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NOVEMBER 5, 1944


Fort Benning, Georgia


To son Larry





Postmarked Fort Benning, Ga., Nov. 8, 1944, 3:30 P.M. 


On stationery of 28th Company, 3rd Student Training Regiment


Fort Benning, Georgia


(Features blue shield with white sword and motto “FOLLOW ME”)





From Albert S. DeLong 32947775


(Same address as above)


Written by fountain pen, all in capital letters


						 Nov. 5, 1944





Dear Larry,





	I am going to write you a story. It will not be a very good story but it is a story that means a lot to me.


	Nearly three years ago in a little country village there were two people. These two persons were very happy. There was no war for this country then.


	Now these two persons knew that they were going to have a baby come to live with them and this made them more happy than they had ever been before for they had always want a baby for their own. Now the day was nearly here when their wish was to given them.


	The day finally came. It was your birthday. It was a wonderfull day.


	You came to live with your mother and father. Everything was ready for you. You were small and you were a lot of care. Your mother and father took the best of care of you that they could.


	Time went swiftly by and you grew – you cut your first tooth and then some more. You learned to play on the floor and then one day you began to walk. Your first birthday was celebrated. You also learned to talk. You played with your father and mother on the floor. Every night you took your bath with mother and helping you and then you went to bed usually after having a story read to you.


	The war came soon after you came to live with your mother and father but the war did not mean very much to this family then. This family were very happy.


	You grew & grew and soon another year had gone by and you had your second birthday. This day was not a very happy day for your mother and father for the war had come to mean very much to them. It was on this day that your father was examined for duty in the Army. A few days later your father left to go in the Army. Since then your father has seen you but once. Now you are a much bigger boy and you are nearly three years old. Your father is many miles away in an Army camp – and what is he doing but thinking of you and your mother. He is thinking of all these past three years and of all that you have meant to him and of all that you and he are going to do to make up for the time we are away from each other.


	Your father loves you and your mother more than ever and is planning to one day be with you and your mother to continue this story by living it.


						Love


						 “Dad” xxxxx        





























































































































NOVEMBER 12, 1944


Fort Benning, Georgia


To son Larry





On stationery identical to that of November 5, 1944 letter





						Nov. 12, 1944





My Dear Son Larry,





	This is your birthday Card. Your Dad was not able to find a nice store card for you do this will have to take its place.


	My greatest wish for you on your birthday is that you are well and happy. I know you have missed many of the things that other little boys have because your Dad has been away for nearly a year. There are many things I would have liked to have done for you but have not been able to. You can be sure that we will have some good times together when I can be home with you.


	You have been a good boy most of the time I am sure - some of the time you have to be a boy.


	I wish you all the happiness that any free American boy can have. You do not have everything that you perhaps should have because your mother and I have not been able to provide everything for you. We will do & give you everything we can.


	You have the best mother in the world. You have the best country in the world. You are the best boy in the world. I wish you the best of everything else in the world. 


	I am sending you some money. Maybe you and your mother will see something that you need and this money will buy or help buy.


	I sure do Love you.


	Be a good boy,


						Your Dad.  XXXXXXXX


Give your mother a big kiss and hug for ME















































AUGUST 26, 1945


Camp Rucker, Alabama


To son Larry 





On stationery bearing U.S. Army letterhead, showing two helmeted U.S. soldiers manning                      a machine gun in back of a moving  jeep  





Letter is written in red and blue colored pencils, with colors alternating between paragraphs and sentences





						Camp Rucker, Ala.


						Sunday Aug 26, 1945





Hello Old Buddy,





	This is you Dad again. I am writing to let you know that it is going to be a long time till I see you again.


 	Every day I am thinking of you and wishing I were there with you.


	I am so Glad that you liked my last letter. I will write you more often.


	I am going to write you a little story. I hope you will like it.


	There was a little boy Just two years old. This little boy was living in Worcester with his Dad & Mother. On the day he was two years old his Dad had to go away to be examined for the Army. It was not a very happy day for his dad was made a part of the Army & would have to leave the happy home and the little boy and his mother.


	Twenty-one days later the little boys Dad said good-bye to every one and kissed him and his mother for the last time for six long months.


	The little boy Grew. Part of the time he lived with his grand mother & grand father, Then one day his dad was home. He was home to be with mother & him on the day they were married eight years. He was there on the Fourth of July also but had to go back to Camp too soon. It was hard for him to leave the little boy and his mother.


	The first time the little boys dad left he went to Camp Upton and then to Camp Wolters, Texas and then to Camp Robinson, Arkansas. The next time his dad left he went to Camp Robinson. Soon his dad was made a Corporal. Then the Corporal went to Fort Benning, Georgia. Here he was given a commission as a Second Lieutenant and soon came home again.


	It was winter – cold & there was snow. The little boy and his mother and his Dad got the car ready and packed up and started to Camp Swift, Texas. It was a long hard trip but they all got there. They had to find a place to stay. The first place was on a Ranch and then a nice place in Austin.


	They could not stay there very long for the Army said the little boys Dad had to go to Camp Rucker, Ala. The little boy was older now. He and his mother drove the car to Camp Rucker and his dad rode on the train. There They all lived in a Housing Project and were very happy.


	One day the little boys mother was sick and had to go to the hospital. In a couple days the little boy had to go to the hospital also for he was sick. While the little boy and his mother were in the hospital his Dad was put on the alert to go overseas. Well, It was decided to all go back to Worcester and home so as soon as all were well enough they drove the car to Worcester. The time there went too fast and soon the little boys Dad had to go back to Camp. It was the hardest day of all.


	The little boy was so much of a buddy to his dad and his dad Loved him so much that it was almost more than his dad could do to kiss him good-bye as he lay asleep. Again at the train the little boys dad had to say good-bye to his mother & it was almost too much to do.


	The little boy is now again in Worcester and his dad is now going to Camp Roberts, California from where he is to go overseas. The war is over and the little boys dad will be safe but he is going to be very lonesome. It is going to be a long time till that little boy will see his dad again. The little boy is going to be good and help his mother all the time.


	Do you know who this little boy is? He is you and his mother is your mother and his Dad is me.


	Yes, my buddy, I am going over seas. You cannot understand what this means probably but some day you will perhaps for I will be able to tell you.


	Please be a good boy. Help your mother all you can. You can help. You can pick up your toys. You can draw coal on your wagon. You can do as she asks you to. I am sure you will. Grow big and have a good time. Never forget me and keep Loving me. I love you so much and want to do everything I can for you.


					To My Grand Boy – My son


						Love Dad xxxx


(Post-script or part of another letter)





	Today I saw the ocean. Also I saw lots of big fish. They were fish like you never have seen but you have eaten some of the same kind. When you eat them they come out of tin cans. I saw salmon and tuna fish and how they were cooked & put in the cans.


	Many times I think of you and your mother and wonder how you both are. I want you both to keep well & you can help by doing what your mother tells you to.


	Always Remember me & always keep Loving me. I love you very much. I sure do.


	I will write you again soon. I love you.


						Dad.       


	        


 
































MARCH 12, 1944


Camp Wolters, Texas


To Griswold family





Written on plain stationery by fountain pen





						Camp Wolters, Texas


						3-12-44





Dear Aunt Nettie, Uncle Wickham, and Anita





	Your cards and letters were very welcome. It certainly is good to get mail for then one knows that others are thinking of him.


	This is the last free day I expect to have for the next few weeks. This coming Friday we go out on maneuvers for several days and will not be able to write.


	We are having spring here. The grass is getting green & leaves are coming out on some of the scrub trees. The Iris are nearly ready to blossom.


	Dot & Larry are back home now and I believe they will be happier & more contented there from now on.


	The training period of seventeen weeks is beginning to come to an end. Eleven weeks have gone by. I am hoping I will be able to get home for a few days at least after I finish here about six weeks from now.


	Since being here I have studied and fired several weapons: the Garand rifle (30 Cal.), the Carbine, 30 Cal machine gun, hand grenade, rifle grenade, anti-tank genade and the 81 M.M. mortar. Have taken several hikes – some long, some short, some with heavy packs & some without, some fast & some slow and am still alive and feeling fine.


	Best regards to all of you. Good health. 


	I will be glad to hear from you anytime.





						Love.	


						     Albert.












































FEBRUARY 1, 1944


Camp Wolters, Texas


To wife Dot





Post card showing machine gun crew and smoke screen


Soldiers in “tin-pan” helmets at Camp Wolters


Addressed to Mrs. A.S. DeLong, 49½ Clinton Street,


	New York Mills, New York





Dear Dot,





	Am feeling fine & keeping busy. Will not be able to write more tonight. Have problem tomorrow night.





						Love “Al”




























































































MAY 5, 1944


Camp Joseph T. Robinson, Arkansas


To Carmen Caiazza





Postmarked Little Rock, Arkansas, May 6, 1944


Written on plain lined paper by fountain pen





						Co A. 110th I.T. Bn.


						Camp Joseph T. Robinson


						May 5, 1944  





Dear Carmen,





	Was very glad to get your letter today. It had been forwarded from Camp Wolters so was rather late in reaching me.


	I am “charge of quarters” tonight so am using the time I have to sit around in the orderly room to write a few letters.


	Since I was transferred directly from Camp Wolters here I was not able to get home. It was a very great disappointment to me for I had been looking forward for too long to getting home. Never again as long as I have to depend on the Army will I write home telling Dot that I expect to get home for the let down is too much after many plans and long weeks of anticipation. The first Sergeant at Camp Wolters told a group that I was in for shipment that we would be sent to either Fort Meade, Md., or Fort Ord, Cal. and that we would be given a ten day delay in route plus traveling time. When we finally got on the train & after writing home that I was coming we were brought here directly. Now, I do not know when I will be able to get home but am looking forward to one grand day when we will all go home to stay. What a day of rejoicing that will be for us.


	I will tell you a little about what I am doing here for I only know a little myself. The Pre-Pearl harbor fathers and the 18 year old boys were all that came here from Camp Wolters. We were supposed to have been a picked group but I guess they picked from the bottom of the list. However we are here as prospective Cadre. We are now going to Cadre school. It will be our duty to assist in the training of the new cycle which begins on May 15th. Those of us who make out O.K. will be given ratings in 30 days. Perhaps you had better not repeat this for if I don’t make the grade it might be a little embarassing to me if I ever get home. I am expecting though to make the grade of either sergeant or T/Sgt. Keep your fingers crossed & I may be a Corporal.


	Neither will I comment on Franklin Ames or Glen Ryder or some others that both you & I know of. Some of them that have larger families should be allowed to stay home but after all one man is no better than Another to serve his country.


	Pictures of our friends and loved ones back home sure do wonders for one.


	Those of us who came here from Camp Wolters were all split up. In my outfit there are a few of us Wolters boys & the rest have had from three to 6 years of service & most of them have either been in the Aelutians or the Caribean area.


	This camp is also an Infantry Replacement Training Center.


	I will be looking forward to hearing from you again & learning that you have found a good place for yourself.





						As ever


						       Albert.





	How would you like to be home dreaming of going fishing in the morning?      






































 





	






















































































SEPTEMBER 25, 1944


Fort Benning, Georgia


To Carmen Caiazza





Written on plain paper by fountain pen





						Fort Benning, Ga.


						Sept. 25, 1944





Dear Carmen,





	I regret that our correspondence has dropped off & all because I do not answer your letters. Your last letter was received a long time ago & I should have written you a long time ago. Here I am on the paper anyway.


	How are you anyway and what have you been doing? Perhaps I am behind time for I heard there was a possibility that you would move [to] St. Louis & that your family would be with you.


	 I have made another change. I am here at the Infantry School at Fort Benning in hopes that I will be able to make the grade & be commissioned as a Second lieutenant. Fifteen more weeks will tell the story. It was some what of a surprise to me that my application was accepted and after being interviewed by a couple of boards and a physical examination. I was ordered to come here. Here I am with a hard schedule which not only requires physical fitness but also mental ability & stamina to stand up under the nervous strain.


	Breaks seem to come slow in the service. I do believe that you will get as equally as good a break as I have & you should. The best break will be when we are able to go back home and live our own lives.


	I sure am going to miss the hunting season this fall. I sure would like to take the old shotgun & go after birds or later on walk my ass off in hopes of a glimpse of a deer. How about it? Wouldn’t it be grand?


	Best of luck, Carmen. Let me hear from you again & I will try to answer you sooner.





						Yours,


						      Albert.      



































LETTERS


from Albert S. DeLong





Transcripts from the Originals

















JULY 15, 1925


From Camp


To father 





Postmarked Cooperstown, New York, July 16, 1925  


Written on plain paper by pencil





						July 15 1925





	I received Irene’s letter just before I started to write this letter. I took a round trip on the steamer. I started from camp about 3 oclock When we reached Cooperstown we had to wait a half hour then we come back. We got back in time for revely. Revely is the positions we take before each meal. We went on the steamer the 13th.  Monkey Drill is the exercise we take in the morning before we get dressed. K.P. means Kitchen police. I slept the best last night of any night. We had a fine breakfast this morning. I don’t know How I will get Home. I wish you would come over Saturday night or afternoon and get me.





						Your son


						Albert  





						


















































JANUARY 11, 1933


From College


To father





Written on plain 3-holed lined paper, by fountain pen


Postmarked Oneonta, New York, January 12, 1933 





						65 Clinton St Oneonta


						Jan 11, 1933





Dear Dad,





	I don’t know yet how I am going to get home Friday but will find out in the morning and then finish this letter. It seems funny to be writing home but I guess I will get used to it. I don’t know hardly what to write about.


	Frank is going to come up home with me so you can plan on that for sure.


	I like it here very much. We have been having good eats and lots of them so far. Tomorrow morning we are having pan-cakes. It seems that they have them every Thursday. 


	My room mate is a stamp collector and spends a great deal of his time on that subject. We get along great. I don’t believe anyone could help but get along with him he is such a good natural little guy.


	I have lots more time to do things, like work in Chem lab, etc.


	Irene might be interested to know that Esther Lawyer has dinner here every day.


	I saw in the paper that Worcester beat Cobleskill high school. I wonder how the town team game came out.


	Donald says that his sister is coming down after him around 5 oclock and we can ride up with them so I will probably be getting home around 6.


	I have just had dinner and it is time to walk up the hill so I guess I will have to quite.


	I’ll be seeing you all soon again.





						Albert






































JANUARY 18, 1933


From College


To father





Written on lined, 3-holed paper by fountain pen


Postmarked Oneonta, New York, January 19, 1933





						65 Clinton Street


						Jan. 18, 1933





Dear Dad,





	I have just been cleaning my pen and the ink is rather weak. I must have left some water in it.


	I went to the Basket Ball game last night that the college played against Ithaca College and we got beat 51 to 36. It was a rotten game.


	I will have to do some studying yet tonight as I am supposed to give a report in Philosophy tomorrow on Aristotle’s theory of reality. I don’t care much about giving it because I don’t know much about it and what I can find is so mixed up; It is hard to find out what “the old boy” really does think about reality. I also have to write a confession of my philosophic faith before the end of the semester. I guess I will do that at home this week end if there isn’t much to side track me. You might remind me of it. Perhaps that will get me started. I will have to think up a lot of hooey.


	Probably it will take you some time to read this. You will just have to get used to my peculiar script. 


	I don’t know as yet how I will be coming home but I think probably with Bolts. I will be coming some how anyway. It won’t be necessary for you or Irene to come after me unless you especially want to come down.


	The other fellows have just come in. They have been down town. I haven’t been down town this week except last night to the game and then Stanhouse took me down & brought me back.


	Caryl Bogart was at college today. There are so many sick where he teaches that they let out school for the rest of the week.


	It seemed good to be home last week end although It had only been a little while I was away. It won’t be long now before I will be home again and there surely is no place quite as good as home.





						Love


							Albert





the telephone number is 629W














FEBRUARY 2, 1933


From College


To father





Written on plain note paper by fountain pen


Postmarked Oneonta, New York, February 2, 1933 





						Oneonta, New York


						Feb. 2, 1933.





Dear Dad,





	All my tests are over and I am spending my time in Chem. lab. Now. The tests have not been bad and I am sure of passing everything except possibly Chemistry. I think I will get through that too but it is the only thing which I have any doubts about.


	I reported another unknown in Chem. this morning and got 100. It sure sounded good and it will help some on the final mark.


	I meant to write you last night but we got to playing bridge downstairs and when we quite it was about 10:30 and I was ready for bed.


	Frances said if the roads were good that she would be going up Friday. I guess there is no doubt about the roads being good but there was Sunday when she let me out down here. She said she expected to go to Milford. I would like to go somehow.


	I see that the town team beat Herieffs. That is pretty good. Milford only beat them by one point.


	My room mate has not been back yet. He has missed all his exams. Knapps got a letter from him yesterday saying he had been quite sick with the Grip & Flu. He has had a nurse taking care of him. He said he was feeling better but had not been out of doors yet.





						Yours


						      Albert.















































MARCH 1, 1933


From College


To father





Written on plain note paper by fountain pen


Postmarked Oneonta, New York, March 2, 1933





						Oneonta, New York


						March 1, 1933





Dear Dad,





	I have my work in chemistry most caught up now and will have to pay my bill probably some time next week at least by the 13th. I have not much of an idea of what it will come to but probably around $10.


	I guess my room mate will never come back. He surely won’t come to college this late. I wish he would come and take his things home though.


	I have a test tomorrow and two on Friday so I guess Fraternity meeting will be pretty short for me tomorrow night.


	Well, yesterday I got weighed again and the scales tipped to 147 lbs. We have pancakes and sausage in the morning that will help some more towards 150. When I get up there that will be about enough to carry around.


	The hill is nice and slippery now on the path. I guess the cars get up O.K.


	Frances will be my chauffeur again on Friday. It is nice to have some one come around to your house and blow the horn for you to come out and get in and soon you are home at the supper table and in the meantime you have enjoyed all the pleasures of home with heat and even the pleasant voice of an old maid school teacher ringing in your ears (In one & out the other)


	I’ll be seeing you soon





						Love


						      	Albert


                          














  





























DECEMBER 31, 1944


Fort Benning, Georgia


To father





Written on stationery with eagle insignia and heading “United States Army”


Fountain pen





						Fort Benning, Ga.


						Dec. 31, 1944





Dear Dad,





	I certainly appreciate your promptness in complying with my request for money. I thank you also for your generous gift.


	The time is day by day growing shorter & the days is slowly approaching when I will leave this post as a Second lieutenant for an assignment elsewhere. The time between here and there is going to be altogether too short. The time has been reduced from 10 days delay-in-route to five days. That was the last order we have had, however last night there was a rumor around that it had been changed back to 10 days – I surely hope so.


	I do not know definitely what my plans will be but temporarily my plans are to leave here on the 11th at 3:50 PM, arrive in New York on the 12th at 6:00 PM, and go to Albany on the first train I can get where I expect to meet Dot & Larry & get home on the 13th sometime, I hope on the morning train. Being in the winter & the travel or road conditions not too certain I believe we had better not plan on your meeting me by car, but thanks a lot for offering & if there is any change I will let you know.


	I have a pullman reservation from here to New York – that is another fellow & I have the pullman together. He lives on Long Island & will give me some help if I need any getting out of New York.


	I have arrangements for part of my uniform. They are very hard to get & very expensive. I have the blouse (coat), dark trousers, a shirt, a cap & garrison hat & a rain coat. Have yet to get a green shirt & an over coat or short coat of some kind & also the eight trousers.


	I really can’t make any definite plans about what I will do at home. If I get any time at all I would like to do a lot of things. Just a few days to live with the family at home sure would mean a lot to me. It is my longing desire to return & live as in the years before the war. I am almost afraid at times of my actions toward some of the fellows of my age at home who are not in the service. There is a bitternress within me toward anyone who would deliberately attempt to avoid a responsibility so great to the country and to all the people.


	Thanks for all you have done – for your gift – and for all you may do for me later.





						Love


						     Albert.








MAY 9, 1945


Camp Rucker, Alabama


To father





Written on plain stationery by fountain pen


Postmarked May 10, 1945





Dear Dad,





	There is not much news here. We are all well.


	The weather is not as warm as it was a couple of weeks ago. For the most part the weather has been quite agreeable. When it rains it rains and hard but within a few minutes after the sun comes out. You would hardly know that it had rained,


	Right now I am sitting in the guard house. The second battalion is on the alert this week for any trouble that might arise from the Prisoners of war here. I am therefore restricted to the Regimental area for the week. I will not be able to get home till Monday night unless the alert is lifted prior to then. We are rather hopeful that it will be lifted because of the official announcement of VE day.


	VE Day was not celebrated here on the post. Rather the oposite occurred.—the whole post was restricted. No reason was given but I believe the restriction was to keep the soldiers from celebrating too boisterously in the towns neighboring. Each Regiment had a brief ceremony with the commanding officer giving a brief message. The general theme at present is “Two down – one to go.” Italy & Germany defeated – Japan yet to defeat.


	It is not official as yet but we have been changed from an I.R.T.C. to an I.A.R.T.C. the same as we were in Camp Swift. We have received a training master Schedule for the six weeks advanced training for the troops we are expected to receive sometime in the future.


	I am glad to learn that Smiths have a man to work. I do not know him but have had occasion to call at the Pilley farm a couple of times.


	We received quite a newsy letter from Aunt Florence a few days ago. We will hardly know the home town when we do return with all the changes of property taking place.


	You asked about my pay. Aside from the base pay I am allowed for housing & rations. It makes my total pay check the largest I ever received. Then I repay for housing the rations that which I receive – not all but enough to make a sizeable dent.


	Dot & Larry were out to visit me last night. We went to a movie and then had ice-cream at the PX. She & Larry then returned home. I am expecting them out again tomorrow night.





						Love


						      Albert.                











OCTOBER 30, 1955


Worcester, New York


To driver whose car hit Buzzy





						Oct 30, 1955


						Worcester, NY





Mr. William Greenwood


74 Jay St.


Albany, NY





Dear Mr. Greenwood,





	Thinking of a week ago and your request to be advised concerning our dog. Please be advised that the dog suffered severe shock which has resulted in many complications which will undoubtedly leave him a helpless cripple the rest of his life. He has been receiving treatment regularly from the local animal hospital. As yet we have not received any bills from the hospital or for the services of the several attending vetinarys including the animal surgeons,


	No amount could be excessive to save this valuable blooded animal.


	Anything you may wish to do for this miserable dog to make his stay on earth more enjoyable certainly will be appreciated. His digestive tract seems to be O.K. His Diet consists of caviar, goats milk (Pasteurized of Course) and strained baby meats.


	Please do not send money unless you would like to help establish a foundation for the study of injured dogs in Worcester.


	We will advise you of the funeral arrangements a few years from now.





						Kindest regards 


						“Buzz”  
























































JUNE 14, 1986


Clifton Park, New York


To grandson Carl





Written on stationery card by ball-point pen





Dear Carl,





	Your grandmother and I are here with your father for fathers day. We missed you being with us and telling us what changes should be made at the restaurant. But anyway we had a good dinner. I had the usual Prime Rib (rare). You probably have these prime ribs quite often or don’t you.


	We think of you very often and really wish the very best but you are the one who can make the future good for yourself.





						Love you very much.


							Grandpa DeLong






















































































JUNE 26, 1991


Worcester, New York


To Great-grandson Derek





Message on birthday card





Derek.





	Your Great Grandmother Dorothy S. DeLong Bought this card for you on May 2 1991 two days before she Died.


	She loved you very much.





						Great Grandpa


							DeLong































































































AUGUST 21, 1995


Worcester, New York


To Great-grandson Derek





On plain typing paper





RD#2 Box 3


Worcester, New York


12197





							August 21, 1995





Dear Derek,





	I think of you often and wish the best of Life for you.


	I know you may not understand at this time but sometime you may realize all the hopes I have for you.


	You should know that there are those who love you and want a good life for you.


	You are my Great Grandson. Should your father have lived I would have been doing for him what I am now doing for you.


	Perhaps some time you will benefit in some small way from this gift.


	My very best wishes from your Great Grandfather & also to your mother.





						Love


						Albert S. DeLong    














   


 















































JUNE 4, 1945


Camp Rucker, Alabama


To father





Written on plain stationery by fountain pen





						June 4, 1945


						Camp Rucker, Ala


Dear Dad,





	We had expected to have gotten troops in yesterday but none arrived – at least none for us. Since we did not get the men we were scheduled to – the rumor is that we will now receive them on the 17th. It has been so long since I have done any work with men and with weapons that I feel rather rusty and am sure that if we ever do get troops I will have to do quiite a bit of brushing up. Perhaps it will all come back easily though.


	It has been very warm the last few days here. Friday both Dot & Larry were nearly sick from the heat and from the sun. Even though the heat & sun is now bad I am told that it is no worse during July & August than it is now.


	Larry was very glad to receive the money you sent. He now has a new truck to play with. Aside for his tricycle & a few blocks he had but few playthings so he appreciates what he has new. He is feeling just fine now. I wish I could have as nice a tan as he has. He is brown practically all over. I guess it must be because of the tan that he is not bothered by mosquitos & other insects. I know I am very vulnerable to them.


	I appreciate your continuing to send the papers. It seems there are a lot of new names in the Worcester Times. I wonder if I will know many of the people on the street when I get back there.


	I am planning on giving the car a rest for about three weeks because I am out of gasoline. I probably will not go home quite so often and will use the bus when I do go. I need another tire also but the quota is so low that the board will not give me one.


	It has been a problem to get any meat. I suppose you have the same difficulty at home. We were able to get some beef over the week end and sure did enjoy it.


	We are under a bit of a strain all the time for we do not know from one day to the next how long we are to be here. Officers are leaving here every five days and we are receiving a lot of overseas officers.


	There is always the possibility that I will be on the next order to leave for a port of replacement. Some officers have volunteered for overseas duty – some of them have gone & some have been left.


	We certainly wish you to be in the best of health.





						Love


						      Albert














JULY 7, 1945


Camp Rucker, Alabama


To father





Written on plain stationery by fountain pen    


						July 7, 1945


						Camp Rucker, Ala.


Dear Dad,





	Your acceptance of my apologies for my delinquency in writing will be appreciated.


	I have been very busy for the past several days. Outside of my regular work I have been pay officer & ammunition officer.


	We were bivouaced on the range from Sunday through Thursday this week. There I was in charge of all the ammunition for the battalion. We had drawn 172,424 rounds which is a lot to keep track of.


	The weather has been very warm but we have had a few showers which have given some relief.


	Dot & Larry are both well when I seen them Thursday night. I believe they are getting more & more used to the heat. Larry is growing of course and is also getting some pretty big ideas as to the importance in having things the way he would like them.


	This is a very hurried note. It is very near time for the company to go to work so I will sign off & write again very soon.





						Your Son with love


							Albert



























































AUGUST 26, 1945


Camp Rucker, Alabama


To father





Written on stationery featuring two soldiers in a jeep at the letterhead, with “United States Army” below, by fountain pen





						Camp Rucker, Ala.


						Aug 26, 1945


Dear Dad,





	It is with varied emotions that I write you this letter. I have orders here before me assigning me to the I.R.T.C. Camp Roberts, California for subsequent overseas service. For twenty one months I have looked forward to this day now close at hand. It seems as though I have done so very little to bring the war to a close yet I have not shirked my responsibility to any duty assigned me in the service. To go overseas now that the war is over and with some slight prospects of being discharged Perhaps within the next six months I do not especially care for.


	There are so many men here with no family ties who have seen longer and also less time in the service than I that it would seem rather an injustice. It is not for me to ask why. It is not for me to reason. It is not for me to complain. It is for me to carry on the duty required of me and trust take faith that it is for the ultimate good for all concerned.


	Circumstances being as they are I should liked to have remained here untill after the first of the year when our second child would be born. Whenever I do get to come home I will have more to come home to.


	I am to leave here on the 28th after midnight and am to report to Camp Roberts prior to noon on Sept 2nd. 


	At home there are many things that Dot will not know how to do and will not be able to do. I feel certain that both she and Larry will be able to take good care of themselves yet I cannot but be concerned for their welfare and health. The labor situation may change so swiftly that she will be able to find some good woman to come in to do the work when she returns from the hospital. I believe I have Dot & Larry pretty well provided for financially. As you know I have some obligations. These will be taken care of as quickly as possible. My actual pay will not be so very much from now as the greater portion is used in allotments but I expect to be able to save some money now that I am pretty well taken care of so far as clothing etc. are concerned.


	I do not know as yet just how I will travel but expect to go by train but do not know what route I will go by. I wish I had time to get home but haven’t.


	I am rather nervous. I write a few lines & get up and walk around then come back and write a few more so if this is quite mixed up please excuse it.


	Perhaps I am fortunate that I have not been sent overseas before now. At least there is comparatively safe now. It may also be that I will find a type of work to which I am better suited and will take some enjoyment in.


	This camp is about to close as an I.R.T.C. The 91st Division is coming here and with it three battalions of tank destroyers and an Ordinance outfit. I presume the 140th will be moving some where soon. We have changed officers so fast recently that there are but a few that I know now.


	I will write again & as soon as I have my address will let you know.





						Love


						      Albert























































































































SEPTEMBER 2, 1945


Camp Roberts, California


To father





Written on jeep-letterhead stationery, by fountain pen





						Camp Roberts, Cal.


						Sunday Sept 2, 1945


Dear Dad, 





	Will write a few lines to let you know that I am well and am thinking of you and everyone in Worcester.


	If I ever get out of the Army and back once again settled down at home, I believe, I will never want to see another train much less ride one. I am thoroughly tired of them.


	I am here but temporarily, Just how long I am to be here I do not know. I am ready to leave right now – get wherever I am to go – get the time I am to be there over with and get back.


	California – the parts I have seen at least – is much different than I expected. This camp is in the middle of nothing but a desert. There is not hardly a blade of grass anywhere & a very few small trees. It is warm days & cold nights. At Rucker we slept with no covers – but I have a blanket & a comforter over me.


	There are at least 500 officers in the same boat as I am here. They come from camps all over the country. Probably they will be on the same boat with me. I have seen a few fellows that I knew at Benning. It is good to see them & excellent tales of where we have been & what we know of others of the class.


	I find myself most of the time with my thoughts of you all in Worcester – the place I would like to be & with the people I would like to be associating with. Needless for me to say I am lonesome but I have been before and can make the best of the situation I find myself in.


	My concern is more for Dot & Larry than for myself. I cannot help but to wonder how they are.—what they are doing and how they are getting along.


	The trip here was long and tiresome. There was too much of the same scenery to look at to be interesting. Desert & mountains – cactus & rocks.


	I came through Montgomery, New Orleans, Houston, El Paso, Yuma, Los Angeles & finally here half way from Los Angeles to San Francisco. Fort Ord is about 100 miles north of here. I expect it to be my next stop but do not know when.


	Take good care of yourself.


						Love


						 	Albert.          		                  




















SEPTEMBER 4, 1945


Camp Roberts, California


To father





Written on stationery of Camp Roberts Officers Club, by fountain pen 





						Sept. 4, 1945


Dear Dad,





	It is but mid-afternoon here and very warm. It is a much dryer atmosphere here than it was in Alabama so one does not seem to mind it quite so much.


	I do not have a thing to do here as yet except tend to my personal affairs so I find time to hang heavy on my hands.


	There is not much to write about or I would spend my time writing. I realize that you are anxious to know where I am and what I am doing from day to day. I know no more about when I will be leaving here than I ever had and there is no way to find out.  There are about five hundred officers here. mostly second Lieutenants but some first lieutenants and some Captains, waiting as I am for further orders. It would seem that by this time the Army would have arrived at some system to eliminate as much unnecessary waste of time and money. Congress will probably step up the process of discharging men when it gets in session. There about 2,000 generals in the Army who do not wish to hasten the days when they are to return to a much lower rank in the regular Army. It is not that I expect or even hope for an early discharge with but 30 points and being but 32 years of age. I neither look for a discharge nor for a promotion. Of course, I would turn down neither of them were they offered me.


	I am here at the Club because there is no other place to go to be out of the sun. We are not allowed to remain in our quarters during the day and although I was assigned


to a company today there is nothing to do there.


	My address for a while will be Co. D 84th Bn 19th Regt.


	This company finishes its training cycle this week so there surely will be very little of anything for me to do there but receive my mail & to be carried on their morning report.


	I am still feeling fine. Am not enjoying myself very much for I am too lonesome too all alone but am making out O.K.


	Perhaps I will have some news to write about soon.


				


						Love


						      Albert  


 




















OCTOBER 7, 1945


Camp Adair, Oregon


To father





Written on plain stationery, by fountain pen





						Camp Adair, Oregon


							7 Oct 1945


Dear Dad,





	By now you know all the news concerning my future as far as I know up to date. I am to leave here Tuesday at 4:00 P.M. for Fort Laughton near Seattle, Washington. We are to leave here with troops. Whether we will take them all the way to the final destination I do not know but rather expect that we will. What that destination is I do not know. There are several rumors floating around. The most plausible of which is that we are going either to Manila or to Japan. One rumor is that we are going to Europe by way of the Canal. It really makes no difference but would like to know.


	As yet we do not have our A.P.O. Number but will have it as soon as we are entrained. There is some confusion as to what information is censored & so those that know all the information we would like to know are reluctant to tell us.


	It is now 10:30 A.M. here. It is a beautiful warm sunshiny day. I am waiting for a telephone call to come through to home. There seems to be more of a delay than there has been before. This will probably be the last call I will be able to make.


	I wonder who next will go on strike. Personally I have no sympathy with any of the strikers. Some of them may have legitimate reasons for striking but what are they to gain in the long run? I believe the majority of people in the country are living so much better than they ever have before that their lust for better living has gone beyond all reason. 


	I have to get my equipment and clothing ready for shipment today. It is difficult to know just what to take with me & what to have shipped. No matter how well one plans proaly will find that there will be some things in the wrong place.


	The World Series game is on. I am not much interested.


	Tomorrow we will probably spend inspecting the clothing and equipment of the men we are to take on this shipment.


	My last letter from Dot said that you have had snow. It seems very early to have snow. Perhaps I won’t see any this winter.


	I sure wish I were to be home now as the hunting season will soon be opening. Hunting is about the only recreation or Sport that I am much interested in. I sure would like to be traveling over the hills around home.


	Best wishes to everyone.


						Love


						     Albert.











NOVEMBER 5, 1945


Aboard SS Cape Victory


To father





Written on stationery with “AIR MAIL” in letterhead center, flanked by red, white and blue horizontal stripes; fountain pen





						5 Nov. 1945


						Monday.


Dear Dad,





	It has been a long time since I have written you but it seems longer since I have heard from anyone.


	Life has been rather dull since the 18th of October. The first day or two life on ship was a novelty but from then on it began to get monotonous. We have not been entirely without amusement. We have had a few movies and entertainments put on by the troops. From time to time there have been things to see such as ships, albatross, fish but most I have seen has been water. The last few days we have seen more than any time during the voyage. Day before yesterday we saw some land for the first time since leaving Seattle. These were small islands almost south of Tokyo and about a hundred miles from Tokyo.


	This ship that I am on was built as a cargo vessel & has been used as a transport since 1943. The SS Cape Victory was built by Consolidated Steel Corporation at an original cost of $2,500,000. Since about $2,000,000 has been spent on additional equipment & improvements. The ship is 417 feet 9 in. long – 60 feet wide – and 37½ feet deep. She is supposed to cruise at 14 knots with a top speed of 16½ knots. It costs about $3000 per day to operate.


	We have a crew of 58 men (Merchant Marine) – 30 Army officers and 986 enlisted men on board.


	My responsibilities on board have been very few. I have been Mess Officer for the voyage. I have little to do with the feeding of the men but am responsible for it and also for the feeding of the Junior Officers such as myself.


	We expect to reach the harbor of Nagasaki late tomorrow. As a whole the trip has been quite uneventful. I have been very well except for a couple days when I was very uncomfortable suffering from Sea Sickness.


	We ran into one storm & were not only taken off our course but lost nearly a whole day. We have had very few really nice days but as a whole the weather has not been bad.


	I, like everyone else, am anxious to get on land – even Japanese land. There may be mail waiting for me there & there will be something to do – something to see and will begin to take interest again.


	During the whole trip I have wondered many times how you are & how you all at home are getting along. I know it may be a long time, looking forward to it, that I am to be deprived of home life but am if nothing more learning to know how much home means and to appreciate home and loved ones. I do hope the time will pass quickly & that it will not be too long till I can be on my way back across this ocean.


	I will write again at the first opportunity ashore.





						Love


						      Albert.





























































































































NOVEMBER 18, 1945


Okasaki, Japan


To father





Written on stationery having Army eagle in upper left corner; fountain pen





						18 Nov. 1945


						11th Replacement Depot


						Okasaki, Japan





Dear Dad,





	Today is something of an occasion. It is Larry’s fourth Birthday. It completed my second year in the Army and one month since leaving the States.


	I doubt if this will reach you by your birthday but I want to wish you another year of health and happiness before I continue farther.


	Many times during the long days spent on the boat and since I have  been here. I know you have been a great help to Dot and Larry. She has told me of several things you have done for them.


	I have received two letters from you – two from Irene and seven from Dot since I have been here. Your letters were postmarked the 20th and 31st of Oct. It sure is good to get mail from home and to learn that you are all well and that things are going along much as usual.


	As you say it will be a lot of the world that I will see before I am again a civilian. It appears now that even though the requirements for discharge are continually being lowered that those of us who are over here now will no doubt stay for a few months. Points are now down to 73 for officers but there are lots of them here with over a hundred. Some of them are regular Army officers and some have expressed their desire to remain in the service.


	For the time being I am not dissatisfied with my status. I would much rather be home, of course but being here is not so bad. Up until tomorrow I will have done nothing. Tomorrow we start a training program. It will not amount to very much but will give the high brass the satisfaction of seeing the Junior Officers and enlisted men working.


	We are stationed at a Japanese naval air training camp. The officers are living in the quarters where the cadets were housed & the enlisted men are living in the hangars and the work shops. The buildings are flimsy structures. All windows & doors slide rather than swing on hinges. It is rather confusing at times.


	I will request the newspapes as soon as I am assigned to some at least semi permanent place. My address will no doubt change to a different A.P.O. so it would be useless for me to make the request now.


	I have been to town a couple of times since being here. There is no regular transportation for soldiers here but all army vehicles stop if they are not fully loaded & the Japanese are required to let you ride where ever they are going with trucks so we have little difficulty.


	The people are so very small. They are much smaller than I had an idea they are. They seem to be very industrious but very poor. They are poorly clothed & apparently poorly fed. For the most part they are clean & their clothes are clean. The living conditions according to our standards are very poor. The homes are small & mostly made of bamboo poles with a lace work of wood covered with a mud cement. Their sanitary standards are very low. They use their toilet waste as fertilizer for their gardens. When required to relieve themselves they just step out in the street.


	The transportation for the most part is carried on by hand. These people do not actually carry so much but they have two wheeled carts to carry their loads. Many of them go by foot & many on bicycles. There are some trucks & peculiar enough they have American tires on them. The trucks are powered by charcoal burners. I do not know just how they work but they seem to have power and speed. The roads are not very good & the streets narrow. There are very few Automobiles.


	The town has been pretty well bombed out. Where the homes & buildings were the people have cleared away part of the rubble and planted gardens. Some have begun to rebuild.


	We have had two earth quakes since I have been here. One yesterday afternoon and one early this morning.


	There are many air planes on the field here. All of them have been put out of commission either by bombing or by the occupation troops. All have been completely rifled for souvenirs.


	I am in hopes that I am assigned to a division or at least given a job with some security of being at one place for a time. I would like to get into military government with relief work but do not know how to go about it – yet it is not a very good policy sometimes to volunteer for a specific job in the Army.


	I am enclosing a few pieces of Japanese currency. The basis of this currency is the yen. The standard set by the Occupation Army to keep from inflation is 15 yen to the Dollar. There are 100 sen to the yen. The small pieces of metal & aluminum are 1 sen – the small bills with the 10 are 10 sen. The bill with the 50 on are 50 sen or ½ a yen. Then there is a one yen bill and a 5 yen bill. Other denominations are 10 yen, 20 yen 100 yen & 1000 yen & each successively larger denomination are larger bills.


	Will leave you now & will write more at a later time.


	I sure have appreciated your letters & will be looking for more.





						Love


							Albert.





























DECEMBER 2, 1945


Kyoto, Japan


To father





Written on plain stationery by fountain pen





						Kyoto, Honshu, Japan


						December 2, 1945


Dear Dad,


	


	I have been waiting in hopes that I would get some mail from some one before I wrote you but it seems as though my mail is very slow in catching up with me.


	Kyoto is one of the very few cities of Japan that was not bombed. It is one of the finest cities. There are many shrines and temples here and some quite modern buildings. It is very interesting to walk or ride through the streets. Many of the women are dressed in brightly colored kimonos & others wear one piece pajama sort of affairs which appear to be quilted. These are tight like ski pants around the ankles. There are a few dressed in the American style. The men wear almost anything it seems. Many of them wear uniforms or parts of a uniform.


	There are four or five large department stores here and about as many hotels. The army has taken over the better buildings and the hotels. The sixth Army headquarters are located in the central part of town in the best building. It is eight stories & modern in all ways. There is one hotel for the generals & Colonels, another for Lt. Col,, another for Majors and Captains & another for Junior Officers. The Hq. Co. officers are all housed here. This building is also modern. It was a museum prior to the Occupation. We have about 1500 men quartered here. It is the function of this outfit to see that all the Headquarters are taken care of & indeed it is a job.


	I am the administrative officer. The job I have is most all paper work. It is all new to me and the officer who was to get me Oriented left this week for the States. I am therefor very much on my own. Perhaps after I become better acquainted with the work I will like it better or at least not let it bother me so much but right now I do not like it at all. 


	I read in the Paper printed here for us “The Pacific Stars and Stripes” that there has been quite a storm in New York &  New England.


	My thoughts are often of you at home. I have very little idea of what is going on. I get the news in general but no local news until my mail gets caught up with me.


	The Sixth Army is scheduled to be deactivated January 26th and return to the States. It may be that I might be fortunate enough to return then but rather expect to be transferred to the 8th Army which is now in the Tokyo area.


	I have been feeling fine since I have been here. The food is nothing extra but not bad. 


Give my regards to all.. Sometime I may get around to write more but have not been in the mood for some time.


						Love


						     Albert


JANUARY 4, 1946


Kyoto, Japan


To father





Written on
