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November 3rd 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
If you haven’t received any mail from me in the last couple of days, don’t 
blame it on the postal authorities, it’s entirely my fault.  Right now, I don’t 
have time to write on the days I’m on duty, so you’ll have to be satisfied 
with every other day mail, maybe. 
 
I never like to write during the day, and I’m so used to going to bed early 
now, that I get sleepy if I stay up longer than 9.  That’s usually the reason 
for my not writing. 
 
Things are pretty quiet in this sector, which means we’re getting rested 
pretty well.  Probably when things start happening, they’ll really happen 
fast, especially with “Blood & Guts” at the helm. 
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We organized a raiding party the other nite.  Three others and myself got in 
the peep and took off.  What a nite - the fog was so thick it was impossible 
to see 20 feet ahead. 
 
(Just this minute got yours and Arnie’s letters with the band-aids, rubber 
bands & finger nail file.  First mail I’ve received in 5 days from anyone.) 
 
Well, to get on with the story.  We were inching our way cautiously ahead, 
occasionally stopping long enough to cut a hole in the fog, when we 
entered a small town.  Suddenly we saw our prey -- asleep.  While I kept 



the motor running for a quick get away, the other three spread out & 
advanced toward the sleeping victims.  But one or two must have been on 
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guard & gave the alarm, for suddenly all was confusion.  Amid loud 
squawking, all the geese scattered, with the three G.I.’s in hot pursuit.  It 
was funny as hell to see them running after the geese, throwing their steel 
helmets & missing.  Soon they all disappeared in the darkness and all that 
could be heard was the clank, clank of a helmet hitting the ground.  
Presently they came straggling back with two big geese.  Just as we 
finished killing them, we saw a figure approaching thru the fog & mist.  
Piling into the peep, we took off in a cloud of MUD.  We continued on our 
way, looking for more fowl, but without 
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success.  Turning back, we passed the battleground and not a goose in 
sight.  The farmer must have taken them in for protection.  Suddenly we 
spied two that had goofed out.  Thought they’d be smart & play in the duck 
pond.  They were strumming a harp within 10 minutes. 
 
That nite back at Message Center, I learned a new way to prepare fowl for 
cooking.  Instead of laboriously defeathering it, just cut the skin under the 
wings & it just pulls right off, easy as pie. 
 
The next day, when I got a look at the peep in the daylight, it looked as if a 
battle royal had taken place, with blood splattered all over. 
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We cut up all four of them (must have weighed 10 pounds each) & put 
them on the stove to soften up, before frying.  We had them on the stove all 
day long & when we came to take it off, found that most of the meat had 
come loose from the bones.  We decided not to fry it & ate it as is.  It was 
delicious & really tender.  We got bread from the kitchen & had a regular 
meal.  Had enough for ourselves & the runners (20 men) & some left over. 
 
I came over to my bedroll after eating, my stomach bulging, took out my 
pipe 
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and prepared to write a letter to you.  But just like it used to happen at 
home after a big meal, I fell asleep. 
 
The next day we again tested our cooking abilities by making muffins out of 
makeshift ingredients.  We used the chocolate bar & lemon power from C-
rations & the C-rations tin to bake it in.  Surprisingly enough, they were 
delicious.  Next, we tried fudge, but the cocoa was too strong & didn’t turn 
out too good. 
 
Yes sir, we’re not having such a bad time right now.  A nice hot stove to sit 
by & sing the old songs & a couple of the new ones we’ve managed to 
hear. 
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I still haven’t received the packages, although some of the fellows have.  
Just so you’ll have some requests on hand, send me some Fanny Farmer 
candy.  Did you send those heavy wool socks yet?  I think I’d like some 
more.  Not thin wool, but heavy. 
 
Today, we got our first press notice in the Stars & Stripes.  Have you read 
anything about us yet?  I bet its plastered all over the Massachusetts 
papers. 
 
I almost forgot.  Yesterday we were issued our first liquor ration.  Three 
men on a bottle of wine or brandy.  It was white wine and not as good as 
the stuff you have at home.  Yum, yum. 
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I read in the Stars & Stripes that we’ll soon be issued zippered sleeping 
bags, Hope they come soon.  I got a pair of combat boots today for $7, 
which does away with leggings.  They’re the hardest things to lace, on a 
cold morning when both the leggings & your hands are stiff. 
 
I don’t know how the chocolate bar situation is, but if it’s not too bad send 
some regularly, otherwise write to the Hershey Company.  They have 



special prices for overseas.  I get hungry between meals, even though we 
eat with the kitchen now. 
 
I’m getting sleepy now so I’ll close with love for everyone. 
 
Ben. 
 
My name is _________________ 
 
I am _________________________ 
 
 
 


