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Saturday Nite 
9 P.M. 
 
Dear Arnie, 
 
Perhaps you’re wondering why I’m writing letters at this time of the evening on a 
Saturday nite when I should be in town.  It so happens that I’m in bed and have been for 
the greater part of the day.  I didn’t even get up to partake of dinner or supper and you 
know that the omission of even one meal from my daily diet is something very rare 
indeed. 
 
I have just finished one of the most grueling experiences that I’ve had in my 11 months 
in the Army (anniversary yesterday).  As a climax to our week in the field, which was 
bad enough, all the fellows who had missed the 25 mile hike before, were hiking back to 
camp.  We started out with two strikes against us.  During the week we had had no 
opportunity to take a shower and we, also did not have clean underwear and socks, the 
last a very important requirement. 
 
The hike had to be completed in 8 hours, so that meant some pretty fast stepping.  For 
the first 14 miles 
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we averaged 4 miles an hour, with only 4 or 5 minute breaks.  Since I’ve been in the 
Army, I’ve never fallen out of any hike, but this pace was too much for me.  I had to drop 
back.  I was not alone.  A great number dropped by the wayside after a few miles.  But I 
kept on walking, gradually losing sight of the others as they kept up their grueling pace. 
 
I was ready to call it quits many a time.  I don’t know what prompted me on except the 
knowledge that all those who didn’t make it would be given conditioning marches & then 
have to take it over again.  So I reasoned I might as well suffer a little more & get it over 
with. 
 
Finally at the 20 minute break, I caught up with them.  I don’t know how, but I did.  They 
had coffee waiting there.  I’m telling you, that coffee was the best tasting of any I’ve ever 
tasted. 
 



At this point, my feet felt as if I had squashed grapes in 
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my shoes and was walking on a bed of hot coals.  After every break it would take at 
least 1/2 a mile before I could put my feet down normally and stretch out my weary legs.  
We took it easier from then on & had ten minute breaks.  But it was still ghastly. 
 
They had guides posted every mile to tell us our progress.  I never knew a mile was so 
long.  15, 16, 17, only 8 more miles to go.  I don’t pay any attention to the blisters 
anymore.   Just set the foot down firmly as if I didn’t have any. 
 
The 2nd Battalion, only having a small group, marched behind the 3rd Battalion.  They 
were always slowing up & wouldn’t let us pass them.  Once we slowed up, it felt 10 
times worse. 
 
Finally the 20 mile mark, only 5 to go.  I seriously doubt 
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whether I can make it.  I’d hate to drop out after coming so far.  Our S-3, a Captain 
who’s in the same building as Message Center tells me he’ll see that I make it if he has 
to carry me in himself. 
 
21 miles, 22, 23, & then 24.  Only one more mile.  Believe me, that was the toughest of 
them all.  I almost dropped out then.  Finally the barracks came into view.  I had made it 
but I couldn’t have gone another 1/4 mile if my life depended on it.  I practically crawled 
into the barracks & threw off my full field pack & carbine.  After  resting for a while, I took 
a shower, got something to eat, & went to the Medic about the blisters on my feet. 
 
Even though they’re bandaged 
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I still can’t walk faster than a snails pace.  I’ve never had trouble like this before.  I can 
hardly stand up & it takes a few minutes before I can start walking. 
 
We got in at 0700 this morning, & at 1 P.M. those of us who had missed some movies 
had to fall out & march to the theater.  That was torture. 
 
The hike, the pictures, numerous lectures, & only allowing us T/E equipment are all 
P.O.M. (Preparation for Overseas Movement) requirements.  I didn’t tell you about it 
while I was on furlough, but ever since we hit Fort Jackson, we’ve had to do numerous 
things, all P.O.M. requirements.  I seriously doubt whether this outfit will go into actual 
combat although we may go overseas.  We still might remain in the U.S. for sometime. 
 



 
Page: 7 
Before I came in the Yankee Division, they went thru all this P.O.M. and nothing 
happened. 
 
Last Sunday, on our own time naturally, we went out for a weeks bivouac.  It seems I 
don’t have any weekends to myself anymore.  A week ago last Friday, I was on duty.  
Saturday, we were duty platoon & had to stay in.  Sunday we were out in the field.  This 
week I’m laid up & next week we’ll be in the field again.  But don’t get me wrong, I love 
the Army. 
 
The weather was awfully hot this past week out there & the chiggers were ferocious.  
They are practically invisible insects which burrow into your skin & die there.  They raise 
a welt almost the size of a penny & is twice as itchy as a mosquito bite. 
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I’m covered from head to foot with them. 
 
While out in the woods, we went thru some more P.O.M. requirements, Woods Combat 
Course, Nazi Village fighting, fired the anti-tank grenades, the bazooka & threw a live 
grenade.  We also went thru a night infiltration course.  We also heard Commando Kelly 
last Friday. 
 
Don’t show this letter to Mom.  She worries enough as it is.  I’ll be all right in a few days 
& will forget all about it. 
 
Well, I guess I’ve rambled on enough. 
 
Love to everybody. 
 
Ben 
 
 
 
Thomas, 
 
Here’s an article about “Commando” Kelly.  Ben probably saw the movie that was 
made about Kelly’s heroism.  It’s really sad to read about his life after the war.  
You may have other questions, but I, too, wanted to know more about Kelly. 
 
Mrs. Kaplow 
 

North Side's battlefield hero found life's wounds too deep 
Chuck "Commando" Kelly, Pittsburgh's World War II hero and the first soldier in 
the European war theater to receive the nation's Medal of Honor. ... 

http://www.post-gazette.com/regionstate/19990531command2.asp
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