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Ben mentions the Maginot Line (ˈma zh əˌnō) in this letter. It was a line 
of defensive fortifications constructed by the French along their 
eastern border, extending from Switzerland to Luxembourg, between 
1929 and 1936. In World War II, although the defenses held, the 
Germans outflanked them, going through Belgium to conquer France. 
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November 23, 1944    
 
Dear Folks, 
 
Well, here it is Thanksgiving night, and I find myself writing to you once 
again. 
 
It hasn’t been such a bad day.  Started it off right with a breakfast 
consisting of fried eggs and delicious oatmeal cooked to perfection.  We’ve 
been having pretty good meals lately.  The reason for this is that the 
civilians leave plenty of food behind when they evacuate.  In fact the 
civilians were still in this house when we came in to occupy it for our 
Command Post.  Also we have a former cook as a runner, and he loves to 
cook.   
 
Yesterday, we had chicken for 
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supper & some really delicious chicken broth. 
 
Today being Thanksgiving, they brought us up some turkey from the rear 
area.  There wasn’t much, but we made the most of it.  We fixed up the 
table with a tablecloth & used some fancy dishes & wine glasses.  We filled 
the wine glasses, said grace, made a toast (no need to say what it was) 
and dove in.  Of course we all reminisced about where we were last year at 
this time & where we hoped to be next year. 
 
I’m glad we were able to hold our little feast in such a nice set-up. 



 
Since I wrote last, we’ve moved a few times, once 
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being cramped in a pig pen because the buildings were so utterly 
destroyed. 
 
We’re getting pretty  (Censored)  now and practically all the people are pro-
Nazis.  The houses are decorated with statues of Hitler & his staff.  The 
houses are better furnished too, evidence of cooperation with the Krauts.  
The man who occupied this house is a contractor who helped build the 
Maginot Line, then helped the Germans build their defenses, and now is 
willing to help the Americans.  They should shoot every one of these damn 
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people.  They’re no good.  I don’t know why the hell we’re fighting for them, 
the @#*%!! 
 
One place that we occupied was a mansion that must have been owned by 
some land Baron.  It was an immense place, richly furnished.  He had an 
antique room with old rifles & sabers, among other things.  It was a nice 
place, before the Americans entered it.  What scavengers they are.  
Ripping open drawers, safes, ransacking the rooms looking for souvenirs.  
Some of the fellows have sent home different articles - silverware, 
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glassware, & other little objects, but it hasn’t interested me.  I might change 
my mind, but I doubt it. 
 
I still haven’t received any packages, nor any mail from you since I last 
wrote.  I received a v-mail from Bob though.  I might not get a chance to 
answer him, so tell him to send that knife.  Don’t forget. 
 
You can send me some wicks & flints & send some pipe cleaners in your 
letters about every other week. 



 
I hope that you had 
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an enjoyable day.  I can just imagine what you did after dinner.  Just what 
you do every year. 
 
Well, I think I’ll try and answer some of my long neglected correspondence, 
 
So ------ 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
p.s.  This is captured German stationery ---------- 
 
 
My name is _____________________ 
 
  
I am _____________________________________________ 
 
 
  
 
 
  


