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Letter to sister Arnette Goldstein  -  Ben wrote his sisters about concerns he 
would never say to his parents. 
 
 
New Year’s Eve 
 
Dear Arnie, 
 
I’ve received letters from you dated from Oct 25th to Dec 13th, so I figured it was about 
time I wrote you, before you come over to find out what the trouble was.  As I’ve told 
you before, when I do have a few spare moments, I don’t particularly care for writing 
letters. 
 
In all your letters I can clearly see that yours and the rest of the family’s lives revolve 
about Jerry.  I can see why too, after looking at the pictures you sent me.  But I can’t 
quite decide who he resembles. 
 
You’ve probably read the letters I wrote in Metz.  We were having a swell time, not 
doing much, and enjoying life.  Then when this crisis came up, they shipped us back up 
to the front, but not in the same sector we were in. 
 
The terrain in this sector is mostly different than Lorraine.  It’s all mountainous with deep 
valleys and narrow winding roads.  It’s really beautiful country, now that the mountains 
are all snow covered.  For the past few days we’ve been living in a summer resort hotel, 
where the river runs right past the terrace.  The beds are really comfortable.  Message 
Center is set up in the bar, but there isn’t any beer for a celebration tonite.  Last year at 
this time, I had just come in the YD (Yankee Division) and was consoling myself at the 
Service Club.  Next year, I hope to be home ----------- 
 
Page: 2 
 
Even though this is a beautiful little country, it’s different terrain to fight in.  The battle is 
going very slowly now, but it shouldn’t be too long before the Krauts are pushed back 
once again. 
 
My job goes on just the same.  Getting up at all hours of the nite to take messages up to 
the line companies.  I don’t mind the driving during he day, even when the shells start 
coming in.  But it’s sort of scary at nite, especially driving thru woods, always on the 



alert for Krauts left behind.  Many’s  the time I’ve gone looking for the companies at nite, 
with only sketchy directions as to their locations, never sure of where the front lines 
were.  One nite I remember, I was carrying the attack orders for that morning, and I got 
on the wrong road.  I finally got to the right road, after a time.  It hasn’t been so bad the 
past couple of weeks, because the moonlight makes it as bright as day.  But I 
remember some nites where I couldn’t even find the peep, it was so dark.  When I get 
home I’m going to put a dozen spotlights on my car.  My assistant driver’s nerves 
couldn’t take it, so I had to get another one.  Don’t let Mom read this  -- it might worry 
her. 
 
Regards to all, 
 
Ben 
 
 
  
 


