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On December 5th, Ben’s location is at Saar Union.  He notes: Big 
Battle - 1st Big City - Plenty Lost - Pushed out by Regimental Division.   
In this letter, we can imagine how these war experiences resulted in 
his forceful reaction to his father’s question.  He shows his outrage 
by not signing this letter with “Love, Ben.”  His gentle soul has no 
compunction about sending home a German “skull,” if he could. War 
has changed Ben.
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December 8th

Dear Folks,

Since I last wrote, we’ve moved no less than seven times and are all ready 
to move to our next Command Post within a couple of hours, which may 
help to explain why I don’t write oftener than I do.

We have a pretty nice place now.  Have a whole house to ourselves, but 
we had to shoot the lock off the door to get in.  

These damn civilians have some nerve locking their doors and windows to 
us.  This house has the most comfortable bed I’ve slept in since I came to 
France.  Just comfortably soft, so you have no trouble drifting off into 
dreamland.

I’ll never forget one night, just after we left the place where I wrote the last 
letter, we moved about 20 miles after dark and were scheduled to sleep in 
the woods, with the line companies.  But our S-1, who goes ahead and 
picks out the Command Posts met the convoy at a town about a
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1/2 mile from the proposed area & told the Battalion Commanding Officer 
that the ground was too wet for the Command Post, so we moved into a 
barn for the night.  It was a little drafty up in the hay loft, but we didn’t mind 



it after being so close to sleeping in a foxhole.  Since then, the code clerk 
and I have picked up an Officers bedroll with eight blankets in it, which 
keeps us very warm.

We’re not supposed to mention much about our activities, and the Times 
evidently doesn’t carry much about the Y.D., but if you want to follow us, get 
a hold of a Boston paper.  It follows our activities religiously.  You’ve 
probably read that we took Saar-Union, which is a pretty big place.  We 
were there about a half a day before we moved on & some of the fellows 
went through the stores & houses picking up watches, jewelry, and other 
souvenirs, but I was busy driving, so I didn’t have time to poke around.  
There’s been too much looting an if it continues, we’ll be sleeping out in the
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field & I don’t want that to happen.  One thing that is plentiful is wine and 
some cognac and calvados.  Have you ever heard of calvados?  What a 
powerful drink that is.  I just read in today’s Stars & Stripes that it’s being 
used for antifreeze, good for 35 degrees below zero.  It’s also good for 
lighting lamps & that's what I’m using in my lighter at the present time.  Can 
you imagine what it does to a guy’s stomach?

Another thing that is found in every house is preserved cherries, pears, 
plums, etc. and jams.  They’re delicious & once started, can't stop eating 
them.  But they are one of Germany’s secret weapons because it gives 
everyone a case of the runs - -

If you have a map handy, you’ll notice that all the Armies are practically on 
line together, but that we’ll be the last to reach German soil because the 
border goes in at this particular point.  It shouldn’t be too long before we 
reach it now.
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Time Marches On ==



I’m now writing this from our new C.P., a couple of towns up.  In the last 
town we had a whole house, while now we are squeezed into one room, in 
a parish house, I guess it is.

Dec. 9th.

I got a little tired last night so I decided to let the letter go until tonight.  We 
moved again today.  Can’t seem to keep up with the Krauts.  The section 
we are in now was part of the Maginot Line.  Pillboxes dot the countryside 
as far as the eye can reach.

We have a nice house, this time.  Plenty of room, with a kitchen besides.  
Did I ever tell you about the 10 in 1 rations that we get every once in a 
while.  They come in different menus (1,2,3,4,& 5), and will feed 10 men for 
three meals.

For breakfast there is pre-mixed cereal, either bacon, pork sausage, ham & 
eggs or something similar
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crackers & jam, coffee, milk (Pet) and sugar.

Dinner is a can of cheese, ham & eggs, pork & egg yolk, etc. and crackers 
and a cold drink.

Supper is the big meal with either roast beef (the best), corn beef, or some 
other meat.  It also includes either corn, peas, or string beans, plus biscuits 
& butter, coffee, milk & sugar.

Cigarettes, Charms, gum, toilet paper, paper towels, & a small can opener 
are also included in each box.

So you can see we have some pretty good meals, especially since we have 
a former cook as a runner.

Just think, in a couple of months I might get a chance to go to Paris on a 48 
hour pass.  They send 5 from the Battalion every other day, but they’re 



taking them mostly from the line companies first, which is as it should be.  
But you can imagine how I feel because I drive them to Regimental 
Headquarters
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every time at 6:30 in the morning, and wish them a good time.

Now I want to say a few lines to Dad.  

You ask why we aren’t more considerate of the French people here & pay 
for the food that we take.  Perhaps it would help explain the situation if I 
told you that we’ve been fighting in Lorraine, that territory which has been 
disputed over for some time. 

I would say that the majority of the people resent our coming.  They were 
satisfied under Hitler.  He fed them fairly well and let them carry on their 
very religious faith, contrary to the other parts of France.  Once in a while, 
you catch the bitter resentment showing on their faces.  Regardless of what 
you may read, they aren’t worth a hoot.  That’s why my conscience doesn’t 
bother me when I break into their homes & take things from them.  Nothing 
they have is too good for us,
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And you need not worry whether I know what I’m fighting for or not.  Every 
time I look into the face of a dead Nazi, the only good ones, I’ve seen, I 
remind myself.  So far I haven’t had the opportunity to line my sights on any 
Germans & I hope the opportunity never presents itself, but the first one will 
be for you.  But I don’t think a skull will pass the censors.

Well, it’s getting time for bed again.  Until the next letter.

Regards to everyone,

Ben



My name is ___________________

I am __________________________

 

 


