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Kremze, Czechoslovakia 
 
May 24th 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
God, how I wish there was something to write about.  It’s the same old thing, day 
in and day out.  Nothing to do, except when I’m on duty. 
 
We finally moved out of that one horse town, right into the field, or rather woods.  
You see, this is an allied country and we can’t put the people out of their homes 
and we’re not permitted to live with them.  Even though Czechoslovakia will not 
be occupied by troops, we have to stay here until all the refugees, and German 
soldiers are taken care 
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of, which may take some time.  So we were supposed to live in pup tents, until 
that time.  We stayed in the woods for two days and one night, with it raining both 
days, before they finally moved us into a fair sized town.  
 
I didn’t even sleep in my pup tent that one night.  There was a nearby farmhouse 
where we made arrangement for a room, with beds. 
 
Now, we’re living in a school, with double-decker beds and clothes lockers.  It’s 
almost like garrison.  Training is supposed to start tomorrow.  It’s to be mostly 
lectures and physical conditioning. 
 
We’re supposed to have a movie 
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every other night, but of the two I’ve seen, I’d rather not go.  “Gentle Annie” and 
Doughgirls.”  The latter was too silly.  I guess I’ve changed my taste, for I’d like to 
see some serious movies.   The same with music.  I don’t care for hip cat music 
anymore, but for the Victor Herbert class, and some of the modern ones. 
 
The food situation is really critical over here.  We’re only getting two meals a day, 
at 9 AM and 4 PM, and everybody just barely crawls around in-between meals.  
God, I’ve never been so hungry, even during the war.  You 
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can’t even get any eggs off these @!?X1@ (blankety-blank) Czechs.  You go up 
to them, looking at all the chickens in the yard, ask for eggs, and they say they 
haven’t any.  Then you mention chocolate or cigarettes and they might say they 
have a few.  They drive a high bargain.  You’d think they’d welcome us with open 
arms for liberating them.  And their language is the most unintelligible I’ve ever 
run into.  I’ll never learn it, even if I stayed over here for 10 years. 
 
The whole section around here displays American, Czech, and Russian flags - 
they’re keeping on the safe side. 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
My name is ________________ 
 
I am ___________________________ 


