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The frustration of following the Army’s Table of Equipment which lists 
the items soldiers can keep in their possession really rankles Ben.  
Soon, when the time comes to ship out to Europe, once again soldiers 
must part with items that made Army life more palatable.  And being 
overseas, Ben’s frustration increases even more as he recalls 
everything he had to leave behind.  Thus, his requests to his family 
will grow for small items, such as a hood for warmth, gloves, a 
fingernail file, etc.,  and especially food which he shares with his 
buddies. 
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Friday 
May 19th, 1944 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
Seeing that the typewriter has just been repaired, I see no reason in the 
world why I shouldn’t test the worth of the repairman by dropping a few 
lines to you. 
 
Things have changed a little since I left on furlough.  We have a new 
Battalion Commanding Officer.  It wasn’t bad enough before, just having a 
“mad Major, but now we have a crazy Lieutenant Colonel, and the Major as 
Executive Officer.  It seems that he is very, very G.I. 
 
For one thing, and I feel very badly about this, he won’t allow any pin-ups in 
the barracks.  Can you imagine!  How are we supposed to keep our morale 
up? 
 
Yesterday we had a full field inspection.  Everything that was issued us 
when we first came into the army was laid out on a shelter-half in front of 
the barracks.  It was supposed to start at 0730 a.m.  By the time it was 
over, it was 1400.  They were checking each item individually to see 
whether it was unserviceable or not.  About half of them were marked 
unserviceable.  It really doesn't make any difference anyway, because we'll 
never get any new equipment out of it.  We’ve had countless numbers of 
these inspections and they’re all the same. 



 
One important order that the Colonel issued yesterday has everyone up in 
arms.  He ordered that we will only be allowed to have clothing and 
equipment listed in the Table of Equipment, that is, just the amount issued 
us when we came in.  Therefore, everything in excess must be taken out of 
the barracks by Saturday.  This means that only 3 pair of underwear, 3 pair 
of socks, 4 handkerchiefs, 1 bath towel, etc. will be allowed in the barracks.  
And they’re going to have strict inspections to see that this is carried out.  If 
that isn’t the silliest thing, I don’t know what is.  No soldier can get along on 
3 pair of underwear and socks.  It’s impossible, especially in the summer.  
And it’s just a Battalion order.  No one else is doing it.  I’m trying to figure 
out some place where I can hide my excess.  It’s things like that which 
make you want to follow your officers through thick and thin.  Oh yeah! 
 
Of course, not all the officers are like that.  After the inspection yesterday, a 
2nd Looie took us out in the woods by a little creek for a lecture.  He said, 
quote “This is going to be a lecture on Military Courtesy.  Military Courtesy 
is that you had better salute the Colonel because it will be too bad for you if 
you don’t.  Take a break.”  Unquote.  So we took a 45 minute break until it 
was time to come in for the maintenance period. 
 
Page: 2 
 
Tomorrow, they’re holding an inspection for the T/E (Table of Equipment) 
nonsense.  Everything will be moved out of the barracks and officers will 
check each man to see that he brings back in only the right amount.  
FLASH!!!!!!!  I just heard that we will be allowed to keep one extra pair of 
underwear and two extra pair of socks.  Isn’t that just too wonderful for 
words. 
 
Tuesday night, one hour before my furlough was up, the Battalion left on a 
25 mile hike.  The next morning, as the few of us were getting up, they 
started dragging their weary bones into the area.  They were really pooped.  
Some of them, the greater majority, could hardly walk, even on the sides of 
their feet.  And guess what, during the last mile, the Colonel thought it 
would be kind of nice to have retreat parade that night.  What a sight they 
were as they paraded past, limping and bent over.  It’s thing like that which 
make the Army interesting. 
 



This morning, the Communications Platoon attended a Division School in 
the various jobs in the Platoon (Radio, Wire, and Message Center)  It was 
the same old stuff that we had so much of before, but it helps to waste the 
time.  In the afternoon we went into the woods and finagled around again.  
The rest of the Battalion marched out to a Range area, about 7 miles, to 
watch a demonstration. 
 
Well, I guess I’ve rambled on long enough.  The typewriter works well.  It 
must be me. 
 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
P.S.   Next Sunday we are going out for a weeks bivouac so don’t expect 
too much mail. if any. 
 
My name is ___________________________ 
 
 
I am _________________________________ 
  
 


