper around twelve & moved out about 3 A.M., Headquarters Company 
riding this time, but the others walking.  Throughout the whole problem I rode in a jeep, 
because two of the Message Center personnel fell out & got lost on that long hike.  
Somebody's always getting lost on these problems.  But they’re better off in a way.  
They can sleep in barns &  eat in farmhouses while we can’t. 
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Wednesday it didn’t rain & Thursday was a beautiful day.  The sun was burning hot, but 
you can’t depend on the sun & stars in Tennessee.  That’s when it rains, when the stars 
or sun is out.  Well, this problem dragged through to Thursday afternoon, two problems 
in one, I think.  Anyhow, it was the longest one we’ve had.  The others usually ended 
Tuesday afternoon.  We were always on the move, sleeping on the go.  The only time I 
really stretched out on a rock & slept was Tuesday night for 3 hours  The rest of the 
time I dozed in the peep, but all cramped up.  Geeze, those jeeps are uncomfortable, 
especially with equipment piled all around you.  But I’m none the worse for it.  Thursday 
night I slept good, very good. 
 
Page: 5 
 
Friday morning it started again.  The rains came & continued through till last evening 
with half hour breaks every so often.  We didn’t have tents pitched because we were 
expecting to move to another area.  We couldn’t move because the streams were too 
high to cross (lots of streams without bridges that we have to ford).  After a while, the 
area looked like the rice fields of Japan, with regular rivers running down the jeep 
tracks.  We finally got permission to move Message Center to an abandoned house 
down the road a piece so we had shelter for the night.  We finally moved to this area 
after dark last night.  But lo & behold, Message Center has a barn to operate from. 
 
Sorry, I had to leave.  It’s now seven o’clock & we’re preparing to move out. 
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I don’t know why we’re moving out so early, but I’m not one to argue.  Again I’m on duty 
& riding in the peep.  The rest were going to walk but at the last moment it was changed 
to a motor movement.  It looks like rain again, sometime tonight. 
 



I hope I can get a shower next week.  This will make the third week without one.  I 
received the boxes this afternoon.  Thanks loads.  The cake was delicious, although it 
was a little squashed.  Tell Arnette that the fudge was very good.  Keep it up.  I’m taking 
that other box along with me on the problem.  We get mighty hungry between the 
irregular meals.  It’s hard to find room to squeeze it in the peep, but I did. 
 
The only thing I can think of that I’ll need is a wallet.  But I don’t want one 
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until maneuvers are over with.  If you get one, make sure it has a lot of windows.  Oh 
yes, we can have identification bracelets too. 
 
I resent that remark about playing cards instead of writing.  I’ll have you know I haven't 
played cards since Connecticut.  Did you read about A.S.T.P. being cut 75 percent?   
Oh well, I would have been in that group, if I hadn’t departed before.  How about you 
writing a little more. 
 
Say, one day last week, I had a runner from the 101st Engineers, which is attached to 
our outfit.  He said he was from Union City so I said I knew a fellow from there that had 
gone to school in Rochester.  He said, “You mean Bob Goldstein, the kid who likes 
himself.”  I said “yeh, that’s him.”  So, it’s a small world after all. 
 
About the pictures.  I was supposed to get 12 small pictures (6 of each), 2  5x7 & I think 
 
Page: 8 
 
one large one.  I paid 8 bucks plus $2 deposit. 
 
I’ve been fine even with all the stuff I’ve been through.  The war will be over soon & I’ll 
be home again, perhaps for my next birthday. 
 
Well, I guess I’ve written enough for a while. 
 
Love, 
 
 Ben 
 
P.S.  Canned goods are O.K.  especially tuna, or sardines.  Send small boxes of 
saltines or ritz too.   Peanut butter, fruit, etc. also tootsies. 
 
  
 
 
My name is ___________________________ 
 



 
I am _________________________________ 
  
 


