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A gentle person, Ben’s letters to his folks were carefully written with 
descriptions of his experiences.  His concern was to avoid worrying them, 
so he includes some humor as he keeps them informed. And he definitely 
shows his appreciation for all the letters and packages sent to him by family 
and friends.     
 
The viewer sees Ben’s growth from an innocent, young Jewish boy who 
began basic training to become a soldier, and who, as time passes, will be 
exposed to the atrocities of war.  So many soldiers had the same 
experiences, but Ben chronicled his.   
 
The last letter he wrote was on December 8, 1945 while camped on a 
mountain top during bad weather.  He bemoaned the fact that the ships to 
take them home couldn't get into the harbor.   Here his last sentence is, 
"And again, I hope I don't have to write many more letters.  Regards to 
everyone, Love, Ben."  And this is the end of his letters. 
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Calas Staging Area 
Marseilles 
December 8th 
 
Hello Again, 
 
Well we’re this much further along on our homeward bound journey & I 
certainly hope that the boat ride isn’t as slow as the train ride down here 
was. 
 
What a sight we were, when we moved out of Camp Pittsburgh.  I swear a 
bunch of D. p.’s  (displaced persons ) couldn’t have looked any worse.  
Everyone seemed to be wearing different uniforms and carrying a variety of 
assorted equipment.  Some had on O.D.’s (Olive Drabs) while others had 
fatigues, some had on field jackets while others had on overcoats, some 
had on fatigue hats which make you look like a member of the Georgia 
chain gang, while others wore overseas hats.  And of course everyone had 
a little personal bag of various description, plus blankets rolled in numerous 



 

 

ways, slung across the chest like a Hungarian soldier, or carried in a pack, 
which would have been the 
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only way back in the States.  It was really funny, while marching to the 
train, to watch the expression of the faces of the G.I.’s stationed there 
permanently, just standing there watching us and once in a while asking us 
“where we were going.” 
 
On this trip, instead of boxcars, we had coaches, with eight men to a 
compartment of hard wooden straight backed seats.  But after only a few 
hours, we were wishing that we had boxcars again, for it was practically 
impossible to find a comfortable position to sleep in.  A couple of the 
fellows grabbed the baggage racks, but I decided to sleep sitting up.  After 
a restless night I woke up with my behind feeling like it had been sawed off.  
The next night I slept on the floor, in between the feet of the other fellows, 
which was much better.  It was a pretty miserable trip, considering that it 
took us 51 hours to travel only 550 miles, which makes an average of about 
10 miles per hour.  It didn’t help our morale any to sit on a siding for a 1/2 
hour waiting for a French 
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civilian train to roar by, either.  And when we arrived and loaded on trucks 
to come the last few miles to Camp, we started going up, up, & up.  The 
motors of the 10 ton trucks were really growling as they labored up and 
down the mountain roads.  And when we got up to our mountain-top Camp, 
we realized why the ships hadn’t been able to come into the harbor the 
past few days, for it was really blowing something fierce.  Even as I write 
this, nestled close to the stove, it’s an even bet whether the wind will blow 
the canvas tent from the wooden frame over our heads.  The way it’s 
blowing, it looks like shipping will be delayed another few days, and with 
the Divisions ahead of us, I’m beginning to wonder if we’ll make it by New 
Years.   
 
I can see I’m going to be a steady customer at the rail of the ship, probably 
a small Liberty, if this weather keeps up. 
 



 

 

This tent is nothing to brag about.  Even though it’s supposed to be 
“winterized”, with a wooden floor and doors, it’s got a hundred and one air 
holes.  It’s so 
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drafty, that it’s only warm in the immediate vicinity  of the stove.  As an 
example of how cold it is, last night I slept with three folded blankets under 
me, a double sleeping bag, and three blankets and an overcoat over me, 
and still I was cold.  You better make sure the register in my room is 
working. 
 
Glancing back over this letter, it looks like I don’t have anything good to say 
for the Army.  Guess I'll miss having something to gripe about. 
 
I don’t think I’ll be seeing many movies here, not if I have to buck the wind 
to get there.  And again I hope I don’t have to write many more letters. 
 
Regards to everyone,  
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
My name is ___________________ 
 
I am ________________________ 


