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Foreword

In the 1990s, | decided to transcribe my father’s war journal about his experiences in
World War 11 to make it easier to read. It turned out to be a way to get to know him, too. You
see, he was killed in 1967 when | was two so | never had the opportunity to hear about life in
the war, much less get to know him personally. Through the experience of documenting his
own words—nboth from his journal and from his letters home—I’ve gotten to know him
pretty well. I know he had a good sense of humor and he liked to sing. | know he enjoyed
eating and riding trains and going home on leave as much as possible. I know he was not
thrilled about the idea of going to war. And, we share some traits: an interest in language
(especially dialects), spelling, and grammar; a penchant for planning, organizing, and
documenting; a curiosity about life.

The journal pages I’ve transcribed were written between 1943 and 1946, sent home to
his mother, and later numbered with red pencil. | believe he intended to compile them at
some point. Along with the letters home to his parents and his sisters—Elizabeth and
Marion—they tell quite a story. If he were alive today, | think he also would have
corresponded with and visited the many people he befriended during the war. | know this
because | have letters sent to him from these people, even from the year he died.

What started out as a transcription process turned into a quest for me. | began to
connect with him and understand more about myself. But | wanted to know more. As | came
across the many names of guys who served with him in the European Theater, or trained at
Ft. Benning and Ft. Bragg, | wondered what they might remember about “Smitty” or “R.E.,”
as he was known in the army. Lucky for me, the internet was becoming robust. | did a search
for “100th Infantry Division” and started making connections. Soon, | was on the phone with
veterans from World War 11 who had walked side-by-side with my father. One even came to
visit me. And then there were the reunions. My sister, Beverly S. Truebig, joined me at our
first reunion in Pittsburgh, PA, and since then she has connected with many of the same guys
who knew our father during the war. We are grateful for all their letters, conversations, and
insights about the war and about our father. They have helped us make his acquaintance.
They have helped fill the void.
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We dedicate this memoir to the

guys of Company A—new and old—who helped us

in many ways to know our father,
R. Emory Smith, Jr.
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“Smitty” or “R.E.,” as he was usually called by the group in the mortar section,
always managed to maintain a friendly, engaging attitude, and most importantly a sense of
balance, calmness, and reassurance whether under fire in a foxhole or pinned down on some
forbidden, frozen terrain. He displayed the same steadfastness and spirit during long,
grinding marches in bitter, blinding snows. He was a great asset to our mortar section....

In our foxhole, New Year’s Eve, we were both trying our darnedest to keep warm and
stay awake. We had no food except for cold ““K Rations.”” We could hear artillery, our and
theirs, blasting away, on and off. Once in awhile the snow-covered terrain near our position
shook from the impact of incoming shells. R.E. maintained his cheerfulness. We talked, we
joked, and I occasionally cursed the miserable cold and enclosed, stifling, unending world
we were locked into....Then, just before midnight, your father sprung the surprise: the

cocoa—probably hidden in his gas mask.

Excerpt from a letter from Stan Brodsky, written April 12, 1998
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New Year’s Eve ‘44

Long ago, on a frozen, wintry landscape,

Me and R.E. shared a burrowed hole covered with pine boughs.

With darkness descending on our battlefield position

We realized a new year would begin in a few hours.

This Thought stirred fresh, new hope in our young minds,

Even as we continued to endure bitter temperatures and
persistent dangers.

The time edged closer to midnight;

R.E. suddenly disclosed his hidden gifts from home —
packets of hot chocolate.

With great emotion, he offered them for our celebration.

Then, on a tiny heating tablet he stirred the precious
powder in his canteen cup.

We anxiously smelled its aroma, tasted its confection
and toasted the New Year.

We savored this special moment.

Our cold, stiff fingers warmed to the heat of the metal
and our tongues lingered over the sweetness of the chocolate,
while we silently wished that the ordeal of war
would soon vanish from our lives.

Sipping slowly, amidst the black space and reverberating
artillery,

We exchanged tales, dreams and hopes, recalling our past,

wiping away our present and fantasizing our future.
By Stan Brodsky

Written New Year’s Eve, 1994

Printed with permission
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Dec. 7, 1944
Dear Mother,

Enclosed herewith is the first of that history of my life in the
army. It covers the time just to our last post in the States.

There are 89 pages in all and after they all come and you've all
read them, please put them someplace | can get them when | come
home. It seems quite complete to me, and far more detailed than |
planned at the beginning.

They are all written now, but I won't mail them all at once.

Love,
E.
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Spring 1943 — Williamsport, Pennsylvania

March, 1943
Dean Paige of Bucknell spoke to boy seniors of WHS during “Move-Up-Forward” Week.
He explained the coming Navy V-12 test and program.

March, 1943
Bill Bachman, Dick Bower, and | went into Dr. Nancarrow’s office for VV-12 application
blanks. He told us of the similar Army A-12 test. We three decided to take the A-12.

April, 1943

V-12 and A-12 tests given at 9 am. Regardless of test a student was originally signed for, he
could take either or show no preference by checking the proper one of three squares. The test
proved to be tough enough but a large percentage of our group passed. The ones taking A-12

were in the majority; the navy checkers heard first.

May 15, 1943 - Sat.

I received a letter from the Adjutant General’s Office in Washington telling me I’d passed
the A-12. An enclosure admonished me to join the ERC, telling me that by doing so I’d be
doing my country and myself a distinct service and be furthering my own military career. |

was among the first of our crowd to hear from the Army.

May 19, 1943 - Wed.

Some of us were at Carl Strub’s catching up on our physics lab manuals and Mr. Strub spoke
of attending a meeting at Bucknell that afternoon and personally having spoken with Dean
Paige. His statements made us feel that the V-12 program would be more solid, and on his
advice we planned to go to Philadelphia the next Sunday to see about transferring since the

same test applied to both programs.

May 23, 1943 - Sun.
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Mr. Strub, Carl and | set out on the 2:48. | had notified Auntie M. of my plans and she met
the train. Saturday night I received a telegram asking us over after we’d finished our
business. During Sunday dinner she called to get the details. Her reason for coming over was
to tell us about Mr. Arey, her former principal, now a It. (j.g.) supposed to be in the Widener
Bldg.

We registered at the Arch St. YM, ate, and then returned to Broad St. Station to talk.
During that time there was a state blackout and she just made the 10 p.m. bus for home. We

retired early, expecting a trying next day.

May 24, 1943 - Mon.

We arose, ate, and made our way to the Office of Naval Officer Procurement on the 17"
floor of the Widener Bldg. The lieutenant to whom we talked said that once the army had us
there was nothing we could do and that the “no preference” had all automatically gone to the
army. They knew nothing here of Lt. Arey. We next tried the 12" floor, with less success.
That was the location of V-5 (naval flying program) headquarters and Carl had the idea that
maybe that would be OK. His father discouraged him in that.

From there each place we tried was worse. We thought of getting additional
information about the A-12, which as a program was known as ASTP, Army Specialized
Training Program. We tried the Customs House and one other place which closely
resembled the place | was later to remember as an induction station. Heaven forbid! I still
had six months of life using my own powers and brain to guide me.

We ate dinner and returned to the Y to talk. I was anxious if the others thought our
mission was either accomplished or considered to be a failure to go over to A.C. [Atlantic
City] taking the Strubs with me as re-urged by Auntie M. in person the night before.
However, they felt that the trip should be reserved to celebrate and subsequently decided to
go home on the 6:40 p.m. | had always wanted to take some friend my own age to Auntie
M.’s, but such was not to be.

Carl and 1 took in a movie and stage show and Mr. Strub said he’d rather watch the
people. We gathered once more at the station in time for me to get the 5:25 p.m. bridge train.
I’d already bought a round trip ticket straight through and even in the face of defeat could

enjoy a trip to A.C. It would give me a chance to see Auntie M., let her know the outcome,
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and keep her from being disappointed to some degree.
I hated to break away from the Strubs after they’d sponsored the trip and more or less
taken me along. However, they said they understood and urged me to go on alone; | went

along, and they returned home. I arrived at Auntie M.’s a little after seven.

May 25, 1943 - Tues.

The next day | spent on my own seeing once more the familiar sights. Auntie M. hustled
over to the station from school to see me off on the 4:40 p.m. connecting with the
Susquehannock in Broad St. My hurry was due mainly to the fact that that was my last
regular week of public school, and class day was to be Friday. Miss Gordner was anxious
that we be present as much as possible for rehearsal of the skit in which I had a part. As it
was, we had just three days more to clear up the last class work.

So we decided to try the A-12 course after all.

Summer 1943
Received another letter from War Dept. urging the ASTRP: college, active duty, basic,

college.

The Real Beginning - Summer 1943
* Editor’s note: August 18, 1925 was Emory Smith’s birthday

August 18, 1943

Registered under Selective Service Act at Local Board No. 2, City of Williamsport,
Susquehanna Trust Bldg., W. 4™ St.

October, 1943

Received blood test and preliminary physical in office of Dr. George Klump, second floor,

Medical Arts Building, 416 Pine St. Dr. S.B. Gibson, one of Ditty’s employers, assisted.

Induction — November 1943
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November, 1943
Received “greeting” from the President of the United States and therein was ordered to

report for induction at P.R.R. Park Station at 6:00 a.m., Fri. Nov. 19, 1943.

November 19, 1943 - Friday

Reported as above and left in special car on 6:30 a.m. train (No. 632, The Susquehannock)
for Harrisburg. The trip being very familiar to me, passed without incident. Bob Malick and
Clyde Rollen also were along from our church. Clyde Taylor, Jr. was an assistant acting
corporal. At Sunbury we were met by Mr. Witman and Henry who wished us good luck. We
then proceeded to the capital and were herded into a “column of threes” on detraining and
walked to the armed forces induction station on Cameron St. Immediately we were
segregated into high school and non-graduates. (I’d always known that a diploma was
important these days but never expected it to crop up so early in my army career).

Next, pertinent data was secured and then we journeyed from station to station going
through various aspects of the physical. The final step was the classification into the proper
branch followed by fingerprinting. As an aid to getting into the army | had my papers and
credentials from the Adjutant General’s office certifying my passing of the A-12 test given
April 2, 1943.

This brought the time to noon or so and we proceeded to a small restaurant about a
block down the numbered street on Market St. We ate lunch with fish as it was Friday. Then
back to the building where we just sat around and waited, which habit I was to find out is so
typical of the army in particular.

At 2:30 p.m. or a little before, we were sworn in by a second lieutenant. And after a
little more waiting were lined up to be taken back to the station. Also along that day was
Evan Rosser, Jr., a friend of mine through later high school and attending Dickinson Jr.
College with me that fall. He was rejected due to lasting effects of an attack of polio during
his sophomore year. His presence and interest in railroads proved to be a great help to me on
that day, so trying physically, mentally and spiritually.

We went home on the 3:35 p.m. local (No. 501) and again the Witmans (en masse this
time) were at the station. | definitely remember Mr. & Mrs. Red (home from air corps pre-

meteorological school at Denison Univ.), June Diehl, and I think Frank. I don’t remember
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whether or not Hank was working then.

We gave them the results of the day, and | mentioned that | was to return to
Harrisburg the next day for a joint meeting of the Conference Board of Education and the
Conf. Council of MYF. I was a member of the first and ex-officio member (as a Dist. Pres.)
of the latter.

They then invited me to Thanksgiving dinner which they were having five days early
because of Red. | accepted with the understanding of the arrangements related in Saturday’s
schedule.

The train arrived home just about on time and the Rossers were there to meet Evan.
Very kindly, they drove me home where an anxious family awaited reports. | jabbered as fast
as possible and then ate supper in preparation to departing for choir practice then realizing
how much | intended to enjoy my three weeks’ “reprieve.”

Coming home I hastened with the essentials towards getting to bed in order to arise

early once more for the 6:30.

November 20, 1943 - Sat.

This time | took the 5:56 bus rather than the 5:41 since | just wanted to make the train rather
than appease representatives of my draft board. | felt much more at home with the Gazette
and Bulletin in hand, good clothes on, and seated in one of the modern air-conditioned cars.
As | remember there was a group going that day also for induction.

Today was even less noteworthy and we arrived just a little late. I had more than an
hour until the 10:00 meeting and so watched some of the maintimers. On Market St. | saw
Mrs. Marsh Turner, daughter of Mrs. Oberfell, who lived with her mother next door for
some years.

In ample time | arrived at the YW where we met in the Industrial Girl’s Lounge. | was
first to arrive followed by Mrs. Frank (Helen) Ake who was then with her mother across the
river in W. Fairview, | guess. At any rate, she hadn’t come down with me.

Those present included Mr. Kebock, D. Perry Bucke, Tom Hopkins, and others — Dr.
Myers. We discussed many plans, and the advisors depended on the members who were in
the minority as usual to make motions, etc.

We lunched at the cafeteria, and there a nominating committee, of which | was
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appointed a member, chose Perry as director of the MYF event at MFC for summer, 1944.

Returning to the conference room, we hastened on since I had to get the 3:35 local
again and Mr. Myers was equally determined to be aboard. I didn’t especially enjoy making
the plans, thinking that in three weeks 1’d be at New Cumberland for the duration, and in six
be unable to do much in the line of youth work.

Mr. Myers and | broke away in time and | think the train left late. It was just about
OK at Sunbury, and | made my way to 217 Arch St.

The dinner was delicious and filling, and | had to run for the 7:00 Edwards bus, Frank
escorting me to the station. The old bus puffed its way home arriving just about on time, and
I hurried over to Pine St. Church where their MYF was entertaining ours as part of their
regular Saturday night recreation program. Our bunch got home late to meet again for the

Sunday activities.

November 24, 1943 - Wed.
Stopped going to school and next day was Thanksgiving with Auntie M. home. She returned
Sun. at 2:48 p.m.

November 30, 1943
Grandma Smith and I left for A.C. at 6:30 a.m., leaving Philadelphia on the 1:30 from Broad
St.

December 3, 1943 - Fri.

Grandma and | left A.C. on the 7:30 a.m. for Broad St. to get No. 25-571 at 9:40. Arrived
home OK. It was my final fling without furlough papers in my pocket. That evening the
choir had a tureen supper as a surprise farewell for me. Mr. & Mrs. T.E. Wilson, the new

residents of our parsonage, were present.

December 5, 1943 - Sun.
Today our new pastor was in the pulpit for the first time. We had been using supplies since
Mr. John H. Greenwalt, with us only since conference in May, died Oct. 23. It was a time for

many official good-byes and my last Sunday in church in civilian clothes.
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December 10, 1943

After much bustling about all day doing this and that (even though I’d had over eighteen
years to do it all), | left for the station accompanied only by Dad. The time for reporting was
2 p.m. At the station was Mr. Strub, to meet Carl, expected home from ASTP at Univ. of
Pittsburgh (the program did seem to be working after all). (He was 18 July 4, volunteered for
induction, left without three weeks’ inactive status Aug. 19, and eventually shipped to Ft.
Benning for 13 weeks basic.) We left on the 2:48 and at Sunbury | handed off a cake tin to
some of the Witmans to whom it was being returned by Mrs. ? V. Moore. Mr. Witman said
they’d pray for me, and right then | believe | never needed it worse. We arrived at
Harrisburg; the train was split into the Philadelphia and Washington sections, and we made
our way across the Cumberland Valley bridge and to the first stop, New Cumberland. But a
short distance farther we stopped at the reception center siding. We received our two

barracks bags with staple equipment, ate, and went to barracks.

New Cumberland, PA
Dec. 10, 1943

Dear Folks,

We arrived safely just a little late. First was a
preliminary physical. Then we got barracks bags, etc., then
ate. No uniforms until tomorrow. The address is on the
envelope but folks are advised not to write here because we
leave 1In such a short time-we hope.

Just across the aisle-sideways—is a boy from
Harrisburg. He’s in A.S.T.P. and been here 12 days. In that
time quite a few have passed through here, and he’s found
only 4 in A_LS.T.P. People are held until there is a bunch
worth moving.

We had a lesson in bed making. It’s hard but not
impossible. IT 1°m here a while you can write but if we
leave, our mail has to follow. 1’1l try to call before I
leave. | am on the first floor of our building.

The train let us off special below the town. We had a
good supper all by ourselves. We overlook the river and are
just i1n York Co. There isn’t much to say...

Now don’t worry-so far everyone is real friendly
including sergeants.

We get up at 5:30 tomorrow, lights out at 9, must be iIn
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by 11.
Love,
Emory

December 11, 1943 - Sat.

We were given AGCT, and other aptitude tests and given uniforms in the p.m.

December 12, 1943 - Sun.

I was on K.P.6a.m. -6 p.m.

December 13, 1943 - Mon.
Shots and orientation films. The first shipment from our roster was alerted to leave early the
next a.m. My address at this time was:

Pvt. R.E. Smith, Jr. 33872802

Rst. 3881, Bldg. 321

Co. G, 1301 S.U.

New Cumberland, PA

December 14, 1943
I reported to Classification Building as a runner. This job continued through Dec. 23, 1943 -
Thurs.

December 18, 1943 - Sat.

Having been there seven days, | was eligible for a pass. | got the bus to Harrisburg and the
first available transportation was the 5:05 p.m. bus (Greyhound) arriving home with a
change in Sunbury at 8:20. | wired from Harrisburg and was met by Grandma and Grandpa
Strait and Auntie M.

December 19, 1943 - Sun.

| practically shocked the whole church by appearing in uniform so soon. Much handshaking

on all sides. I returned on the 7:50 local to Harrisburg, bussing over from Market Square.
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December 24, 1943 - Fri.

I was on sick call after going to bed early and being relieved from my runner’s job for the
evening. After going through the channels I was sent to the hospital and finally about 11 a.m.
entered one of the wards to be greeted by Lt. Betty Dickson and “Why, Emory Smith from

Williamsport!”” She was going home for Christmas and volunteered to call Mother.

December 25, 1943 - Sat.

Christmas! And | had the ward radio right beside my bed to get all the good programs.
Because of my temperature | was on a light diet and couldn’t partake of any of the very
wonderful army Christmas dinner. During the afternoon | turned over from reading and
looked toward the corridor to see walking in Mother, Ditty, and Beth with Mr. & Mrs. Lester
Carson who had driven them down on their way to see son Earl (who had been in ASTRP at
Univ. of Florida all fall, and whom I’d helped to process Dec. 20th with a group of other
ASTRPs). | felt I was dreaming, but it was true. After Betty had called, they decided to
celebrate Christmas on Sunday. Every time I saw them or went home I thought it would be
the last until after basic at least. Also in our ward was Miss Gerber from W. 4th St. near

Henry Schultz.

In hospital
New Cumberland, PA
Dec. 28, 1943

Dear Folks,

This is my third letter since Christmas, and 1 am
wondering how they are getting there. | just got your
combined letter just about 15 min. ago. It’s postmarked at
home Sun. 11 p.m. The mail has all been slow up til now, but
I did get that one letter here on Christmas Eve iIn just one
day.

I usually think of eight in our combined family, minus
me is seven, plus G’pa and Ma i1s nine. However, 1 count just
the eight messages in the letter. Mayhap, Marion, that your
Christmas dinner lasted over into Sunday? 1 have not heard
from you, except In one of the earliest letters Beth traced
Spacky’s paw and wrote “her mark,” and you wrote “not mine.”
I believe this is right—the letter is in my barracks.
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Today finds great activity in Ward 1, and 1°m glad 1
feel as well as | do to take it. They are laying plywood
over the board floor to serve as the base for linoleum.
First they moved everything real close together down at my
end of the room, and now everything’s the other way, and 1°m
just even with the middle side door. They’ve been pounding
and sawing since about (my medicine just came again) 8 this
a.m. They even have some of my co-convalescents pounding in
the sunroom at the far end.

Again in reference to Marion, this letter as addressed
will technically conclude my obligations to the immediate
incumbents of both divisions of our palatial estate. But
maybe 1 could have addressed it more advantageously.

My temp. was normal this a.m. and I got my first full
diet at noon. 1’11 underline what I ate. Menu: chop, mashed
pot, lima beans, roll & butter, bread, dark cookie or cake,
milk, 1ce cream, soup. I’m supposed to stick around bed now
today, but will no doubt get up tomorrow.

I heard Mirth & Madness this a.m.—pretty good. Their
town was “as we leave the little hamlet of Gold Bridge on
the Upper Molar.” Sadie was good too. They were opening an
old roll of blankets. Roger was having a lot of trouble with
the knot, blamed the old Mrs. for being stingy and not
wanting to buy new things...

Ditty, you better have some oily drops and a new
inhaler handy to send to me when 1 get shipped. 1 don”t know
how your supply of samples is. The good neighbor letter on
Bat S. was from a Marion Fleming of Akron. Church is held in
one of the other wards. Those up can go. When is Spacky
going to Dr. Littles? Tell her to be a *““‘gooooood puppy dog.”

Love to all,
Emory

New Cumberland, PA
Dec. 29, 1943

Dear Folks,

I take my pen(cil) in hand to begin this, the fourth in
my series of out-of-the-hospital epistles. Today dawned
beautiful about eight, and a perfect blue sky continues.
Today I got a letter from Jane and an old one of yours,
Mother, from Christmas Eve, which doesn’t give too much
actual news.

I was iIn bed this a.m. until almost 10 and then in the
company of several others, was told 1 could get up. This
included the two pneumonia patients right across the aisle
(where the screen was and right next to him) and at least
one more.
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We put on our shoes and then at noon went to the
medical mess hall, where the staff eats, too. This p.m.
we’ve been doing about the same as iIf in bed. I was in the
sunroom for awhile. Now I°m sitting on the chair by my bed.

The plywood—1~11 just interrupt this for awhile. Helen
Walker, from Hollywood has just walked in as one of those
200 stars entertaining in various camps. She told two jokes
here in our ward, and I confess, 1 wasn’t too well
impressed. The ambulatory patients were sitting by their
beds, and for part of the time she stood with her hand on
the end of my bed. She’s a star, but I don’t remember any of
her pictures.

As 1 was saying, the plywood i1s finally all down.
Everything was back in place last night after supper, and
only the hall and the final nailing from yesterday in here
were done this morning.

Ask Ditty i1f she got the December Trains. Soon now it
will be time for the February Railroad magazine which comes
about Jan. 1. 1°m sure that my subscription doesn’t start
until the March issue out Feb. 1, which necessitates buying
the Feb. R.R. at Halls. I remember there was one of each to
be bought before the subscriptions start, so | believe the
underlined above are correct.

I found out last night that this ward is the regular
psychoneurotic ward. As far as 1 know, all the patients of
that type are still here. One iIs a nervous case, and that
one | pointed out on Sat. has been here in the hospital
since I’ve been in camp (Dec. 10) for epileptic fits, having
been discharged only the day previous for the same thing, |
guess. My temp. was .2° above normal last night but must
have been down this morning.

I am back in the sunroom now. Do you remember on Wed. a
year ago we were out to Cases” with the high water and the
tea wagon catastrophe? 1 had just been to the dentist’s. |
suppose Ditty is home today, and you maybe are visiting
today, too. 1 will mail this now and then read awhile. Is
Auntie M. going back Sun. at 2:48? Did Marion go caroling or
“too tired?”

Love,
Emory

December 31, 1943 - Fri.
I was discharged and told at the orderly room I was no longer part of the running staff. We

cleaned up for Sat. inspection.

January 1, 1944 - Sat.
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We got passes about noon and | was able to get the 3:35 local train. This was the earliest |
got home, 6:11 and right on time. Mother and Beth were at the station; Ditty and Auntie M.
we met on the way to Maynard and Third - they hadn’t been able to get the same bus. Even
if I was in the army, this way | could enjoy the Christmas music in part, the decorations,

cookies, etc.

January 2, 1944 - Sun.

Church again and Auntie M. postponed her 2:48 p.m. departure on my account, telegraphing
her principal some excuse. She no longer used the for-many-years-SOP method of the
Williamsporter on the Reading plus the early bus arriving Pleasantville 8:45 a.m. on the day
school began again. Due to the contingencies of wartime travel, the only method was Pennsy
2:48 connecting with PRSL 8:35 in Broad St. Just as | was leaving for the 7:50 again Jack
Houser (whom I saw as he arrived for active duty the night I got sick) called to say they were
driving back and wanted me to go along about 9:00 after church was over. This seemed very
good, and we did go that way, arriving back about 11:30. Jack was over in “B” Company |
think.

New Cumberland, PA
Jan. 3, 1944

Dear Folks,

We arrived safely about 11:30 last night. We drove to
the main gate out the road here where the MPs are and sat
until 11:45 when the MP told us that the 12:00 passes had to
be In their barracks then. Jack and I walked up the road,
and I left him at my barracks which is first..

This morning there was snow on the ground and the
precipitation is now rain. The uniform of the day i1s helmets
with the wool undercap and raincoats. | never had mine on
before, but they keep the water off..

This a.m. six of us cleaned up the non-commissioned
officers” club including beer bottles, some glasses not
quite empty, etc. 1 never knew there was a place like that
in an army camp. The bartender is a regular army man
(draftee) and has done nothing else all day for six months.
It surely was disgusting and rather hard on me this dreary
day especially after just coming back from a pass. Our
barracks was very nearly empty, and only a short time ago we
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got a new bunch in from Chester and Media. They are taking
their tests now. I’m surely glad | had a better day than
this to come here, and 1 hope | have a better one to leave
on.

The NCOC I wrote of before is financed primarily with
two slot machines. | was offered some beer on the side. It
was quite an education to me, but by some i1t was considered
quite a respectable and easy detail (Job duty)...

No news about leaving yet.

Love to all and puppy dog,
Emory

January 5, 1944 - Wed.
Cpl Pfaender appointed me senior barracks guard. My assistant and | were in charge of the
cleaning and policing and in complete charge when none of the cadre was present. | was

what might be called “private, second class.”

New Cumberland, PA
Jan. 5, 1944

Dear Marion,

We have eaten, and 1 am taking the time now before we
are released to answer your letter.

I am now barracks guard as appointed by Cpl. Pfaender
this a.m. Our two previous ones left just before. 1 am the
senior one of us two because I have been here the longer. We
stay here iIn the barracks all the time, and hence don’t get
sent out to sweep streets (a la Tuesday), unload freight
cars, etc., etc. The job consists of administering the
cleaning orders of the corporal, mainly. The other men are
supposed to do the job we assign them, and thus we might be
called “private, second class.” It’s better than nothing but
I would much rather be back as a runner or usher.

Just now I was called on the speaker to go up to our
orderly room to get the mail as part of the job. Of course I
can’t be here much longer since tonight begins the 27%
day.. .

Love,
E.

New Cumberland, PA
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Jan. 7, 1944
Dear Beth,

well, we are finished eating and are waiting our
evening’s release once more. Last night it was 8:20 again.
As barracks guard I do not stand retreat. When 1 went out
tonight to eat about 5 (7:20 now, 1°ve been talking all this
time. During that time my pen borrowers have used all my
ink, so now I will have to make this do. Also, we were just
released now) we stood in line about 45 min. before eating.

Today was a very nice day with the stars shining as we
arose. Today we scrubbed the floors upstairs and down iIn
preparation for tomorrow’s inspection. This afternoon we got
a new roster, mixed from at least two or three places. Once
again | helped Corporal Pfaender in the bed-making
demonstration and he bragged our barracks and present gang
in here up. Once more I am losing my assistant, and the next
one will be the fourth since 1 was appointed...

Any letters postmarked from H”bg have been given to one
of the PX girls to mail. Most of them live over there. The
U.S.0. stationery came in one of the Christmas boxes when |
was in the hospital.

I am quite tired tonight after a strenuous day. I also
got shots again including one each of tetanus and typhoid.
Some of them go to the dances, USO shows, radio program,
etc. but 1 don’t see how they go all the next day. A lot of
us go to bed at night, too...

Now 1 am going out for a little air—then back here for
some washing, etc. and then to bed-now 7:50.

Love to all,
XXO00XX00 Emory

January 8, 1944 - Sat.

We received our passes late and the best I could do was the 8:35 — Susquehannock.
Meanwhile | visited Uncle Carl & Aunt Mildred. On the train | saw Guy Wolf, Jr. (ASTP,
Haverford) and Jack Wilde (Merchant Marine).

January 9, 1944 - Sun.
Housers took me back as before. We stopped at Bucknell one of these Sundays and | saw

Jane.

New Cumberland, PA
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Jan. 10, 1944
Dear Folks,

And thusly ends a very strange but enlightening month
of my young life.

We have eaten once more-baked beans, string beans,
stewed tomatoes, cabbage salad, bread & butter, peach pie,
and coffee—and are returned to our barracks waiting the
evening’s release.

We arrived last night almost on the stroke of twelve,
and the MP asked a soldier in a coupe to take Jack and me in
from the gate. He left me out at the hospital, down here at
the iIntersection, just a step from our barracks. He took
Jack on up the hill the way the bus goes but not the way one
would go to Jack’s Co. A from here...

Today I b.g.’d as usual and we got the little extra
scrubbing done. No officers were around today for
inspection. A lot were on k.p. from our new roster here
today, but the upstairs Cpl. (Falkove) didn’t waken me until
almost 10 of 6. Quite nice here today, but cold. Much better
than dreary last week...

Love,
E. XXOOXX

January 11, 1944 - Mon.

I was alerted for shipment the next morning. One of the cadre whom I’d come to know told
me privately that | could call up if | wished. I called Mother and took a long time to get
through to Jane. The lights were out when | got back to the barracks and | had to pack my
barracks bag in the latrine. During this time we had another state blackout. (There was also
one Mon., Dec. 13, 1943, which caused me to get the cold while running to the shelter area,
which finally put me in the hospital). As barracks guard | stayed in and saved myself the

same procedure.

Basic Training— Fort Benning, January 1944

January 12, 1944 - Tues.

I reported to the Transportation Office side of the Classification Building at 7 a.m. and was

read the rules and regulations. We then proceeded down to the siding to await the train. |

suspected it was the 8:03 a.m. out of Harrisburg for Washington since we all thought Ft.
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Benning was our destination. This proved correct although it never came until 9:15 or so.
We (48) got on two tourist Pullmans. Most of the fellows already knew each other from
Univ. of Florida. I received my first introduction to army songs. We proceeded down
through York and Baltimore to Washington. This was my first railroad trip on this line. By
the time the train arrived in Washington about 12:30 most of us had eaten our bag lunches.
Soon we were switched to the lower level. | suspected ACL, Seaboard, or Southern from my
studying of timetables, but | had none with me and could only guess the route and roads.

Being on the RF & P narrowed it to the first two. We arrived in Richmond about
suppertime. Developments showed we were attached to the Seaboard’s “Cotton States
Special” and at least Atlanta bound.

We ate dinner in the dining car and returned to our cars to pass through Petersburg.
From here on every mile would put me farther south than 1’d ever been before. We were all
grateful to the Seaboard for putting the state names on its station signs. Next was Norlina
which I remembered as the junction with the branch to Norfolk. Here we became a service
person’s special with sailors going from Norfolk to Savannah and women marines, which
were still with us at Atlanta.

Just before | went to bed we arrived in Raleigh, and the Pullman conductor, corporal
in charge, my berthing companion, and | ate some Christmas cookies which I’d brought back

on Sunday.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 12, 1944, 12:35 p.m.

Dear Folks,

Well, here we are sitting in the Washington (D.C.)
Union Station, having arrived late just a few minutes ago
(supposed to get here 11:25). We left camp the same way we
came in on No. 542 on the Pennsy. It is supposed to leave
H>bg at 8:03 and we are only 4.3 miles from H’bg. It came at
last at a little after 9, and we were about 50 min. late all
the way down.

Our bunch of 48 (mostly U. of Florida A.S.T.R.P.) 1is in
two tourist Pullmans. We are under a corporal, and 1 am
charge of my car. It consists of counting the “membership”
every once iIn awhile, keeping order, which isn’t necessary,
and keeping the car clean. It was pretty cold waiting an
hour or so for the train, but we might have known it would
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be late these days. Just ahead of ours was the train with
the Trail Blazer, Jeffersonian, and Spirit of St. Louis cars
for Washington. It should have left H’bg at 7:22. Both it
and ours were double-headed. Ours was long with lots of
express and mail. The trip from York to Baltimore is much
like the Reading in the coal regions. We just ambled-not as
fast as on the Williamsport Division. It is very curvy and
hilly, and many times we could see the whole train-first to
the left and then to the right.

OF course this won’t be mailed until we get there...

Going into Baltimore we stopped in the station, our
cars on the end of the train. Then the electric engine was
put on the back, and then we backed out and around a curve
going through the famous tunnels to get here to Washington
so that everybody was riding backwards from before.

Last night during my telephoning (I finally reached
Jane a little after ten) there was a false fire alarm at
camp which caused a little excitement. Then the blackout,
which 1 suppose was state-wide. 1 had just got everything
into my one barracks bag when the trouble began. Everything
was much like that last month, except that we barracks
guards didn’t go outside. Luckily I wasn’t undressed
altogether this time.

Now our barracks bags are stacked in the ladies” room.
I am going to write Auntie M. a similar letter sometime on
the trip. 1 saw the Washington Monument off to one side as
we came in, but that is all. I think there is only one other
regular A_S.T_P. besides me along. 1:25-Will stop for now—
more later. Saw lots of engines and cars from southern roads
in yards here. A switch engine has just backed us up a
little.

5:40 Our train came over to Terminal Sta., Atlanta, and
since about 2:15 we have been out of the train. Now we are
back In again ready to leave as part of a regular train at 6
p-m. From 2:45 to 3:45 we had free time seeing the town. We
split into groups of 6 or 7 and went where we pleased to be
back at quarter of four. I was one group leader. We walked
around a little and went into a 10-cent store. We almost got
lost when we saw the Union Station, and it confused us. It
IS just one diagonal block away from ours. At 3:45 we had
our first roll call since we left and everyone was back on
the dot. The lady Marines were in and out of their cars
about the same time. At 4:30 we ate In the station
restaurant and are now back here. From here we go on the
Cent. Of Georgia and are a part of regular train #18.

8:15 Be there in about an hour now. Will write later.

Love,
E.
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January 13, 1944
Wed. morning found us past Hamlet and in South Carolina (way down South!). We passed
through Chester, Monroe, Clinton, and Abbeville, and before 11:00 were in Georgia. Athens
was reached just about 11:00. The outskirts of Atlanta, Howell Yard we saw about 1:00 p.m.
but didn’t see Terminal Station until about 2:00. The Cotton States arrives at 8 a.m., and we
were supposed to get the morning train to Columbus. Now we must wait for the evening one.
We were split into groups for a brief time of sightseeing, and | had one of them. We
returned for supper in the station restaurant and got into our cars attached to the 6 p.m. train
on the Central of Georgia.
It arrived at Columbus on time at 9:20 and we waited there with other groups til all
the trains were in. Then onto Gl trucks to Harmony Church area, Ft. Benning. Our

processing was complete that night.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 14, 1944

Dear Folks,

Here is my new address on the envelope arranged
correctly as to lines. BTC means basic training center. We
sat 1In the station in Columbus for several hours after we
got here although our official time of arrival iIn camp is
10:30 p.m. (2230). Our barracks boys were all loaded on a
truck, and after a bunch from Ft. Leavenworth, Kansas
arrived, we all pile 16 in a group iIn trucks and drove the
12 miles or so to our section of camp. We are in an older
part known as the Harmony Church area. The streets are just
clay, and today it’s raining after misting on the truck trip
from Columbus. It 1s flat here with pine trees around.

On arrival we got our own barracks bags and came into
the barracks, which are known as huts. That was part of Carl
Strub’s address when he was here. Twenty to a hut—double-
deck bunks.

One of our head sergeants came in just then and gave us
our orientation talk, and then it was time to eat. He is
southern (of course) and seems quite decent.

Last night we got either keys for our foot lockers as 1
did or linen for our beds and made them up. In my case the
linen and blankets were in the locker. Then we went to the
mess hall for coffee and cookies about 12:30 and remained at
the tables for our processing. We filled out a mimeographed
form and a 3”x6” card. It was almost 3:00 til we got to
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sleep i1In cold huts without a fire until about 10:30 this
morning. The stove is just a small one in the middle of the
room, and the latrine is a large building down the street.
We don”t usually get up here until 6:30 or 6:45 and this
morning 1t was about 7:35 because of last night. We wear
fatigues, helmet liners (plastic, green), and leggings just
like the Basic T. unit at N.C. Is our section here ever
different from there! That is heaven we think up there.
However, this i1s not too bad. The railroad and camp are on
EWT, but Columbus itself is CWT. The Alabama border is only
5 blocks from the station. It gets light here very late
because we are really in the Central time belt. By that time
we are really on a schedule just like N.C., but just calling
it different makes it more like what I’m used to.

Last night when I mailed the air mail letters | saw a
palm tree. 1 don’t see how they survive this weather but 1
know the temp isn”t as low as 1t seems.

It’s still pouring here, and they say that our 13 weeks
will be mainly in the rainy season. Some say we will start
our “cycle” next Monday, and some say Monday a week. On our
beds we have one sheet, two blankets, and a quilt. Because
we were chilly beforehand most of us were cold with no fire
when we came in.

This place i1s 1mmense and we are just one small corner—
40 square miles they say or about 5 times the area of
Williamsport.

Soon they will arrange us in barracks alphabetically.
Now I am in Hut 61, Platoon 3, but that doesn’t have to be
on the mail. The cards I am sending to the girls I bought at
the Kress 10-cent store in Atlanta. Of course we could mail
nothing on the way.

15t Bn=1°* Battalion, Regt=Regiment. The rest is self-
explanatory. 1 don”t know why U.S. Army goes at the very end
at least 1 don’t know of any Navy or otherwise here!

The fire is soft coal. We had quite a hard time
building it. At the coal hopper we saw a 1°' Lt. without any
visible bars whom we asked very flippantly about the method
of getting the coal out. He finally explained that his
raincoat identified him. However, he was very friendly and
evidently appreciated our error. Later he brought us a few
sticks of dry wood. Finally a corporal really got i1t to
burn.

I am going to get my haircut tonight if possible since
that i1s one of my company officers” fussy points or
“hobbies.” This has been a poor week for sleeping. Monday
was the only good night. Tonight may be better—at least our
roof doesn’t leak. Tell Ditty that on the train yesterday |1
heard one of our bunch praising Camp Rucker. But there may
be just as much contrast there as here. One thing—our place
here won’t be any worse. About all for now. 1 don’t know
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what’s up for this p.m.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 17, 1944

Dear Folks,

Here is a clipping from The Pine Bur, the ASTP
publication here. 1 think i1t iIs pretty good...

This p.m. we went on a march like we did before—only
farther. We went on into another area and then into a
building like our rec. hall. There our battalion commander
addressed us; he i1s a major. Then we heard the chaplain and
our executive officer, a 1°' Lt. It was quite an interesting
trip with a few hundred feet on some state or federal
highway .

When we returned the permanent barracks—excuse me,
huts—were allotted. I am now In 70 just across from my other
one. We are alphabetical and there is one other Smith from
Lincoln, Neb. I remember seeing him in the Columbus station
the night we came. There are just three from PA: 1, one from
Phila who came from N.C. with us, and one from Chambersburg
who came through Ft. Meade. Now instead of Pennsylvanians,
they’re from Okla., Texas, Ark., I1l., Neb., Conn. that 1
know of. The drawl is very interesting. Dear knows what kind
of accent 1’11 have until I get home. Our choice test words
are coffee, water, and five. It’s very amusing when we show
each other how they sound to us.

The one from Chambersburg knows Sarah Newton from
M.J.C. He doesn’t know Auntie Catherine though. Now I am
singing band marches with someone from Okla.

Now 1 have to shine my shoes after the muddy march and
get cleaned up before going to bed.

This p.m. or maybe morning too, I got a little sunburn
and my face i1s hot now. Imagine in January! The air is cool
though, but sometimes we don’t have a fire, like tonight.
Today was the second time we moved bags and baggage in a
week. This time it was bedding and everything else.

How much did the call on Sunday cost? Will close now.

Love to all,
Emory

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 17, 1944

Dear Marion,

This may be a short letter because our activities (as
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the rumors have i1t) will probably be long today. This a.m.
we went out and drilled a little and then had another
orientation lecture in an open air “stadium”-logs arranged
around a hill. Then they showed us the obstacle course, and
after a demonstration we went over It once.

Now we are back from eating, and 1 confess it still
isn’t any better. Chicken, Brussels sprouts, turnip tops,
butter-less bread, coffee and fruit cup (I had none). It is
another nice day here...

This p.m. we are supposed to get our permanent
quarters—that is, to be placed alphabetically in the huts.
We still are kept plenty busy, although our cycle won’t
start until next week.

It is very interesting talking to folks from all over
the country. I would say S.D. was west, but the ones in here
don”t feel that way.

Last night the stars were beautiful, and 1t’s been
clear ever since. Our officers are very nice to be under
directly, but 1 feel the non-coms are different. Here iIn
ASTP they say twicet, as you was, etc.

Well, there isn’t much to write except that 1’11 be
awful tired tonight because of these strenuous activities.
No requests this time-l guess they’ve been taken care of in
the other letters.

Will make sure my shoes are clean now as we go out
soon.

Love,
Emory

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 19, 1944

Dear Folks,

Yesterday in the morning we took a psychological test
(the same one I had at Dickinson). Then there were some more
orientation talks and finally filling out some forms.

In the p.m. we were interviewed by three people. 1 had
a T-3 (Sgt. Technician), a 2" Lt., and a WAC 2nd Lt. She
went through her basic with a girl from Williamsport, who
was always extolling the virtues of the home town. She took
the transcript of my college marks.

We are what you might call going through our STAR unit
now, and the rest of this week there are various tests. “B’-
high-school level which 1 am taking because 1 haven’t had
the equivalent of Term 1 of ERC (haven’t been given yet).
It, of course, is the correct one for me.

Last evening one of our 2" Lts., Lt. Allen, had a
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refresher course In the Bn Rec. Hall on math and chemistry
for those who were interested. We started with about 100 and
the number gradually thinned during the evening. Tonight I
think 1t will be physics. He went to Drexel, but I don’t
think he 1s from Phila since he doesn’t say “cawfee” like
Auntie M. or “wooter” (water).

This a.m. we got some new equipment and were out for
calisthenics and close-order drill. I think for never having
it like the ASTRP did that I’m doing OK. We just came in
before 1 started to write again.

Today is nice but not crystal clear and perfectly blue
and warm like yesterday. Because of the course last night I
didn’t get this mailed or written rather, but it will go out
this afternoon. At our first mail call yesterday 1 got your
last N.C. letter, one from Uncle William, and a card from
Mrs. Schultz, attending Bishop’s Crusade meeting in Elmira.
All were forwarded from N.C. Almost time to eat again.

Love to all,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 19, 1944

Dear Mother,

It’s almost 10:00 and lights out so I won”t get much
written....

Our basic “cycle” starts next Mon. we think, and on the
forms yesterday we put as date of our completion, April 29.
I got my hair cut on Friday, | guess, at the barber shop
down here a little way. We aren’t exactly quarantined, but
we can’t leave camp and are restricted to a certain area,
which i1s big enough. The dampness has given me something of
a cold, so I am taking 2 pinks, 1 gray, and 3 sodas, besides
drops. It’s not bad at all.

Jan. 20. The lights went out just then so I will
continue from now. In the first mail call today I got your
and Beth’s letters of Monday. Today is very nice again. This
morning we had calisthenics and quite a bit of drill again.
Tomorrow we have our final interview when they tell us if
we’ve “made” the program. The “B” tests weren’t bad at all,
and I’m sure 1 passed them...

I know Charles Yerkes, also that he is here. However, |
think i1t i1s the regular infantry, how far from here 1 don’t
know. Remember, this is a mammoth place and between each
section, areas of open country...

Sunday is a rest day, but every day we are on the jump.
1’d say we were rested and unrested again. More about
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selection and choir later. Must get this in mail before 1:50
formation.

Love,

E.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 20, 1944

Dear Beth,

I was very pleased to hear from you in the first mail
call just before dinner today. The good weather continues,
and 1°m quite sure 1°m more sunburned today.

My opinion of Georgia is slightly on the upward trend
by now, but when it’s dry, the sand iIn spots is just as hard
to walk in as lots of places in New Jersey.

The camp, according to the map of the Central of
Georgia RR, 1s 3 miles SE of Columbus. They say we are
twelve miles from the main post, which total looks like
about 15 miles. The bus service is terrible, and 1 seriously
doubt 1T 1711 ever leave here to go only to Columbus. 1 may
go to Birmingham, Atlanta, Montgomery, or Florida sometime
in the next three months...

This afternoon we took a march around the area seeing
all the fire alarms, hoses, and other equipment. Then we had
our pictures taken as a company and divided into platoons.
Later we learned how to pack a full field pack. Tonight will
be quite busy writing, etc.

Tell Mother that I think 1 was picked for car leader
because I was near where the corporal was sitting when he
looked over the list. Also my serial number was quite
obvious since the enlisted men’s start with 1. The second
digit, 3, iIs the same since i1t means Third Service Command.
As for i1n Atlanta, 1 had talked with him during the trip-
also given him and the Pullman conductor some of the cookies
the night before. They are all gone by now.

As to the choir, all interested will no doubt be called
together soon. I or we weren’t individually picked—just a
general iInvitation...

Love to you and Spacky,
Emory

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 23, 1944

Dear Marion,
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As usual on Sunday there was just the one mail call,
and for being a regularly slack day, | reaped quite a
harvest. A letter each from you, Mother, and Auntie M., all
postmarked Thurs. 9 p.m.

...Today remains clear and warm, and we go everywhere
just in shirts—no blouses or jackets. It’s fine for drying
our fatigue clothes, which have to be clean for tomorrow. We
did them in cold water iIn the shower room, scrubbing them
with Gl yellow soap and hand brushes or even toilet brushes.
I also did long underwear, one pair of socks, and some
handkerchiefs. The fatigue pants and the underwear are still
out. The wool stuff dries very slowly.

Both Jack and Arnold passed for BE-1, term 1, the same
as 1. They had their final interview this afternoon because
they had everything to do from Wed. night of this week—get
equipment, take tests, preliminary lectures, etc. | much
prefer, now that 1’m here, to have the extra six days for
getting ready.

The food here has improved during the last two days,
and at dinner today | had the first meal when 1 was full of
regular, common food. There was enough and to spare. Ham,
sweet potato, cut-up tomato and lettuce salad, hot biscuits
with more butter, string beans, celery, ice cream, and
coffee. Mostly we’ve had such vegetables as broccoli, some
sort of greens—not even regular spinach. Today was by far
the best as 1°ve already said. 1’ve really been hungry some
other times. 1 hope you make out good in all the exams...

Love,
E.

January 24 to March 19, 1944
We completed an eight-week basic training, very concentrated.

The eighth and ninth weeks were compressed into one for our firing on Carmouche
Range. During the pre-cycle period we had orientation, calisthenics, and placement tests by
the STAR unit. | qualified for BE-I, Term 1. My address during this period was:

Pvt. R.E. Smith, Jr. 33872802

2" Co., 5" Regt.

ASTP BTC

Ft. Benning, GA

U.S. Army

(Jack Houser was in 4™ Co.)
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No one could ever figure the reason for the last line, and it didn’t stay on our envelopes long.

The 1% battalion commander at this time was Major Neel, Co. C.O., Capt. Scanlon,
and platoon leader Lt. Adair who I hear was killed at St. Lo, France during the post-invasion
period.

This section is well-known as the worst of the post. We were quartered in twenty-man
huts, heated with coal stoves in the center. The PX was very poor after the one at the
reception center. Milk, ice cream, and candy were often sold out. Sunday services were held
in the regimental recreation hall. | remember later how wonderful a real army chapel looked.
The chaplain was John Baergen, a 1% Lieutenant.

Although I was on the post over ten weeks, | never visited Columbus other than
passing through it on the train. The bus service was the worst imaginable with poor
schedules and equipment, which often broke down. From our regiment it was over a mile to
the nearest stop.

Our company was quite mixed, although there were more than 40 Pennsylvanians
(our group) and a large number of Oklahomans. We were arranged alphabetically in the huts,
and | was in the fourth platoon. My first arguments in the army with state versus state and
region versus region were between Northeast and Midwest/Southwest. Due to sickness
followed by transfers, our original company became broken up and the perfect alphabetical
order destroyed.

As long as one is in the army he is a constant target for rumors, and Benning was the
eating that proved the pudding. Constantly we heard this and that about what was to happen
to us after April 29, the end of our basic, and further words about the program being
completely disbanded.

Finally it appeared certain that 110,000 of the ASTP enrollment of 140,000 -- all
except pre-med, pre-dentistry, and advanced engineering — were to be transferred to combat
outfits. This was a serious blow to those who had taken the program in preference to air
corps when, at the time of their enlistment or induction, they could have easily met the
requirements. It was an equally bitter pill to those who because of their high AGCT scores
could have easily been accepted for almost any branch they desired. It seemed almost an
official scheme by the powers that be to trick new soldiers of high IQ into a place where they

could continue their college work (with some degree of conversion) and be ready for the job
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of high skill, which this war created only to transfer them practically en masse (mess!) into
other fields indiscriminately. Meanwhile, the V-12 program carried on, and | thought of a
number of my classmates studying at Bucknell Univ., 25 miles down the river from home.

However, we tried to accept it as philosophically as possible and waited to see what a
transfer would bring us.

| called home twice, once the Sunday after arrival and again several weeks later. The
first call took two hours, and | can remember Marion, when asked, if she would accept a call
from me at Columbus, GA, excitedly shouting, “Mother, come quick! 1t’s Emory calling
from Columbus, Ohio.” Like me, the family was quite non-conversant about the South, and |
had the edge with timetable study. My second call required nearer to four hours to complete.

C’ést la guerre!

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 24, 1944

Dear Folks,

Well, the first day of the cycle is over, and it wasn’t
bad. This a.m. we had a lecture and saw some training films.
This afternoon we were on a march into another area and had
instruction there and on the way, both directions...

STAR means spec. training and replacement. It
determines if and what term you go to college. However, 1
understood that it came after basic. ERC is the general name
for the reserves. They were iIn the ASTRP specifically. Now
we are all together. The only difference is that some of
them are in term 2 or better, and their serial numbers begin
with 1 instead of 3, being enlisted men. 1 can write to Carl
here—1 understand, 1t’s often done on posts this large.

We just had the one class (refresher), but Lt. Allen
would like to have several a week during the cycle. 1 feel
pretty well these days...

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 26, 1944

Dear Mother and all,

Just a line as we were busy tonight getting things
cleaned up with 8/20 of the hut there—the other 12 being
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table waiters, not KPs. | am table waiter tomorrow. We go a
half hour before meals and In the evening stay several hours
after supper. 1 am writing this in latrine.

...Today cloudy with a little rain, but there was a
rainbow and nice sunset about 7 tonight, and stars are
shining now. Now in the cycle we eat at 7 instead of 6 so
have a whole hour less “free” time.

This week isn’t bad, and 1 enjoy the lectures. Also
wrote to one of my corporals over the weekend-he asked me
to. Must close now. Very tired after longest hike yet.

Love,
E.
Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 27, 1944

Again just a line since in a very few minutes |1 must
assume the position of table waiter for the third time
today. After | get finished tonight it may be too late,
although last night they came back about 10.

Today i1s nice again and very warm. | don”’t, of course,
know the temp...

Soon 1”11 have to get washed up as we are very dusty.
No jackets this p.m....

Dollar received—thanks. Have nothing but Company paper
after this letter. More later—-days quite ordinary.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 28, 1944

Dear Marion,

Still just a line since we were cleaning and polishing,
etc. for Saturday, the iInspections day in the army. Today I
got all my mail in the first call..

Today was warm again and foggy and cloudy all day. Now
stars and new moon are out fine...When you send more things
to eat anything is acceptable-you’ve all fed me long enough
to know what I like. With some things remember my 19
companions here, too. Tonight’s supper not so hot—got off
waiter’s job last night about 9, quite early. Thought about
you enjoying M-Y vacation.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Jan. 30, 1944
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Dear Folks,

..Jack and I are in Rec. Hall and with radio in one
ear, buzzing and radio in other, and writing, I am bound to
make some mistakes. Soon 1 hope we’ll be hearing Charlie
McCarthy. My sunburn is hardly such, but on me | suppose
iIt’s noticeable. My nose is a little peely but our helmet
liners keep a good shade over most of the head.

We get fruit everyday for breakfast and such things as
applesauce and fruit cup at some of the other meals. A few
additional apples or oranges wouldn’t be bad. Even some
small cans of juice...

Our laundry starts this week. It’s a flat rate of $1.50
per month. Whatever we have has to be at the supply room by
8:00 Monday evening. We are to get it back the next Friday...

They want us to each pledge an 18.75 bond plus original
monthly allotments to be paid out of this Feb. 10" partial
pay and the March 1 full pay. Some of them seem to complain.
As 1 told Mrs. Sears (after she mentioned the contest at
Curtin) 1t amuses us when they ask for at least 10% at home.
Personally, 1 don’t mind.

Love,
E.
XXX 0000

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 1, 1944

Dear Marion,

I found your letter very fine, telling all about the
mid-years. Jack and 1 shared our respective letters from our
sisters...

Tonight, time is again short so this will be, too. 1
re-rolled my pack for tomorrow and polished a pair of shoes
besides this & that. This noon 1 got Mother’s letter of Sat.
p-m. and this evening the pretzel-sock package and the
Thurs. Sun. It was sent to the 6™ Regt first.

Tomorrow night our company has guard duty for the first
time. They start from Z to A and I am the last one on the
first list. 1 think it will be quite iInteresting. We’ve had
several lectures, demonstrations, and practical work in it.

I’m sure we’ll enjoy the package—or should 1 say have
already. 1’11 write a note to Aunt Margaret now. Weather
cool and breezy...

Find out Stanley Wharton’s (1500 block W 4'™) address.

I saw him last week but was In formation.
Love,
E.
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Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 6, 1944

Dear Folks,

Here I am in the rec. hall from which I called, having
the dance orchestra rehearsing and blaring in my ears as
when I called. This Is to answer any questions in letters
from last week.

I will try to repeat what | said tonight. Send more
chocolate bars like in that pretzel package. That package
Aunt M. gave me on the way to N.C. would go over big just
now. I think I have written this before, but this Is just to
make it more clear. Also more Wege pretzels. Ask G’ma to
knit me a scarf of O.D. yarn. It can be any type-only the
color is regulated. IT this isn’t specific enough I can go
into more detail. Please send the Grit regularly...

I placed my call today at 2:30 and got it through at
8:45. So you see 1t’s hard to regulate. However 1 will try
to let you know the next time...

We have night problem(s) this week, and I have guard
duty Tues. so letters may be a little scarce.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 7, 1944

Dear Mother,

I got your letters of Fri. and Sat...

This letter is really for this: immediately by air mail
send me a Valentine suitable for Jane. It should be nice and
cost quite a bit but nothing mushy. Of course 1’11 have to
receive i1t In some additional covering. Do you think that is
OK? Or should 1 get (or rather you) some candy and have just
a little card? The first seemed a little more practicable
and I think 1”11 stick to i1t..

The doughnuts are all gone. 1 needed them today. We had
jJjust about 35 or 40 minutes at noon to eat and roll our
packs. We surely rushed—mostly with the meal, eating in 10
min. or less...

Today was quite a hard one, but 1 am all ready to get
into bed. 1’11 be looking for some more packages—there was
no candy at the PX tonight. We should be eligible for passes
this weekend, but I don’t suppose that we’ll get them with
shots (not for me), iInspections, etc. and only a certain
percentage allowed off the post at once.

Remember about the Valentine. | guess this is about all
for now. Last Sat. the 29%" I had my last tetanus and a
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vaccination. Did 1 tell you? The latter hardly shows.
Love,
E.
XXXXXXX

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 10, 1944

Dear Folks,

I heard from Lucile Antes, June, and Mother yesterday
and Miss lda, Mother, and Ditty today. We were on night
problem last night so no writing. Tues. night on guard 1 had
the 3-5 shift. No rain until just about 5.

Today we’ve been on a hike already, and 1 suppose this
p-m. something usual. This will go out this afternoon so I
thought 1°d get it rushed off at noon.

No package or Grit yet. Quite chilly here today. Not
rainy, but cloudy. Send more soda tablets, sal. and phen.
Not paid yet.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 10, 1944

Dear Marion,

We do have a little time for writing tonight after all.
Contrary to all expectations, we weren’t paid today. I’ve
just talked to Jack, and he said that they were told that
tomorrow is their day, so maybe we”’ll be lucky, too.

I’m now in my third month in the army, and have almost
a month (four weeks ago tonight) here. Anytime will be
acceptable to me, but 1 really don’t need the money, since I
have a lot—-most—-of the sum of when 1 left home the last
time. Without a doubt, there are a lot here who must need
the cash...

I got the Grit, etc., this evening. Also a valentine
from G’ma and a large one from “Guess” postmarked Nby Sta.
Feb. 8, 1 p.m. 1 don’t recognize the writing.

Please accept these letters as my valentine. | can send
“you all” something when | get back to civilization
(Columbus and/or beyond).

Must close to get into bed after two sparse nights.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 11, 1944
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Dear Mother,

Just a line again. 1 got your valentine, letter of
Wed., Pop’s and the girls” valentines today, plus one from
Mrs. M . Still the packages aren’t here, but they will
be tomorrow, I°m sure.

We were fTinally paid today. With everything out 1 got
$59.55. 1 understand that there are 3 insurances (3 x $6.40)
and 2 bond allotments (2 x 6.25) out this time. 1 also am
buying an extra 18.75 bond by cash. 1 think 171l send a
little home to repay that given to me up till now.

I anxiously look forward to package. Must close and to
bed. Another parade tomorrow. Also heard from Auntie M. Very
chilly and windy today and now.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 13, 1944

Dear Folks,

This i1s the third and last of the epistles according to
Emory. Some of them here had passes yesterday evening, but
they weren’t weekend, just for the evening. Also they could
get them today. But it’s been so cold here, and we had a
hard week, that I knew I didn”t want to leave. It’s very
hard to get to town, and I had lots of letters, my washing,
etc.

I have finally decided that I want my radio or some
[radio]. 1 didnt realize how much 1 was missing my various
programs until someone got one next door. Just today I
definitely decided. Before it was rather doubtful since I
won’t be here for so long. As | say, 1’ve put my foot down
now. There was one in the other end of our hut, but 1t was
broken, and the owner is the one who got the appointment to
West Point, and is now taking a refresher course at Cornell.
Due to turnovers and transfers in the personnel of the huts
from sickness, we have several out and new ones in to
replace them. One who came In to 70 was the third Smith 1
mentioned. He had a radio, but changed his mind and went
into 71. There is this one I am hearing now in the rec.
hall, but sometimes the dance orchestra is playing or
somebody wants some other program. It seems to me that our
kitchen one (Mother’s) would be best since it is smaller and
splits the stations better. The aerial should be enclosed
and maybe some of the long wire that i1s attached to mine
(that 1°ve added from time to time). No doubt someone should
be consulted who knows about packing it and sending it. Also
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enclose a half plug to screw in.

Note Pine-Bur article marked in separate envelope.
Sometime 1 am going to get our company picture sent. 1711
tell you who some of them are on it. 1’1l stick mainly to
the cadre and officers.

I am fifth from left end of second row from top. Those
seated on chairs i1n center, I to r: Lt. Allen (Drexel man,
3" platoon leader), Lt. Adair (our platoon leader), 1S' Lt.
Koselcau (acting Capt. when ours wasn’t here), Lt. Culberson
(2™ platoon leader), Lt. Cook (1% platoon leader), First
Sgt. Meade. Seated on ground at right, 1 to r: Sgt. Newton
(who has charge of the company during our daily touring
around), Sgt. Davis (3™ pl.), Sgt. Monkhouse (2™ pl.), Sgt.
Alexander (1°* pl.), Cpl. Frietus, Cpl. Webb, Cpl. Hicks,
Cpl. Robinson, Sgt. Woods (ours, 4™ pl.), Cpl. Fleming,
Cpl. Hammond, Cpl. Haviland, Pvt. Vowell (busted from Cpl.)
and Cpl. Weisner. Our Cpl. are Robinson, Fleming, and
Vowell. ...We’ve had lots of packages in our hut lately.
Must close.

Love,
E.

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 13, 1944

Dear Sisters,

This is what might be called the second part to Ditty
and G’ma’s letter. Yesterday all but about % (60) of us got
some kind of shots. We that didn”t (I°ve had all mine for
two weeks) went over to one of the areas where we’ve gone
for iInstruction and moved a few tables and arranged them.
Part of the time we were in the PX which is swell compared
to ours.

I had a pint of milk and some cookies plus 6 small
chocolate bars (bought in 3 sales) and a box of fig bars,
and a box of Nabiscos. I also got the band-aids. With the
two packages and two more coming from G”’ma and Aunt Margaret
I feel quite satisfied for a change and, in fact, a little

caught up. 1 also got two more bars of chocolate at our own
PX...

Love,

E. XXXX

Fort Benning, GA
Feb. 15, 1944

Dear Folks,

I have only a minute since today we have current
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events. | didn’t have time to write yesterday because i1t was
laundry, change sheets, etc. Also we had regular cleaning
and oiling of equipment after yesterday’s rain and short
hike.

Today i1s beautiful and tonight i1s the night problem.
Last night 1 got both of G’ma and Aunt M’s packages. Haven’t
opened pretzels, but the big package carried swell. Such a
package you never saw. | haven’t opened all the sub-
packages. Let them know. Everyone seems to enjoy the stuff.
Total postage, $1.03.

Today is warm now, but we wore overcoats for the first
time this a.m. Not this p.m., however. This iIs supposed to
be a tough week. 1 bought my bond last night. Four girls
from Columbus ate with us last night, quite an occasion.

Almost time to fall out.

Love,
E.

4:15 Sun. p.m.
Feb. 20, 1944

Dear Auntie M,

No doubt you did get my letter from last Sunday, even
1T not as soon as usual. It was mailed the same time.

The third and fourth weeks were hard but this week next
IS supposed to be easier. The general tone of each week is
more difficult on purpose, 1 imagine, but we actually mind
the week according to subject matter.

We do not bivouac yet but we have had tent-pitching as
part of several hikes. That is merely for practice as they
are 1mmediately struck. 1 understand that the first two-week
bivouac is during the 8™ and 9™ or maybe 9" and 10" weeks.
Then we have another at the very end, also two weeks long.
We will get mail as usual but there is very little
opportunity for writing.

Our company had guard duty for eight days and the back
end of the alphabet got it twice. There are six reliefs of
two hours each and the first time 1 had the special theater
guard job. As 1 think 1°ve already written, 1 had a regular
post the second time and was on the 3-5 shift. We do no
academic work here.

They say now that the ASTP is going to be stopped
definitely. There was a rumor about three weeks ago, but
everything had once more quieted down until some radio
announcement Fri. night. Already, each article or story is a
little different, so maybe they really aren’t decided on how
many are going to be ripped out. It surely would be more
logical to close the program to further entrance of members,
rather than practically betraying all of us with some
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intellect (so they tell us here) who might otherwise be
somewhere else. There just isn’t rhyme or reason, but I’ve
stopped worrying about it after the first 24 hours.

I wrote postals to Lydie, lda, and Dot W. last week. 1|
had no more cards, but thought Hep and Martins would get
letters sometime. Again 1 affirm that I really need no more
money. This place is something like the nation as a whole.
Things are worth more than cash. Family has kept me well
supplied. IT 1 ever need money, 1’1l let you know. 1 have
about $50 now and have a war bond bought, and pay day is a
week from Wed.

We don”t see many flowers here, and very little green
except for the planted rye grass (like at home) and the
pines. The fields are still brown. How different this season
will be from your summer at Luken’s.

Our co. came in 4™ in all 3 regts. (48 cos.) in the
bond drive. The leading one was 1°' Co. (next to us). They
had a lot of money sent in. We had around $6,000.

Love,
E. XXXX

March 1944 - Fort Bragg

March 21, 1944 - Tues.

We arose very early to be on our way. Before we got on the train a two-mile march up Wood
Road lay ahead. On the previous Sunday, 1% Sgt. Meade had spit, “Now on Toooosday
mornin’, you min, jest about all of yuh will leave for the 100" Infantry Division at Ft. Bragg,
N.C.” Our hearts sank. Could it be true? We remembered the 300™ Infantry up in the woods
on 1% Division Road. If we’d been living the way we had, how much worse would the next
step be?

We boarded the train, made up of the old coaches — C. of Ga, L & N, etc. We pulled
out toward Columbus on the line from Cusseta and waited there a little while. The thing that
made me feel better or worse, | don’t know which, was the train having half Pennsy coaches.
This was my first experience on a troop train with kitchen car and all.

We were eating dinner as we stopped in Atlanta. The stop here was short, but as
before we waited a long time in Howell Yard. Again we were to use the Seaboard. It took
almost all afternoon to get out of Georgia and as the evening wore on we tried to get the best

arrangements possible with our uncomfortable seats. The night wore on, and we twisted and
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turned.

March 22, 1944, Wed.

Someone said we were in Hamlet. Breakfast was served about 5:30. The last place anyone
caught was Aberdeen, N.C. From the map it looked as if we’d go to Sanford and get the
A.C.L. branch from there that led to Fayetteville. Good authority had it that this burg was the
closest place. However, the train slowed and stopped, and some waiting officers got on. It
appeared we were close. Next, a diesel switcher began pulling us backwards into a siding.
(Later, it was certain we had left the Seaboard at Aberdeen and used the Aberdeen & 35.
Rockfish to the junction with the government railroad.) We traveled this way for about a half
hour, passing buildings and barracks of all types.

When we stopped there was a band to meet us and of all people, a Brig. General who
turned out to be assistant division commander. Each group of 16 or 18 was hustled into Gl
trucks, and away we whirled from the post field house siding to Division area, our home-to-
be for seven months.

Our bunch went to Company L, 397" Infantry Regiment. The location was a pleasant
surprise to us, regular barracks, duplicates of the reception center. Chow was fine as was the
PX. The immediate prospects didn’t look bad at all. We got our barracks bags in the

afternoon and enjoyed Lady In The Dark that evening at Theater No. 3.

March 23, 1944, Thurs.
| arrived in my permanent home — Co. A, 398™ Infantry. The barracks seemed very empty.

The group assigned was about 15-20, half each from 1% and 2™ Co’s, 5" Regt.

March 24, 1944, Fri.
We fell out in a training battalion designed to complete the basic we missed by our program
being cut short. | was in 1 platoon of the fourth group. In “A” Company | lived in the third
platoon barracks. My address now was:

Pvt. R.E. Smith, Jr. 33872802

Co. A, 398" Inf.

APO 447
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Ft. Bragg, NC

March 26, 1944, Sun.
| attended chapel at the 397" with Chaplain (Capt.) Bonner Teeter in charge. | returned for

the evening session.

Fort Bragg, NC
March 26, 1944

Dear Auntie M,

Here 1 am sitting in our company day room writing on a
desk. We were split up among three regiments of the division
on Thursday and 1 arrived here in Co. A of the 398" Regt.
between the other two, the 397™ and 399'". This is a very
nice post and part of the ?. We have large, two-story,
heated barracks, almost duplicates of those at New C. There
are two handsome theaters just a step away, several good
PX”s, a service club (where I intend to go shortly), and
last and best, an unbelievable change for the better in
food.

The amount is bountiful, quality fine, and the menu
something like what most of us are used to. Yesterday at
noon we each had two donuts (raised and sugared) and today
there would have been ice cream left over in the boxes (cut
brick) at our table i1f several of us hadn”t taken 2 or 3
pieces.

As far as living conditions are concerned and the
treatment by our superiors, we all like this. Naturally, the
implications and results of our transfer are not too
pleasing. However, we live “just for today” and are enjoying
the contrast from Benning’s Harmony Church area.

This morning we were to church in the 397" chapel to
the 1100 service. We went over to that one to be with some
of our platoon mates from ASTP. The chapel i1s beautiful,
with an organ, etc., and was also much enjoyed. Our captain
is from North Jersey — 1’ve heard the place but just don’t
remember i1t. Montclair sticks our in my mind just now.

We are on a bus line here which runs into Fayetteville
about 14 miles away. It is only 15,000 or so as compared to
Columbus. Raleigh is about 80 miles northwest, and Durham
and Chapel Hill beyond that. It would be nice to go see Carl
Newcomer .

Your figs arrived today iIn perfect shape after about a
1500-mile trip. They are very good. Sunday the 26 was when
everyone was supposed to be out of our area. Today 1 got up
for 8:30 breakfast since we were iIn bed by 10:30 last night.
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The weather i1s very warm but not muggy or damp like Georgia.
The say it’s terrible there In the summer. Our whole 500
miles NE doesn’t seem to make much difference. Will no catch
up further on my writing.

Love,

E.

March 29, 1944 - Wed.
A division review was held for Sgt. Gen. McNair, head of AGF to award first Expert
Infantryman Badge in Continental U.S. Recipient was Sgt. Bull of A, 399, then Jack
Houser’s platoon sergeant. The members of the training battalion were observers. We then
went to theater No. 3 for movies and lectures. One who spoke was Chap. (Capt.) Clarence L.
Lecrone, regiment chaplain. He said that there were many requests from those who had sung
in choirs in Benning to have one here. That evening all those interested were asked to go
next door to the chapel. He spoke highly of his organist-assistant T/5 Lee C. Sistare who had
studied in New York and been a church organist for some time. That night | became a
member of an organization, which in itself and through the doors which it opened, created
some of the happiest experiences of my whole life. Outside my company, the members of
the choir provided me with some of my best friends. How welcome was a group where we
did things because we wanted to and where we could express ourselves as we used to at
home as well as seek diversion from this game called war.

I joined the 2™ tenors and we rehearsed “The Palms” for the next Sunday (Palm
Sunday) with George Thomas, the other Protestant assistant soloing. | think we also tried

some Easter numbers.

Fort Bragg, NC
March 31, 1944

Dear Folks,

Well, tomorrow is April Fool’s Day and 1 must remember
to pull something. Tomorrow also we have to get up early
again to do the same thing as today. Today was practice and
tomorrow the group is firing for record.

A beautiful cool, breezy day here; I thought it would
be warmer after clearing yesterday. However, | Imagine each
day will be some warmer now. 1 got Mother’s letter of Wed.
and also Wed.’s Sun. Of course, this being Fri. we had to
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get all cleaned up for tomorrow. 1 want to be iIn bed as
close as possible to 9:30 and still must do ablutions before
retiring...
It looks as if everything is all set for Sunday and

Holy Week. One thing, 1 won’t have to stand a formal
inspection tomorrow. Not much news. 1 don’t have too many
letters to answer over the weekend.

Love,

E.

April 2, 1944 - Palm Sunday

We sang quite well in the a.m. and had a short evening service followed by another
rehearsal. Our choir was invited to sing John Staener’s “Crucifixion” with the choir of the
First Presbyterian Church in Fayetteville. They rightly thought that our group could balance

their male section.

Palm Sunday (1944)
Dear Auntie M,

Well, 1°ve been here in N.C. almost two weeks now. |
may not get this all written since 1 am going to choir
practice at 6:00. 1 belong to a newly formed choir started
mainly because quite a few requested it after having been iIn
the various ones iIn Benning. We had our first rehearsal Wed.
eve. For this morning and tonight’s iIs rather special for
Holy Week and Easter services. Wed. eve. This week the
Fayetteville Pres. Choir is presenting Stainer’s
“Crucifixion,” Thurs., night is communion, Fri. 1:30-2:30
there’s is a Good Friday service (with the whole division
being excused to attend i1f the so desire), Easter sunrise
service, and regular 11:00 service.

I don”t think 1°ve heard from you direct since 1’ve
been here, but we haven’t had any mail call today so far. We
are still In our detached training battalion taking basic. |
think we will have just the week yet and then join our
regular companies.

Last Wed. there was a division review and Lt. Gen.
McNair (head of the army ground forces) was here. The
purpose was to award the first Expert Infantrymen Badge. Our
training group did not parade with our respective companies,
but rather observed the proceedings from the sidelines.
Tuesday night we had a regimental review at retreat in which
we did participate. At Benning we never did more than have
battalion reviews. Will finish when 1 return from church.
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9 p.m. — 1 am now back with my good clothes off and
hung up and have resumed my writing. The choir practice and
service were very nice tonight. We are helping to sing the
“Crucifixion” on Wed. night in our chapel and Fri. night in
Fayetteville. Tomorrow night we are to go into Fayetteville
to practice. Afterwards we will be entertained at the home
of Chaplain and Mrs. Lecrone near the church. It all sounds

very nice.
I think 1 must close because 1| still have to write
home.
Love,
Emory

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 2, 1944

Dear Folks,

I hope you will excuse the short letter, but 1 did a
lot of other writing today plus other things. 1 think 1
wrote to Bob M., Leo, Red, June, Gladys, Auntie M., Jane,
and this. Today 1 was to church in the choir and i1t was
packed. They even used the choir loft (at the rear, like the
Catholics) for non-members.

All p.m. I wrote, and at 6 p.m. we had choir practice
of the crucifixion. Our choir i1s going to help the Pres.
Church in F’ville on 1t. Tomorrow night we’re going in to
the church to rehearse. Afterwards Chaplain and Mrs. Lecrone
(the Altoonans) are entertaining us at their home there.
Wed. night the combined group is presenting the cantata in
our chapel. Thurs. night is the communion service, Friday
the Good Fri. service (1:30-2:30), Friday evening the
cantata in F’ville at the church, and, of course the sunrise
and 11:00 services Sun. Quite a schedule! Tonight there was
a very informal short evening service, too.

The weather continues bright and fair with not much
news. 1 meant to write some last night but I stopped into
the day room and read the World Almanac all evening. Awoke
about 8:45 this a.m. skipping breakfast.

After 10:00-must close.

Love,
E.

April 3, 1944 - Mon.
Choir loaded on two Gl trucks to go to town for rehearsal at the church followed by a party

at Chap. Lecrone’s. The organist there, Mrs. Victor Fischer, recently Miss Virginia Harlin,
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was director of the combined group, while Lee accompanied. How wonderful the town in
early spring looked to us, and especially the colonial Georgian church, after months of sand
and pine trees.

A good time was enjoyed at the chaplain’s. He is a native of Alexandria, PA, and Mrs.
from nearby. His present church was the Presbyterian one in Chatham, N.J. His mother-in-
law was also living there. She was Mrs. Mary Heindman, also a Pennsylvanian, and her
sister is the wife of Dr. J.C. Reed, Milton, PA.

April 5, 1944, Wed.
The choir came out from town to our chapel for the first presentation. It wasn’t perfect, but

pretty good for the short time. Two photos were made by Signal Corps.

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 5, 1944

Dear Marion,

Just a line to get there before Sunday. We sang the
“Crucifixion” here in the chapel tonight and it went off
pretty well. Would there had been as many in the
congregation as in the choir!

Today was very windy and cold. 1 wore Uncle Bill’s
sweater and my scarf this p.m. After the cantata the choir
had its picture taken. One of them has the chaplain as the
colonel 1n iIt.

I didn’t hear from home today. Must close. Best Easter
wishes to all the family.

Love,
E.

April 6, 1944, Thurs.

We sang for the Maundy Thursday Communion Service.

April 7, 1944, Good Friday.
This was my last day in the training battalion. We took 12 of 20 miles of a march in the a.m.,
and then if we wished to attend church could do so at 12:30. Everything was jammed. Later

we finished the hike and once more hustled to get ready to leave for the presentation in town.
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This also was well done and afterwards the church had something of a reception for us

followed by gathering at VVan Storey’s. Returned about 12:00.

April 8, 1944, Sat.
Went to A-399 to see Jack Houser. He promised to reciprocate but was transferred and that

was the last | saw him. He was transferred to the artillery at Camp Rucker, Alabama.

April 9, 1944, Easter

Many arose early to go to the division sunrise service held in the amphitheater behind
service club No. 2. The combined choirs of the division led in the traditional hymns and sang
as an anthem, “The Strife Is Oer.” The director of the group was T/5 Gregory of 397™.
Major General Withers A. Burress extended greetings to the congregation. The sermon was
preached by Chap. (Maj.) Katt, assistant division chaplain. The time was about 6:30.

At 11 a.m. the regular service was held in the chapel. Both of these Sundays the choir
sang to a near capacity congregation. During the next weeks the choir rehearsed one night a
week and Sat. afternoon as well. We led the congregational singing and used responses and
anthems Sunday a.m., and for over a month consistently sang outside for some group on
Sun. afternoon or evening. Although we visited the First Presbyterian more than any other,
the St. James Episcopal and the First Baptist were also hosts.

The week following Easter part of the newly-arrived ASTP boys were transferred to
various branches and posts. Rumor had it that most of them were going to the combat
engineers and artillery.

We then began to get Saturday afternoon and Sunday passes, and | usually got to town
as soon as possible doing what little shopping I had. Eventually | wound up at the First
Presbyterian for their supper at 7 p.m. held in the yard, weather permitting; otherwise in the
“hut.” Following supper, there were games and singing, as a rule ending about 9:30.

One of my first experiences with individual Southern hospitality was at the home of
Mr. & Mrs. W.A. Van Storey at the top of Hale Street. The choir was invited there after
singing at the church during the first weeks after organization. The house was large and very
typical. One of the parlors contained both a Hammond organ and a baby grand piano. We

made good use of both of these with music ever in our minds. Other good friends were
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Alexanders (the pastor and his family of Vicky, whom I didn’t meet until her return for the
summer from Agnes Scott College where she was a sophomore; Tillie, high school junior
and present at every meeting or party, and junior-high-aged Johnny.) Mrs. Betty Turner,
director of the religious education and personally in charge on Sat. and Sunday evening,
Fischers — I never got to know Victor very well because he was transferred to return just
before we left; Wests, with whom Virginia lived.

One Sunday evening we sang at the First Baptist when Dr. Pugh spoke on the work of
chaplains. Previously, Al E. took Tillie, and I took her cousin, Nell Lancaster, to supper. Nell

was from near Richmond and was going to Flora McDonald College at Red Springs.

Fort Bragg, NC
Easter Sunday, Apr. 9, 1944

Dear Folks,

Thanks to my heavy schedule of Holy Week and Easter, |1
had very little time to write; but also have this extra time
this morning to catch up since 1°ve been up two hours and a
half. 1 forget just when I wrote last and may repeat a
little.

We sang here at our chapel Wed. evening and went to
Communion on Thurs. 1t was quite interesting having the two
ministers have i1t together. One (the one | consider ours) is
Presbyterian, and the other, who preached last week, is
Episcopalian. You know how far apart they are in types of
service, etc. When they were talking about their joining,
most folks didn’t think 1t would work so well.

The ritual was as Methodist as you”’d want it although
not all the black-face type as we have it was used. The
ministers do i1t all, there being no ritual In our hymnals.
OFf course, 1 guess we use the Book of Common Prayer quite
closely. They did both types of serving—the real Episcopal
form of drinking from the goblet and the kind where everyone
sits and the “elders” (I guess) pass the elements. OF
course, we have the individual service, but at the altar. 1
stayed in my seat, but in a similar situation again 1°d do
the other. Every Sun. at 7:30 they have the regular
communion, advertised as Episcopal form, with all
Protestants invited.

On Friday we were to have an 18-mile hike. In order
that we could all attend the Good Friday service (for which
time had been allotted by a division order) we took 12 miles
in the morning and eight more in the p.m. The service was
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1:30-2:30 and we had till 3:00 to change back to fatigues
and get out on the drill field.

The chapel was packed! 1 mean almost as close as the
Newberry bus sometimes. When I got there, there was a fan-
shaped crowd outside, and since I’m in the choir 1 forced
inside and up the steps at the back, already jammed with
sitters. 1 managed to get almost to the top and found the
loft also impenetrable (is that a word?). Soon after the
service started Chaplain Lecrone (whose own church is at
Chatham, N.J.) asked everyone to move a little tighter and
to fill in the aisles. They had 18 rows 1 could count with
an average of 25 across. That would be about 450. I should
say there were more than 100 others—yes, even 150 inside,
plus quite a few turned away.

In the evening the “Crucifixion” went off even better.
We went over the “hut” (sort of a parish house) for coffee
and donuts and later went out to the large home of one of
the member I can’t quite get the name—oh yes—Vicery. Mr. V.
is the fire chief here at the fort. I don’t have everyone
placed, but our director, Mrs. Fisher, who i1s a bride of two
weeks yesterday, was there with her husband, a corporal; the
actual hostess was a young Mrs. Van Story who seemed to
belong in the house and may have been the daughter. It is
one of those large southern homes. In one room they have a
baby grand and a Hammond organ and in another room, another
piano. I must now close and get ready for church. The choir
iIs to be there at 10:30 and 1°ve been interrupted.

Now after dinner, where 1 went directly after church.
There weren’t as many there, no doubt because they were on
passes in town. However, there were quite a few civilians
there. As usual, Col. & Mrs. Duff were almost in the front
row. This morning’s services both went off well and without
incident. Last night 1 was over to the service club for the
first time and was reading a very interesting library book.
Later 1 went to hunt up Jack, knowing that he was in A,
399", and as he said when he was in here after the G.F.
service, he was in the barracks next to the orderly room.
There were several of our old 2" Co there, and we chatted
for quite a while.

Today i1s nice, but rather dull and muggy. Yesterday I
got eight letters...

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 10, 1944

Dear Marion,
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Just a line, since I’ve been catching up tonight and 1
did write a lot of news yesterday. The cake carried very
well and was consumed with little delay...

We were with the company today and had just a regular
day. 1 think we showed them that we learned something at
Benning, even 1If we were “book soldiers.” 1 listened to the
radio tonight and didn’t write too fast.

Not much news, very warm today...

Must close. I’m catching up on last week.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 11, 1944

Dear Folks,

Mother’s air mail letter mailed Sunday arrived this
noon, as my only mail. As anyone here will testify, it’s
some unusual mail call when Smith doesn”t get any. This once
more proves that air mail isn’t any faster to this part of
the South...

Today 1 was on detail all day. We were on P&P detail,
which they say means Prisoner-Police. This work In some
organizations i1s done by the yardbirds, but not here. It
consists of supplying coal, etc.; gathering garbage, ashes,
waste paper. We did cardboard and dry garbage this a.m., and
bones and fats this p.m. It was quite fun riding all over to
the dumps in the back of the open 2% ton Gl truck.

Did any of you notice last week in the paper in the
upper left-hand corner of the left social page about Mrs. W.
S. Green (G’pa’s boss’s wife?) giving a shower for a Miss
Goodkind? She is to marry Lt. Saul Hanin, U.S. Army. He is
no less than one of our neighboring 1°* Co. officers and
instructed us several times in joint classes. He was
featured in “Officers Front & Center” of the Pine-Bur once.
He i1s from PA we all think, and know he went to Penn State.
Quite iInteresting!

We’ve been having a thundershower all evening, but i1t
cooled off very nice. So hot and muggy just before. We were
paid tonight on the supplementary payroll, which I didn’t
sign (practicing in town last Mon.). They called me out of
the mess hall after 1 didn’t appear for my money, thinking
it would be necessarily held until May 1. I got $35.35. The
bond which came most recently was the first concrete
evidence of my $6.25 allotment. This is not cash purchase
and comes out automatically every month. Could have easily
stood i1t till May.

Love,
E.
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Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 15, 1944

Dear Folks,

I heard tonight that there is a Sunday mail collection
(in the a.m.) so 1 thought 1°d get a line off after a few
slack days lately. In just about an hour this evening I
wrote four letters...Not bad for an evening plus this one.

We are on fire guard for the post in our company and
from noon today till noon tomorrow, 90 of us have to remain
in the company area. This is no particular hardship since I
do this often anyway. As you see | got a lot done.

There was another division review today, and we were in
it this time. The main purpose of this was for
correspondents and the press as per Sentinel. 1 guess I
won’t get to church in the morning, but I guess we’re having
our own iIn the evening before going to First Presbyterian
for that service to dedicate the service flag. Mother’s
letter of Mon. came just today with the one from Thurs. on
time. Yesterday’s came OK too.

..-.Have our company pictures here now. Something else to
send..

Goodnight, love,
Emory

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 17, 1944

Dear Beth,

I am sorry to hear you’ve been sick and hope you’ll be
well soon. Today 1 had Mother’s letter of Saturday and one
from Auntie M.

Today we were in the pits again for our own company. As
i1s usual we got up early at 5:45 going to the range at 7:00.
It was beautiful and just warm enough. The days are much
warmer than the nights. We had a good time in town last
night...

Please send me my dark glasses in that case in my room
somewhere. If they’re not good for some reason get me
another pair of black ones and send them with the case. The
sun on this white sand is terrible...

We can call from the Service Club here. What takes the
time isn’t the long line of callers waiting to put in calls,
but rather the time for the calls to be put through. On
Easter some of them were clear up to eight hours. Early in
the morning is said to be a good time.
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Guess 1711 close for now.
Love,E.

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 24, 1944

Dear Folks,

Well, even tonight I won”t get everything written 1
wanted to since we had to clean up things after a showery
day.

Mother’s Sat. letter came today, also the donuts—plus
Fri. and Thurs. Sun, apples from Auntie M., and candy from
Betty Kest...

Last week after our hike, which was started at 4 a.m.
as | wrote you, we had several classes since the new ASTP’s
only went 10 miles instead of 25. We had the whole afternoon
off. 1 didn’t feel so hot and seemed to have a fever. 1
slept some and didn’t eat any supper. By that time it seemed
to be mostly a sick stomach. About 8:30 or so the climax
came and after that I felt better. “John,” one of the Pfc.
cooks, from Brooklyn brought me two lemons back from the
kitchen which I drank, squeezed in hot water. 1 slept fine
all night and felt OK in the morning. The exercise didn’t
make me feel so good, but I got steadily better, and that
p-m. out in the field while the rest of them were doing
various tactical problems 1 just rested at our meeting
place.

Fri. eve. 1 ate a small supper and felt real good
scrubbing vigorously and ever since much of my weakness was
due to that lack of food...

Fire guard is a passive job, and we don’t go around
peering for shooting flames. We simply remain in the area
ready for one.

We go through the reception center part on our way to
town. I guess that’s what the Ft. Bragg part of Pvt.
Hargrove is about.

At the Episcopal Church last night we kneeled, read the
prayers, faced the cross for the “Gloria” and everything.
Last Sat. after our rehearsal in the chapel 1 was playing
the organ, and last night Lee Sistare (our organist from
S.C. who played at the Methodist Church, W. Chester) and
some of us were playing that organ there. 1 played “Blest Be
the Ti1e” as recommended by him for having only 3 tones in
the pedals. One of the members of our choir does play. He’s
from Nashville, a very active MYF-er and if I never told you
before knows Emma Laura Johnson, the caravaner. Our choir’s
been depleted by some transferring out of some of the ASTPs.
That”’s all for now. Must close.

Love,
E.

© 2007 Marcia S. Davis 54



Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 27, 1944

Dear Folks,

Strangely enough, 1 hardly accomplished anything
tonight in the correspondence line. After supper 1 went to
the PX for a haircut, which took a long time because of the
absence of one of the barbers completely and the same for a
second of the three part of the time.

When 1 came back 1 took a pair of my shoes..down to the
supply room for repairing. Then I finally got around to
packing my watch! I won’t get it mailed right away because
we’ll be in the field at noon tomorrow, and 1 have a service
club detail on Saturday.

Also | addressed and tied up our platoon picture from
Benning. That I put a 3-cent stamp on and put it in the box.
Our company picture went for 3 cents from there, and so |
knew about 1t..

I put in for an overnight pass for Sat. night, but 1
won’t be able to get off until 4:30 or so Sat. Otherwise |
should be off at 4:00 and could get a ride on the regular
Sat. p.m. convoy to town. For the place 1 put Chapel Hill,
but 1°ve never written Earl and don”’t know just where 1”11
go. ITf 1 don’t get anything written Sun., you’ll know I
wasn’t here. 1°’d have to be back Sun. midnight for fire
guard In the company Monday .

Is G’ma 80 tomorrow? I can never remember what year she
was born. Well, 1’11 get to bed now so this is all.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
Apr. 30, 1944

Dear Folks,

I am just back from dinner and won’t write too much.
Last night 1 went to town about 4:30 with a pass good from
then until tonight midnight. Before 1 went in we had choir
practice at 2:30. 15* Sgt. Goodlow relieved me at noon from
my service club detail so I could go. 1 played volleyball in
the mass games from 1-2 and then got cleaned up.

In town (by the way I got the T/5 and one of our
chaplain’s assistants and had the baritone solo parts in the
“Crucifixion.” After that 1 went up to the First Pres. for
their Sat. night supper. 1 went with one of the ladies for
1ice and Cokes.

Two of our choir members, including Foster from
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Nashville who knows Emma Laura, came shortly after 1 did. We
had hamburgers (3 for me) onion, pickles, ketchup, mustard,
cole slaw, iced tea, Coke. After supper we went in the “hut”
and played games. Albert E. came in after supper and at the
close of the evening he and I walked Matilda Alexander (the
preacher’s daughter) and her cousin (who goes to college at
Red Springs, N.C.) home. We listened to the radio and talked
awhile. Then we came back on the GI convoy. 1 didn’t get
awake to get up this a.m. til 9:30, washed my socks, etc.
and went to church.

This afternoon A. and I are going to town about 2 and
will find our way to the Baptist Church by 7. This 1s a
union service and Dr. Pugh of Phila is going to speak. Quite
an honor for us to sing.

I heard from Aunt M. yesterday, also Aunt Lulu
(herself) via Benning. Just got your letter of Fri., also
Mrs. Sears. 1 am quite sure I°’m going to be here and stay
with the division. One other of our bunch that came in at
the same time has his name posted for a furlough, but I hear
they are all going to be postponed until after certain squad
problems the first half of May. So 1 do feel | should get
one soon, and 1°d rather have folks come after that as I
said before-sometime when I wasn’t so nearly due.

Notice my picture in the Sentinel at the address by the
general a week ago yesterday. The man with his back to you
with the helmet liner is Maj. Kirkland, formerly Capt. of Co
A and Com. Off. of the training battalion.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 2, 1944

Dear Folks,

Just a line to say that I am going on a 3-day squad
problem tomorrow and will get nothing else written until
Sat. 1 was on KP today and we finished by 6:45-very good.
I1’ve been scurrying around getting ready for tomorrow.

Being on KP, 1 wasn’t to mail call, and 1 think no one
who knows me was. The mail orderly probably thought 1 was
already on a problem and so kept my mail. So all I got was a
card from Bob Malick now in Richmond, Va.

Very nice and warm today. Must clean up and get to bed.

Love,
E.
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Fort Bragg, NC
May 5, 1944

Dear Folks,

Usually 1 never write on Friday, but because of our
problem we have tomorrow a.m. to get cleaned up; therefore 1
don’t have to do so much tonight. We arrived about 4:30 this
afternoon, having been picked up at 4 by the trucks. We made
out OK, but are glad to be back. 1 have Auntie R’s two
letters, Mother’s four, one from Auntie M and G’ma Strait
plus the package from home and one from Auntie M.

I detect only the one undershirt at present. This
summer 1711 want to change almost everyday so maybe I ought
to have about 5 more pants and 8 more shirts. I won’t answer
your questions tonight. 1’m on fire guard tomorrow so will
be catching up on writing then. Last Tuesday (as 1 wrote) |
had as my only mail a card from Bob M. letting me know his
new address. Richmond is just 215 miles from here.

Will continue my work now. Good night. Love, E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 8, 1944

Dear Marion,

I will really give the news to you. Sat. eve. |
continued to write, catching up quite well. Sun. a.m. 1|
didn’t get up for 8:00 breakfast, but Herman Rawlings from
Altoona and 1 went up to the service club for breakfast. It
cost $.55 and was very good—-cafeteria style.

After going to church and dinner and writing some more
I went over to the chapel for a short rehearsal before going
into town. We took our hymnals with us and sang all the way
In. This was a community sing and of course there was lots
of vocalizing other than our special numbers. Then we went
over to the Presbyterian church for supper. The 399" choir
who was singing at their evening service was also there,
plus others as usual. The evening until 9:30 was supposed to
be free for us. The Presbyterians were having a youth
discussion group and then evening service but since this was
such a good chance some of us decided to go over to Hay St.
Methodist. First of all we observed the “inferior” 399%
practicing.

We arrived at Hay St., just a few blocks away, in time
for part of MYF. They had quite a crowd although I couldn’t
tell sitting way up front. One of the boys I met last Sun.
was 1/3 in charge and a corporal, evidently a supply student
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preacher once gave the topics. Several of the group were
supposed to sing “Living for Jesus,” and they asked some of
the 100™ Division to help them out. Lee Sistare, our
director (who was one of the six who went there, and
formerly Methodist organist at West Chester) encouraged us
and we obliged. He said he was humming the bass part.

Just think of all this singing. At the evening service,
a chaplain, of all people, spoke. 1 still haven’t heard a
civilian in his own church since Chap. Lecrone usually
preaches when we go out to sing. He is from our W. Virginia
conference and from Waynesburg, PA originally. It was the
church that he last served who started this Mother’s Day,
and the card 1°ve mailed separately refers to 1t. I got the
cards there last night.

Imagine all this singing, but my voice held out. The
Presbyterian folder [enclosed] 1 simply picked up—I wasn’t
there except for supper.

After the service | met Miss Williams, the Methodist
organist; Lee knows them all. We plan to go there sometime
soon.

We returned shortly after 10:00 and that’s about all. 1
guess 1’11 close and try to get off some non-family ones...

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 10, 1944

Dear Folks,

This morning our squad was on a problem and we had the
p-m. off to get cleaned up. Tonight the whole company has a
night problem on which we’re embarking shortly.

It was quite warm today and it was sprinkling a few
minutes ago. There really isn”t any news today. I had
letters from Mrs. Milt W’mson and Vernon besides Mother’s of

Monday .
Guess 1’11 get everything ready now and close.
Love,
E.
Fort Bragg, NC
May 11, 1944
Dear Beth,

Today we had off practically after the problem last
night from which we arrived back at 4:30 Thurs. a.m. I slept
until 11:30 when we eat dinner. I don’t know just how long
the off period was to be but it rather ran into the time
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when we were to mark our clothes.

The clippings [from newspaper, in envelope] are from
the Sun. The Marshall boy’s father was Pennsy & S & NY agent
at Marsh Hill, and 1°ve been there with Sharrows twice. The
other is Jesse Smith’s son, 1 think.

We are taking our weekly hike tonight (now that it’s
hot weather). In a few minutes 1 have to go to the rec. hall
about some programs. The hike isn’t until an hour later so I
may go or not. I got Mother’s and G’ma’s letters today.
G’ma’s postmarked only yesterday at 1 p.m.! Must close and
rush.

Love,
E.

May 14, 1944, Sun.

The choir was invited to sing at the baccalaureate service of the Chadbourn High School.
This town of 1500 is located on the Lumberton-Wilmington highway and the Florence-
Wilmington line of the ACL. This was Mother’s Day and each company of our regiment
entertained a couple from town with a son overseas and furnished two representatives to
accompany them to church followed by dinner in the mess hall. They were to return to town
about 1:30 and as we gathered to get the trucks for our engagement the parents were just
leaving.

We arrived in the late afternoon and had a brief rehearsal. Some of Lee’s folks were
there. Then we were taken to various homes for supper. Four of us went together to Stroles.
We were John Harvey, Jenkintown, PA; Elliot Stewart, Windsor, NC; and Albert
Eschenbach and | from home. The married daughter of the family was in the senior class and
Barbara was a junior. Ann, a younger daughter, looked a lot like Beth, and it turned out her
birthday is the same as Beth’s (the day before, May 13) and she is the same age.

We returned to the high school for the evening program and our numbers were fine.
Chap. Lecrone used the applicable parts of several sermons he’d preached before. We left

about 10 p.m. and arrived in the area by 12:00.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 14, 1944
Dear Marion,

Last night after choir practice in the afternoon I
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tried to go into town, but the buses were so crowded and
infrequent that I gave up and came back to the barracks
where 1 read and did a little washing besides listening to
the radio.

I am not officially the representative for meeting
those folks since 1 would sit with them and feel it my duty
to sing in the choir. This p.m. at 1:30 we are going to
Chadwick to sing for the baccalaureate service. Will stop
now to go to church and a small rehearsal iIn the boiler room
beforehand.

1:15 — Now must rush to get back to start. Church and
dinner were very nice. At dinner were Capt. Kierniesky’s
wife and baby and another couple as his guests plus our co.
couple.

Got Mother’s letter of Fri. Will answer all questions
later.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 15, 1944

Dear Folks,

Tonight we signed the payroll, and after waiting a long
time it was finally accomplished. Since it is done by rank,
and being the lowest of the low and an “S,” 1 was very near
the end.

We waited a long time without doing anything, but 1
felt too lazy to walk back to the barracks for any reading
or writing materials.

Yesterday we had a very nice time at Chadbourn, as it
is properly spelled. The one little girl, also looking like
Beth, at the home where four of us were entertained is
exactly as old as Beth. Imagine my surprise when she said
her birthday was “yesterday” (the 13'). She took her
address and said she was writing, so don’t be surprised.

The service wasn’t until 8 p.m. so we had several hours
to talk and eat. AE, John Harvey, Jenkintown; a Stewart boy
from Windsor, NC, and 1 were at the one place, Strole’s.

One daughter is in the graduating class and another was
an usher or something; a junior. The sister’s name is
(something) Ann...

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 17, 1944
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Dear Marion,

We continue to be busy and will be for another week
until this inspector general’s visit Is over. Tomorrow is
the day when we put on that demonstration for the visiting
pressmen and we have to get up a half hour early, at 5:30.

I got a return note from Mrs. Swartz today, mailed only
about 28 hours before iIn York.

Tell Beth 1 enjoyed hearing all about Spacky and her
trip. Let me know when they tell about her on the radio.
Remind her also that the swimming season in all the ponds
and lakes on the post opened last Sat. as per “Sentinel,”
and that 1 was 1In two months ago today in Creek at
Carmouche Range in Georgia.

Mr. D.A. is giving forth down the way, but 1°m not
following 1t, due to talking on other folks” and writing on
my part.

There are a couple of cute puppies that hang around
here. Yesterday one of them ate the meat out of someone’s
mess kit while he was getting something else. We ate outside
while they varnished the table tops for this inspection.
Very cute except for said part (?).

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 21, 1944

Dear Beth and all,

Well, church is over, and now 1°m going to catch up on
my writing as best I can. We are singing today, but not
until the evening at the First. Pres. All the Protestant
churches of F’ville are supposed to be entertaining the
Protestants of the division. There will be about 100 voices
in the choir and some of us will have to sing from the
balcony which goes around three sides of the church. Lee is
playing the organ.

Yesterday we went to town—that is, | did—going in on
the convoy at 4:15. Believe it or not, I got my picture
taken at a studio. The proofs will be ready next Saturday;
there are two poses. | am getting three tinted ones, 8" X
10” for $8.

After that I made a few minor purchases iIn the ten cent
store (!) and then went up to the First Presb for supper. We
had had a choir practice in the afternoon and Lee arrived a
little late, having been home for two days, and of course
the train was late. He just lives across the border at Clio,
SC and last week his mother, aunt and sister were at
Chadbourn to hear us. Lee and several others of us in the
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choir came out with the Lecrones who were coming out to an
officers” dance or party.

Despite all the cleaning we’d done this week, we did as
usual or better on Friday night and hence 1 didn”t write.

By the way, send me my swimming suilt because | might
want to go In one of these days.

All the Strole children are at home. Tell Mother that
the reason 1 sent the letter to her last week with the
package, etc., is that I thought she could take care of it
better and that it wasn’t private at all.

Well, the news isn’t extraordinary so 1’11 close. There
Is a corporal from Huntingdon on our floor. Long live PAI!

Love,
E.

I bought the pocket edition of Pvt. Hargrove yesterday,
thought it was high time 1 read it. Enclosed are some views
of the burg.

E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 22, 1944

Dear Folks,

I’ve just finished writing to Bill (NY), Red (Neb.),
(Wis.), and Bob (Va.) besides Lucile Antes. The
weather continues to be so enervating as Sally Lehman said

in our play.

Today I got Mother’s letters of Fri. and Sat. Everyone
coming or writing from up north writes of the chilly or cool
weather.

1’1l enclose the program from last night. 1 knew Mr.
Ferneyhough was going to write to our parents some time.

Today was hot as ever but bearable. Think 1”11 close to
get ready for bed. Mr. Beale’s knife arrived today via
Auntie M.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 23, 1944

Dear Grandma and all,

Well, a year ago tonight 1 was in Philadelphia with Mr.
& Carl Strub trying to get transferred to the V-12. 1 often
remark how different things might have been in it. And then
I went over to Atlantic City on Ditty’s birthday returning
Tues. night. Leap year makes it two days later this year.

Note the top of page one of the Observer. Imagine 93
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degrees at 2 p.m.! 1 sweat and sweat and took a salt pill at
noon and supper. We were in the field today and it surely
was hot. Also here is Sunday’s program which 1 forgot to
enclose. Auntie M. and all comment on the cool weather up
north...

Tell Mother they don’t give 3-day passes here and that
1’d come home in a second on a weekender when | get one.

I looked at the Co. picture in the day room yesterday
and the Rawlings boy is 9" from the left end (as you look
at it) and in the same kneeling row as I. He says he looks
mad .

Service Co. has people who are important to our
functioning but not regular “line” companies. Its personnel
includes truck drivers, chaplain’s assistants, etc.

Well, Fibber McGee i1s almost over so 1’11 close.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
May 24, 1944

Dear Marion,

Enclosed is one of our shoulder patches just like 1
have on my sleeves. 1 don’t have many of them, so this one
will be for the whole family. You never saw one, although
the design was on the program at Eastertime, etc.

Today was hot again, but our program wasn’t as
strenuous as yesterday. Tonight we are going on our weekly
hike and I suppose i1t’ll be better than going iIn the
daytime.

I got Mother’s letter of Mon., Ditty’s papers and a
letter from June. | must get my equipment on later so 1’11
finish this letter.

12:30 Just back-have had coffee, cake, and shower
(bath). Did you hear “Pomp & Circumstance,” and Schubert’s
“Serenade” on the Voice of Firestone Mon. evening?

Now to bed.

Love,
E.

May 27, 1944, Sat.

I was constantly plagued by two of my platoon members to lend them $10 so they could go
to Raleigh. | steadfastly refused since this would bring my funds to less than my “furlough
minimum,” which was the amount | would need to get home plus a little extra, in case of any

emergency, even though I didn’t expect a regular furlough.
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The furloughs were coming in our company then by the time you’d been in the army
or since you’d had your last furlough. I expected one shortly, but the would-be borrowers
said | couldn’t possibly get one before so-and-so and it would be perfectly safe for me.

When | got to the orderly room for my pass the first sergeant asked me if I never read
the bulletin board. I replied yes, at least once a day but hadn’t for that day yet and asked him
what 1’d done or failed to do. He replied that | was going on furlough Tues. afternoon and
didn’t even know it. Just then in walked the two asking for the ten. I said, “Excuse me for
making a fuss in your orderly room, Sgt. Goodlow, but | just have to tell these fellows about
my furlough.”

I went to the chapel after Lee, and we got a ride to town with Chap. Lecrone. They
said that the chaplain was preaching the next day at the Methodist Church in Lee’s
hometown, and that to facilitate an early start Lee would stay with Lecrones that night. As
we were getting out of the car they lamented the fact I couldn’t go along and then suddenly
the chaplain said there was no reason I couldn’t and asked me both on the trip and to spend
the night.

Lee and I did our collective errands: | bought my ticket, went to choose the proof
from my picture which was taken at the Rembrandt the previous Sat. | sent telegrams to
Mother, Auntie M. and Jane. Then we spent a long evening at the First Presbyterian and

returned to Lecrones about 11:30 where Lee and | shared a room. So to bed.

May 28, 1944 - Sun.

We arose, ate and were on our way by 8:15. We took U.S. 15A south through Raeford and
Lauerenburg to McColl, S.C.; then left to Clio. We stopped at Sistares' and met the family.
Soon we left for the 10:00 service where Lee played the piano, Mrs. L. sang two solos and |
helped in the choir. We had to hurry away for the 11:00 service in St. Paul’s Church, or
rather, the Church at St. Paul. Here the music was the same, but Chap. Lecrone told of a
chaplain’s work. I led in the pledge to the flag. We (Lee and I) were entertained at the home
of the E.C. Rogers. This again was very typical, a large plantation home. The dinner was
delicious and we enjoyed talking. Soon, Rev. Mr. & Mrs. Hoffmeyer returned to take us
back to Clio. The Lecrones and children and Mrs. Heindman ate at a hotel in Dillon.

Here we went sightseeing and enjoyed talking, playing the piano, radio and
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phonograph. Again we enjoyed a fine meal and about 7:00 the L’s thought we should return
because of their children. We drove back without incident and Lee and I left them on Hay

Street. Mrs. Heindman asked me to call her sister while | was home.

May 30, 1944, Tues.

The great day arrived at last. | was all packed — both barracks bags and my furlough bag. In
the morning we went through the infiltration course and as we were cleaning up afterwards
we heard the Memorial Day broadcast from Ft. Meade. They used two of our numbers, “We
Gather Together” and Beethoven’s “The Heavens Are Telling.” In the p.m. we had
swimming in McFayden’s Pond. They promised me | could have my furlough papers at 4
p.m. After swimming | sweated out a first aid class. Thank goodness because of a battalion
retreat parade the company came in early. About 3:15 we left the lecture area and by four I
was all dressed, had my barracks bag turned in, had my papers, and was on my way to the
PX for the bus. I didn’t shower because of the swim.

At the PX | found Jerry Mulvaney (Crookston, Minn.) and “Red” Caldon Norman
(Minneapolis) who were also going. The bus came about 4:15 and we landed at the station
by 5 to find 5:30 marked an hour late. While the others were out | wired the Witmans of
passing through and met Nell Lancaster, on her way home for the summer. Soon we got in
line for the train which arrived about 6:45 (ACL No. 76, The Havana Special). We got on
okay, but I sat on one of Nell’s suitcases to beyond Rocky Mt. (Kay Kyser’s hometown). At
Richmond she got off, and I did also, to help her with her luggage and to partake of Red

Cross iced tea and cookies. We were about as late as before and it was near midnight.

May 31, 1944 - Wed.

Arrived Washington about 3 a.m. We three washed, checked our stuff, ate a little in the
canteen, and started on a brief sightseeing walk. Returning, we asked to be wakened at 7:00
and settled down in the USO lounge, formerly the Presidential Suite. By 7, there was already
the beginnings of a crowd around Gate No. 17, for the 8:10 (No. 25-571). When the gate
opened, | got in the Buffalo reclining seat coach, while the others got in one of the Pittsburgh
cars.

We moved along on time, and at Harrisburg the Philadelphia cars were added to each
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train. At Sunbury the Witmans were on hand — all four of them. Soon we arrived home
where | was met by a large part of the family and Spacky. As I saw her on the leash | gasped,
“Is that our dog?”” Although | had pictures of her in Feb. at which time she’d changed much,
she still looked big to me. We stopped for a minute at Grandpa and Grandma Strait’s and
then went home. Home! How much I’d done since last | saw it, Jan. 10. About 11:30 we
were surprised by Auntie M., who had arrived on the Susquehannock. Every word of

conversation had to be repeated and we went to bed about 2 a.m.

June 1, 1944 - Thurs.

I slept late and “brunched.” I wasn’t out of the house all day.

June 2, 1944 - Fri.
Went down to high school and visited all morning and until special period. Band played for

chapel and I attended the band instrumental music class first period. | played a little there.

June 3, 1944 - Sat.
Jane and | went to see Show Business at the Capitol. We had supper in the backyard cooked

on the charcoal grill.

Jun. 4, 1944 - Sunday

Children’s Day and church was combined. It was supposed to be the second Sunday in June,
but because of baccalaureate the same day, our church put it up a week. The baccalaureate
was in the afternoon this year and so wouldn’t have interfered anyway. | had counted on
regular Sunday school and singing in the choir. Henry and Frank drove up and in the p.m.,
he June, Jane and | went up to Salladasburg, where he called on an MFC friend of his, and
returned to Sears for supper. They (Witmans) had asked me down sometime during my stay
and they thought maybe I’d go back with him that night. Since Auntie M. was home
especially to see me | decided to go as far as Sunbury with her the next day. Jane went back

to Lewisburg with them, though.

June 5, 1944 - Mon.
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Auntie M. and | departed on the 2:48 and soon reached Sunbury. | saw Mr. Marsh Turner at
the station and Frank was there to meet me. We waited until the train left. After supper Hank,
Bill Kinney and I went to see Passage to Marseille and afterwards went to the snack place
on the Shamokin road. Then we escorted Mrs. Witman home from Henningers in the next

block and so to bed.

D-Day: June 6, 1944 - Tues.
We were awakened by telephone at 4 a.m. Hank answered and called his dad to say that it
was the radio station WKOK and they had just heard the invasion of western Europe had
started and they wanted him to come up and pray. However, someone else was secured and
Mr. Witman occupied the 8:30 slot. | visited the radio station during the a.m., being taken by
Mrs. W. on her way to a district convention in Danville. We ate lunch and | took Reading
No. 5 at 3:50 or so for Muncy where | was to eat at Uncle Bill and Aunt M’s. We went to the
Episcopal church for D-Day services at 7:30 p.m. Then they drove us home. The Gazette &
Bulletin had an extra which just had the two lines, “INVASION LAUNCHED” on the top
half of the first page.

I thought maybe the invasion would be around Grandma Smith’s, April 28. However,

June 6 was both Mrs. Witman’s and Red’s, who had just returned to Lincoln A.A.F.

June 8, 1944 - Thurs.

I went to Lewisburg on the 10 a.m. bus. Jane met me and we ate lunch at KE house. How

strange to eat with a dining room full of girls. We inspected the campus and | saw quite a

few from our high school class. | returned home on the bus about 3:45 and went to Ditty’s

office to come home with her.

June 9, 1944 - Fri.
Today was spent doing all the lasts since | was to start back that night. Aunt M. was up for
supper and | drove downtown after ice cream, after Grandma Strait (at a meeting) and after

Jane who was at Yerkes following Harry’s wedding. She was an usherette.
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June 10, 1944

We left for the station about 1:15. Train (No. 580, 1:38 AM) was on time arriving but due to
engine trouble didn’t leave until 2:00. It was quite crowded. | made the acquaintance of a girl
from Wellsboro going to see her husband at Cherry Point, going on the same trains with me
to Wilson, NC.

We got seats in the dining section of the café coach before Sunbury. At Harrisburg we
missed the 4:20 Washington connection and the 4:40 didn’t leave until about 5:20. We
arrived in Washington at 8:30, almost an hour late. Already there was a great crowd waiting
for the 9:30 (A.C.L. No. 375 - Washington-Miami Section Havana Special).

The only seats we got were in the club lounge and most of the trip was on time. We
arrived at Fayetteville about 4:30 p.m. | got a division area bus right at the station and was
soon “home” again.

I moved into the 4™ platoon barracks where 1’d been transferred the week before | left.

On the way from the bus (which came straight out Butner Road and left me off at
theater No. 3) I stopped in at the chapel and saw Lee and Alfred Hayden, with an evacuation
hospital on the main post. Alfred was a member of Lee’s choir in West Chester.

I spent the evening getting things in order and went to bed before 11 to sleep until 10
the next morning.

Less than two weeks after | returned from furlough, 1 was lucky enough to get a
weekend pass from Friday 4 p.m. to Monday 4 a.m. They were usually given until 6:00, but
the 1% Sgt. predicted an early reveille because of squad tests that day. One evening in the
middle of the week preceding Sunday, June 25, they said, “Who wants a pass for this
weekend?” Three of us responded and since there were only two passes, we flipped to see.
For once in my life I was lucky. Someone, on hearing | was going home on the pass after just
being there, said, “I wouldn’t go home so soon if | were you,” to which | replied as politely

as possible that he must remember that he wasn’t I.

Fayetteville, NC
June 10, 1944
(written on train at Richmond on return from furlough)

Dear Folks,
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We stood to just above Sunbury and then a trainman sent
us back to the next car, café car (half coach, half diner)
and now we’re sitting at tables on wooden chairs in the
dining part. It’s raining hard and steady after some
lightning at Milton. A girl beside me i1s going to see her
husband at Camp Lejeune. She goes to Wilson, not far above
F’ville. The train from Washington doesn’t go till 9:30. The
“8:00” referred to the train arriving from NY. Will send
wire from Wash. Love, E.

Richmond, VA
June 10, 1944

Dear Folks,

I suppose with the telegram, card, etc. the trip sounds
somewhat jumbled to you. As you know, we left home about 20
min. late, maintaining it to Harrisburg. Quite a few of us
were in the aisles, and one of these was a girl from
Wellsboro going to see her Marine husband at Camp Lejeune
for which the station i1s Wilson, NC, 74 miles above F’ville.
She asked me where I was going and was much relieved and
pleased to know that I was not only going to make the change
for Washington at H’bg, but continue on the ACL. It was she
who 1nformed me that this train leaves Washington at 9:30
instead of 8:00, which was the arriving time of a train of a
PRR train from NY. OFf course, none of us got the 3:55 train
at H’bg but waited for the 4:40 which arrives Wash 20 min.
later (1t says here!). Even this was 40 min. late all the
way down and we didn’t get to Wash till 8:25 or so. The
train was very long and had a double header like coming up.

The sign was up for our train even then, with a crowd
already gathering. They didn’t open the gates til 9:20, and
we got on near the front and tried to walk back. But since
it takes longer to go thru the cars than along the platform,
each car was fTilled about the time we got to it. The train
has all ACL cars of varying degrees of quality. We had
resigned ourselves to sitting In the last coach on a lady’s
suitcase, when a porter told us (a group) to stack our
luggage i1n the vestibule and come into the next car, a
tavern-lounge run by the RR and not the Pullman Co. I am at
a table with seats for two on each side and am writing here
now. This train is only 10 min. or so late. With the café
each ride from Sunbury-H’bg I am having quite a variety. The
country has gradually flattened out since Harrisburg “which
iIs very sad.” A girl going to A.C. who lives in
Montoursville asked me for a place to stay when 1 said 1
knew the town. 1 recommended Martins and gave her one of
their cards which 1°ve been carrying, with explicit diagram
on the back with my signature also.

© 2007 Marcia S. Davis 69



About 1:00 we went thru North Petersburg, which is less than
50 miles from the N. Carolina line.

The trip seems to be going fast, although I didn’t
sleep except between H’bg and Baltimore (awaking at York),
and some above Richmond.

I won’t go to sleep now, but get a card off to Auntie
M., etc. 1 have not eaten very much (3 roll sandwiches, 2 %
pints milk), partially because of my public position. I°m
really not hungry.

Love to all, E.

We don”t stop Richmond to Rocky Mount, which is the
longest non-stop run I’ve ever made, | think, 125 miles.

Send underwear, picture folder and our 2 sets of
pictures.

Fort Bragg, NC
June 11, 1944

Dear Beth,

Our dinner was over early as usual, and the ones coming
from church are among the last to get there. It always makes
a longer afternoon than at home, but of course we have a
supper early comparatively to other nights.

Yesterday on the bus coming out to the east (?) I
noticed a T/4 in the medics who sings with us occasionally.
He was in the choir at West Chester and 1 saw him go into
the chapel. 1 thought 1°d drop 1n and see who was there. Lee
was running a dust mop over the chancel floor and so |
talked for a few minutes there. Our company barracks and
area were surely deserted. Quite a few moved out and others
on furlough.

Corporal Damon, who owed me the money and is acting as
supply sergeant during the absence of the regular one, got
me my stuff and then | proceeded to get myself organized
here in the 4 platoon barracks. It was just about 10 last
night when 1 had things ready enough to be really finished.
This included hanging things up and getting my foot locker
arranged. This took me until about lights out and then 1
repaired to the latrine to write, wash, shower, etc. It was
11 o’clock when I got to bed, but I didn’t get awake till
9:45 this a.m. I went to church, and the rather small choir
sang an old unison number. Since church and dinner 1”ve been
writing. It’s now 7:00, but I’ve just been talking and
taking it easy, plus eating supper.

At the chapel 1 got all these papers (all 3 different)
about our program 2 weeks ago. 1 brought them over and am
sending them home, marked, in one of the envelopes 1 get the
Grit in.
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I could tell 1 was in the South when 1 got back, but
iIt’s not so hot on the first floor here. 1 haven’t done
anything else all day (the choir not having an engagement).
Sometime you might send two or three of those hangers
covered with the cardboard “roller.” I got Mother’s letter
of Fri. and Thurs. Sunday but none of my back mail. I wasn’t
to the mail call though! 1 thought Mother was writing it on
Friday maybe. Love, E. Tell Marion not to forget to write.

Love again, E.

Fort Bragg, NC
June 14, 1944

Dear Folks,

Well, it”’s almost 10:00 now and 1 just got back from
the chapel. 1 got off KP about 8 and found a note here from
Lee that rehearsal was at 8 instead of 7:15 as usual. There
were so few there (no doubt due to the weather, etc.) that
we just talked in Chap. Tyler’s office.

Chap. Lecrone asked me to call Mrs. Heindman after 1
mentioned that 1°d talked to Mrs. Reed. While 1 was at the
chapel, and ever since, we’ve been having a hard
thundershower. It stopped just long enough for us to get
back.

Tomorrow, being Infantry Day (nationwide), all we do is
see a parade with nothing else, 1 hope. You remember 1 told
you about some of the fellows going to NY for the
celebration there. The storm”s cooled it off slightly. Must
now shower. Got Mother’s letter today.

Mother, sell my algebra book since 1 probably won’t
need i1t at another school. Call the office at school and
find out (by title and author) what it costs and sell i1t for
50 cents or so less since | think it cost $2.50 or $3.00.
It’s almost new, but since it’s Donald you could go down to
75 cents off cost. Use your own judgment.

Love,
E.

Fayetteville, NC
June 18, 1944

Dear Folks,

We are i1n the Anserdon St. USO In the music room where
some of the boys are playing records they made here. 1f this
doesn’t sound very well it’s because of all the conversation
and clatter. 1’11 make one some day.

Last night I was 1n and picked up my pictures finally.
They didn’t have quite enough finished, so | ordered enough
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to complete the order.

I had a third and final boil on my arm. The medics that
live upstairs advised me to go to sick call, so I did
yesterday. The doctor told me to bathe it and bring it to a
soft head and go back to the regimental dispensary at 3 p.m.
When 1 went back he opened it and they packed it with
sulfanilamide and a large bandage. It drained, and this
morning | had them put on a new one. Then 1°m going to sick
call again tomorrow as the doctor-lieutenant told me. 1 had
a .4° temp. (99°) but it’s normal today and 1°ve felt fine.

Tonight we’re going to the community sing here, like
our choir sang at once. Then to the Pres. Church for supper.
Just now we’re playing the “Hallelujah Chorus.”

The box came yesterday and 1 thought all the pictures
were very good. I’ve shown them all around. Do you remember
Commencement a year ago today?

Love, E.
Fort Bragg, NC
June 19, 1944
Dear Mother,
As 1 wrote you yesterday, | got my pictures on Sat. 1

guess they didn’t get my order straight after all, so 1 had
to order some more finished ones.

In the envelope are 4 large ones (3 colored and 1
bronze), plus three little ones. 1 have ordered two
additional large tinted ones. | thought we’d have one at
home, Jane, G”’ma Smith and Ditty, Aunt Margaret, Auntie M.,
and G”’pa and G’ma Strait. 1’1l send Auntie M’s to her. Two
of the little ones are for the girls, and the other to
complete the Ditty and G’ma order. 1 didn’t think there
should be two big ones iIn one house. You deal them out as
best you can, and make the best disposition of the bronze
one.

Now I must rush to APO447. Very hot as per usual today.

Love,
E.

Fort Bragg, NC
June 19, 1944

Dear Marion,

I suppose you have a fairly good idea of my weekend,
although all the various letters must be confusing. After |
mailed the letter to you yesterday, we (the Foster boy from
Nashville and 1) went to the First Presbyterian for supper
and their meeting afterwards. Then we sang in Virginia’s
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(Mrs. Fischer’s) choir for the evening service.

We got the bus at the bus station at 9:30, and arrived
back about 10:15. I bought a book of tickets (12 for $1.20
or just half the cash of a one-way price).

I didn”t get the pictures sent today because the man at
the P.0O. didn’t think they were wrapped securely enough for
insuring. So I guess 1’11 have to get some additional
packing before mailing them.

We are in the middle of a hard thundershower, and the
light went out just a few minutes ago.

My arm is very good. It was redressed yesterday morning
and the doctor saw It at sick call today with my temp.
normal both times. It was also taken tonight with ditto at
the Dr.’s request.

The sun is coming out now, just setting (8:20) and very
golden. It seems to be cooler, too. (Also a rainbow).

Write me who went to M.F.C. this week from our church.
You’ll notice that this was more than a non-interesting
letter that you complain of, and I expect a little

reciprocity.
Sat. nite 1 didn’t come in till 12:15 on the 397’s
convoy.
Love,
Emory
OOO0OXXXXX

Fort Bragg, NC
June 20, 1944

Dear Folks,

I have obtained just around supper tonight one of the
two weekend passes for this week in our platoon. Therefore,
1’1l most probably be home sometime on Saturday. 1 hardly
felt it worth the telegram or something like that.
Connections and things are so uncertain, that one never
knows when one will arrive, but 1°m quite positive 1t’ll be
no later than the last time. Please notify Jane, as 1’m not
writing any more tonight.

It cooled off after the shower last night and today was
warm but with a very comfortable low humidity. Tonight is
really cool for a big change.

The clippings are from a letter from Auntie M. Among
the various ones she requested 1 send these.

Hope to see you soon. Will let you know 1f I get stuck.

Love,
E.
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Fort Bragg, NC
June 21, 1944
(in the field)

Dear Grandma,

Well here is today, the longest day of the year, and a
beautiful one that “What is so rare as..” fTits perfectly. As
I wrote last evening, 1t’s been definitely cooler since
Monday’s storm. Last night was definitely chilly and when |
got in bed about 10:30 after writing, 1 put a sheet and
blanket on right away. At 5:40 1 was cold enough to put the
other blanket on. They say that while 1 was home it was very
chilly here, too, as it was there.

Our platoon is firing the light machine gun today, and
very little of the time is spent iIn actual work of any kind.
There 1s some kind of over night bivouac tonight, and we are
to ride to the area on trucks, the rest of the company
evidently spending part of the day getting ready and going
out. So 1t looks as if being in the platoon gets us out of
some of the old routine stuff.

Yesterday eight of our company fired the carbine (which
we carry in lieu of rifles) for record and 1 got 174 out of
200 possible points, or one point below expert.

My plans for coming home aren’t as definite as they
were on the furlough and 1’11 probably resort to several
means iIn various combinations.

It was only luck plus a little extra brain power that I
thought to bring this paper and envelope along. When we go
in the p.m., we’ll be getting ready for the night, so 1’1l
just drop this in the box.

One of the boys has some paper in his pack, so I°m
going for 1t now and he’ll give me some to write a few extra
letters. I’m completely caught up, hearing only from Mother
and Auntie M. since 1 got back. Hope to see you,

Love,
E.

June 23, 1944 - Fri.
We were out on platoon tactics work along Longstreet Road. At 2:00 those going on pass
were excused to be marched into the company area by the ranking N.C.O. The shortest way
by distance lay across a bad, swampy place, so two of us went out to the road with
permission.

Shortly, we were picked up by a D-399 truck which took us as far as their area. We

walked the rest of the way and got a cold drink at the mess hall. Then we hurried into the
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barracks to get ready.

I was offered a ride into town with T/5 Strickland and we met him at the parking lot.
The ride to town was fast and we arrived at 4:30. The only thing | had to do was buy my
ticket and get in line for the train. I had notified the folks by special delivery during the
week.

There was a huge mob as usual and constantly we had to back up, with the arrival of
those with delays-en-route which are actually furloughs but technically special orders. The
train arrived on time and | got a seat in a Pennsy coach which was empty before Fayetteville.
The train lost about 15 minutes just loading passengers.

The t