
Somewhere In Germany
May 3, 1945

Dearest Darling;
Hello! There! How is my baby getting along this morning? All we can do is hope that each of us
are doing ok. because can’t be there to know for ourselves. Each one tries to make the other
believe that we couldn’t be doing better. ha! ha! Darling, I am very truthful with you about how
I’m getting along ---- are you? I wish I could have called you up when I first got here and tell you
just what kind of a setup we have. We are guarding a warehouse and there are some civilians
live the front. It is really nice. The old man keeps a fire in our room and the lady cleans it up for
us.

[page 2] You should have seen one yesterday. She washed my shirt & drawer and I pressed
them. The rest of our boys in the platoon said I could press thiers [sic] too. They said I must
have had some experience somewhere down the line. I told them I used to help a little girl iron --
ha! ha! [illegible deletion] was that nice?

Darling, we live in the luxurious part of the city. Everyone [sic] of the houses are mansions. Most
of which are about 5-6-and 7 stories high. They are really beautiful.

I guess the only reason they put us back here is because they can’t find a place for us to fight.
We chased the rascals from Easter Sunday until Sunday, April 29. Believe me this was a tired
bunch of boys.

The news is wonderful over here. [page 3] The radio reported last nite [sic] that the entire
German army in Italy gave up. Mousilini [sic] was shot, Hitler was killed and that all of Berlin fell.
When we heard that we all went out into the street and fired our pistols in the air. The G.I’s come
running down there with their rifles because they thought it was a counter attack.

Darling, since I have been sitting here writing you it has snowed, sleeted, rained and the sun
shined a little. Crazy weather, eh? It is still snowing but it is too warm for it to stay on the ground.
Sure wish it would so we could have snowball fights. When we had plenty snow up on the front
lines we didn’t think about throwing them because we were throwing something a little hotter.

One of our boys got too much to drink yesterday and went walking around over town. He fell
into about a 20 foot [page 4] basement of a house that had been bombed. He is so sore this
morning he can hardly get up and down.

Sweetheart, I had two letters from you last nite [sic] and one from mom Benton. You said you
were in Abilene and saw that one and only ‘Bobbie.’ Why don’t you send him to me in a
package and I’ll keep him for awhile. I’ll have to ask Dorothy about that.

Darling, you keep asking me about coming over here if I get army of occupation. Well, there is
one catch to that; I’m afraid if you come over here they will just forget about me going home.



They might just say, “you have your family over here so we’ll let someone go home that hasn’t
seen their folks in a long time.” It might work out ok. but I’m afraid it won’t. Darling, you know I
want to be with you more than anything in the world but [page 5] I’m just trying to do what is
best for both of us.

Darling you ask me what I was. A rifleman or what? I am the Bazoka [sic] man in a rifle squad. A
bazoka [sic] is a gadget that is used to knock out tanks. Well, darling I guess I had better close
and write to some of the rest. I got paid yesterday and made out a money order for $40.00 and
will send it as soon as we get them back. I kept about $3.50 but don’t [illegible deletion] need
that. I got $26.60 yesterday and I had some money I got for a pistol so you see where it comes
from.

I’ll see you in my dreams.
Lots O’ Love,

Eldon


