
Sept 20,1945 - So without  
further adieu, I give you a typical 
hospital day in the life of our  
hero, PFC Kaplow 
                                       Regensburg, Germany 
        Sept 20th 

Hi Folks, 

Well, I got this far, but now I’m at a standstill. Pardon me a few 
moments while I think. Nope, can’t think of a thing. Guess there 
just isn’t anything to write about. I suppose I could give you a 
resume of my days activities. So without further adieu, I give you 
a typical day in the life of Pfc Kaplow. 

After a good nites sleep in his comfortable bed, our hero 
cautiously opens one eye, looks at his watch, and seeing that he 
can still catch a few more winks, turns over. But promptly at 6:55 
A.M., he jumps nimbly (well maybe not jumps) out of bed, puts on 
his shoes and robe and  
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staggers down the hall (well, could you walk straight with your 
eyes half open.)  Selecting a seat at one of the tables, our hero 
sits down, ready to devour some food.  But it is ten minutes 
before he can convey some food to his mouth, because he is 
busy passing dishes.  Again, he has picked a bad spot to sit at.  
But finally he is eating his fill, grumbling as usual about the food.  
It usually consists of hot cereal and scrambled eggs (oh, you 
should taste those eggs!!!!), or once in a great while some corn 
flakes.  Then there’s some fruit, oranges, or prunes, etc. and 
bread & jam & coffee. 



  

Now fully awake our hero ambles back  to his room, once in a 
while looking back to gaze upon a civilian girl 
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busily engaged in her task of cleaning up the hall. 

Once in his room, our young man, obeying a habit of many years 
standing, washes himself, even his teeth.  Then he painstakingly 
makes his bed, being sure there are no wrinkles in it, to please 
the nurse. That done, he takes off his shoes, and plops himself 
down in the middle of the bed!  Lighting up his pipe, he wonders if 
this too, will be another long day.  Should he sleep, or read?   
Deciding upon the latter, he picks up a book from his bedside 
table and launches into a silence that lasts all morning, 
interrupted occasionally by fits of hysterical laughter, which 
doctors claim 
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is the first sign of insanity, which strangely enough, goes away 
when the patient is discharged from the hospital. 

Seeing that the hour is drawing close to 11:30, our hero jumps up, 
combs his hair, and starts off for chow, planning to get there 
early.  And what a lovely surprise the dietitian (?) has prepared for 
us.  Instead of just plain chicken (from the can) which we have 
been having just about every meal, she has mixed it with rice.  Oh 
joy, no wonder she isn’t in sight this meal time.  But the meal isn’t 
too bad, with plenty of vegetables, mashed potatoes and fruit 
cocktail.  So, grabbing a handful of hard candy, which the Doc 
said to eat plenty of, he  
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goes back to his room.  Feeling slightly full, he decides to take a 
short walk around the grounds, to get some fresh air.  Fifteen 
minutes later, he returns and clambers back into bed.  Feeling 
slightly sleepy, he dozes on and off all afternoon), perhaps getting 
up to play a few hands of rummy for fun. 

When 4:45 rolls around, he again makes his way to chow, which 
after a while becomes a monotonous routine.  This time he has 
roast beef for a change,  Haven’t been getting too much meat 
here.  After finishing his apricots, our hero again makes his way to 
his room, faced with the prospect of a long evening.  Of course 
every three nights there’s a 
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new movie, but of course, not the latest Hollywood product.  The 
latest one I saw was “Something for the Boys” with Carmen 
Miranda. It’s an old, old picture, a musical that is too exaggerated 
to be enjoyable, even with all its pretty girls. Well, it’s either the 
movie or reading, or writing a few letters, or just having a bull 
session!  And at least another month of it. 

Oh well, the news looks good again. They say that all those with 2 
yrs service or over, 60 points will go home next month. Looks 
good doesn’t it 

    Til next time, 
    Love, 
    Ben 


