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Letter to Folks - Ben doesn’t mention his budding romance that he 
confesses to his sister.  He just lets them know he went to a dance. 
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Kremze, Czechoslovakia  
 
Saturday,  June 2nd 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
I really feel ashamed of myself for not writing you this past week, but I just 
never got around to it.  I’ve received your letters of May 16th, 19th, 20th, 
21st, & 22nd, though.  The mail service is working in spurts and jumps - 
somedays lots of mail and other days none at all. 
 
The rumors are flying fast and thick around here about going home.  Walter 
Winchell is supposed to have said that the 
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YD, Yankee Division, would parade in Boston on the 4th of July.  But the 
most consistent rumor is that we will be home by August.  If that’s true, 
then I had better have a little ready cash at hand.  So instead of putting my 
allotment checks into bonds, deposit the next few in the bank. 
 
The weather has been very gloomy all week long, rain practically every 
day.  It must be the rainy season. 
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Now that summer is here, I’ll be needing some summer underwear, so 
send me three sets.  That should be sufficient.  Also send me some more 
of the hair tonic.  And a couple of pipes ( $1.00 - $2.00).  I’m always 
breaking mine.  Send me a corncob pipe, too.  And then some canned 
food, of course, and pickled herring. 
 



 

 

Slowly, but surely we are going back to the old training days.  We now have 
reveille at 06:30 and retreat every night.  And next week a nine mile hike is 
scheduled. 
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I took a three mile hike the other day, the longest I’ve walked since 
Normandy and my ankles still hurt.  I’ve got to figure some way to “goof” 
off. 
 
As usual, the movies have been lousy.  “Twenty Mule Team” and  “San 
Diego I Love You.”  We were supposed to have a Division Stage Show 
tonight but it was called off. 
 
Went to a dance the other night and stumbled through a couple of 
numbers.  It’s a good thing it was so crowded so I didn’t make a fool of 
myself.  Their music isn’t suitable to my type of dancing. 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
My name ____________________ 
 
I am ____________________ 
 


