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Parts of this letter have been cut out by the Censors who read all letters for security 
purposes. 
 
Monday, August 28th, 1944 
 
Somewhere on the Ocean 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
Sailing, Sailing, over the Bounding Main . . . . . . . . 
Yes, we’re finally on our way.  They haven’t told us where, naturally, but we have a 
pretty good idea, after talking with some of the crew members. 
 
Guess what, the name of the “Censored” that took us across the “Censored” was the 
“Censored”.  A good omen perhaps, eh?  We got a last good look at the “Censored” as 
we passed by, but didn’t get to see “Censored.”   
 
Oh well, I’ll see it on the way back.  I guess it is alright now to say that I visited New 
York while at the P.O.E (Point of Existence), but only once.  It’s different than the last 
time I was there, with everything dimmed out.  I didn’t see any shows or movies, much 
as I would have liked to, but time was too precious.  We had a hell of a good time 
anyway. 
 
Last Saturday was my 14 months anniversary of being in the Army and still on American 
soil.  I’m considered sort of a rookie because the majority of the fellows have been in for 
2 1/2 - 4 years.  But I can’t complain, cause most of the fellows that I was inducted with 
were overseas long ago, some in on the Invasion. 
 
This voyage isn’t much like that one pictured in “Up In Arms.”  There was a small band 
playing as we staggered up the gangplank under our heavy load, and Red Cross ladies 
were handing out coffee, donuts and candy, but no cheering crowds throwing confetti.  
We have no nurses or Wac’s, Women’s Army Corps, aboard 
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either, although we saw some, through binoculars, on the other ships in the convoy. 
 



Our Regimental Orchestra was practicing yesterday, so we’ll probably be hearing them 
one of these days.  They also show movies, but we have to take our turn when it 
comes.  We have music and Bob Hope over the loudspeaker system, too, when they’re 
not issuing orders for abandon ship drill and etc. 
 
I think I’m going to lose a little weight on this trip, because they only serve two meals a 
day.  Our group is the first to eat - at 6:30 a.m. and 3:30 p.m. while others eat breakfast 
as late as ten and sleep late too.  I wish we had a late breakfast.  I can’t eat much early 
in the morning, much as I want to.  I brought some candy along and I ordered more from 
the canteen so I should get along though. 
 
We have a half-hour of exercise daily, but the rest of the time is spent wandering around 
the decks, playing cards (one man is going to walk off the boat with all the money), 
reading, looking at the beautiful sparkling green water covered with whitecaps or at 
“Censored”    we’re pretty well  “Censored.” 
 
You can hardly walk about the decks when the sun is overhead because everyone is 
lying down, taking advantage of the sun beams.  This is really a pleasant trip, almost 
like a pleasure cruise, only 
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with a purpose to it.  The sea is comparatively calm and there is only a gentle rocking 
motion, so far.  No one, to my knowledge, has been seasick, yet  . . . . . . . . . . 
 
About the only problem we have is trying to work up a lather when we wash.  Pure 
water is rationed and for drinking purposes only, thus we use saltwater for our daily 
toilet.  We use everything including soap powder, trying to work up some suds, without 
too much success.  Saltwater may be good for the teeth, but it certainly does not taste 
good! 
 
Our sleeping quarters aren’t too bad, considering the circumstances, but it really doesn’t 
matter much, cause I never slept better in my life, even with the constantly running 
ventilation motor only two feet from my head. 
 
I’m enclosing some pictures that I had taken at the P.X. (Post Exchange) just before I 
left.  Not much to look at, especially with that G.I. hat, but you might want them anyhow. 
 
Well, I guess I’ll go up on deck for a stroll and a bit of air  It’s getting quite windy out but 
it hasn’t disturbed the sea yet. 
 
And please don’t worry too much, Mom & Dad, I’ll be alright just as long as you think of 
me. 
 
Love, 
 



Ben 
 
My name is _____________________ 
 
 I am ____________________________________________ 


