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On November 23, 1944, Ben wrote, “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, glassware, 
& other little objects, but it hasn’t interested me.  I might change my 
mind, but I doubt it.” 
 
 
Then, on Dec. 8th, 1944, he wrote. “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 and if it continues, we’ll be sleeping out in the 
field & I don’t want that to happen.” 
 
And, on May 11th, 1945 letter, he writes, “I might be able to get some 
(developing) done earlier, if we get to a place that has electricity.  
Since the war is over, there won’t be any more “looting,” so I probably 
won’t be able to find any more film - so, you better start sending me 
some. 
 
Now, in this November 4, 1945 letter, Ben says, “I wish Dad had asked 
for the straight-edge razor while we were still in combat.  I came 
across quite a few while looting houses but having no use for them, 
left them lay.”   
 
War changes people in many ways. 
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Envelope mailed November 4, 1945 
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Camp Pittsburgh 
November 2nd 
7:00 P.M. 
 



Hi Folks, 
 
Well, it took me nearly all day to convince myself to write a letter.  Boy, am I 
getting lazy.  Guess I’ll have to take a two or three year vacation when I 
come home.  If you’re lucky, and I’m in the right mood, you’ll be hearing 
from me every three days, for I’m working twenty-four hours and off forty-
eight.  All day long, I’ve been reading back issues of Time and playing 
solitaire (sometimes cheating) trying to stay awake. 
 
Yesterday, having nothing better to do, a few of us fellows took in three 
movies.  One was “The Cheaters”, which stunk 
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to high heaven, “Here Come the CoEds”, with Abbott & Costello which was 
fairly good.  And I managed to see about half of “Our Vines have Tender 
Grapes” before the machine went Kaput.  It was very good, what we did 
see.  That Margaret O’Brien & “Butch” Jenkins stole the picture.  It was a 
different sort of role for Eddie Robinson, but he was swell in it. 
 
Here’s the dope on what we’re doing here.  Two days ago we got our last 
two shots (I hope).  Of all the shots I’ve taken since I’ve been in the Army, 
none affected me like these (Influenza and another).  In fact, it laid about 
half the Company low.  My arms still hurt, but I’m feeling much 
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better than I was yesterday, when I was almost willing to crawl into a coffin.  
Today, we had all our records checked to see that they were all correct & 
up to date. 
 
Every single thing I’ve done since I was inducted are in those records 
including the scores on the rifle range and when I fired.  Boy, if they lost 
those, I’d probably never get out.  We also had a couple of physical exams 
which took a couple of seconds. 
 
Since my last letter, I’ve received yours of the 15th, 22nd, 24th and 25th. 
 



You know, the last few times I’ve been to the movies I’ve been noticing the 
civilian clothes and about 
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the day when I’ll put them on again.  I’m going to feel funny as hell.  I’ll feel 
so self-conscious.  I’ll be afraid to go out on the street in them.  You’ve got 
to admit, there’s something to that.  Then will come the old problems every 
morning - “Mom, what pants shall I wear this morning?”, etc.  I wonder if 
any of my clothes fit me? 
 
I know you don’t like to hear this kind of talk from me, but I’ve been thinking 
about taking a civilian job over here.  They pay pretty good, and it’s only for 
a year with a 30 day furlough.  But I’m only thinking about it.  I haven’t 
acted yet. 
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The mornings and nights have been damn cold here.  Sleeping in a double 
sleeping bag, with one blanket under me, a blanket and an overcoat over 
me, I’m still cold at times.  Better get out the quilts for me. 
 
They don’t provide enough coal for us to have a fire at all times, either. 
 
I wish Dad had asked for the straight-edge razor while we were still in 
combat.  I came across quite a few while looting houses but having no use 
for them, left them lay. 
 
Well, that’s all for tonight - Regards to everyone and give Carol Vivian a 
kiss for me. 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
My name is _____________ 
I am ____________________ 

 
 
 


