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THE FAMILY

Uncle Sara could not change one iota in ray family relationship with 

the array that resembled the service family that would 'become my life­

style for the duration. I looked upon all my new military acquaintances 

as having the same loyality, respect, wride and high moral standards that 

I had shared with my brothers and sisters0 I gave new friends the "benefit 

of the doubt until I discovered differently0

During my conversion from civilian to soldier there was no poasibilty 

to establish a. temporary family relationship similar to the one I had left 

behind when inducted into the service. Basic training, schooling;, on-going 

army education, shipping to to various locations and finally overseas duty 

while *U*:T/llVius daily duties and responsibility in performing army 

assignments, kept me occupied throughout my stateside service and while 

in North Africa* It wasn’t until the 18th D .D .S . was relocated to Naples,

Italy that the opportunity presented itself to finding a family lifestyle 

that resembled the one I has been accustomed to0

On February 13,1944 an extensive offensive air strike took nlace 

apainst Germany,. On the same day, the IS D.D.S. shipped out from Algiers 

to Naples. Two days later, the controversal bombings on Ponte Caspino 

was ordered by the Allies# It was a difficult decision to make and one 

that caused much criticism.

Our office facilities in Naples had been requisitioned in a building 

that was formerly the home of/^r wealthy Neapolitan family. The servicemen 

of the Squadron occupied the various rooms on two floors in the six story 

building. Each room had *ainting£ of distinguished artists hanging on 

every wall. Some walls were decorated with exclussive hanging tapestry.

The rich feeling within the working areas of the numerous suo*ly section 

made our daily work load a little more enjoyable in such artistic surroundings.



In taking over the building of the civilian familes, they were forced to move 

out to lesser popular living facilities. At the time, availability of civilian 

apartments was as scarce as other daily needs» The few remaining families 

waiting to be relocated could not prevent coming in daily contact with the GI's 

while entering and leaving the buildingo The Italians resented our take-over 

of their building and did not show any appreciation towards the American G I ’ So

r  »»■*

Under these negative conditions it became Impossible for G I1s to form any friendly 

relationship with the civilians who were being dispossed from their apartments* 

advantage of speaking the local language caused me to periodically 

attempt to strike up an acquaintanceship with the last few families to move 

out ©f the building. I  got lucky one morning when a mother and her adult 

daughter acknowledge my Italian speaking introduction and continued in a 

fiiendly conversation. However, I could not convince them ©f the necessity of the 

Allied Govrnment * s presence in Naples and the need for acquiring office space 

to perform our military work. I was also unsuccessful in easing their ill-feelings 

towards relocating to the Yomero section of Naples.

. A few weeks later I noticed the daughter, walking along Via DeMille

and she was feeing followed by tw© GI*s attempting to make the usual spore

with Italian signorinas0 ^  intercession/resolved her immediate problem

and she accepted my company to reach her destination. This gave me the

excellent opportunity to renew a conversation that would finally lie acceptable 

•fit
ifb her family. This became the beginning of nor friendship with all the

members of the family jDEKdnfioc,*: their relatives and friends.
!

As we became acquainted, my acceptance was more than a Gl/Italian family' 

relationaship, since it developed into being treated like a son home en a 

furlough. The enjoyment in sharing the family routine of ray civilian life 

style soon replaced the army routine* I  had found a good substitution in

* ^ 0



conquering the loneliness feeling that prevented my becoming just another 

G ,I , away from home. More importantly, it prevented me to deviate from and 

maintain the moral values taught to me in my youth# The home cooked meals, 

social Vfamily gatherings and the freedom of my visits, eased the separation 

from Tsy loved ones#

The family was in a better economic position than most families in Naples#

This was made possible by the oldest son, Vito, who was a musical director at 

St# Carl©‘s ©pera House# His financial position increased by working with the 

Special Service group in the Allied Government. In his determination to survive 

the hardships of war, he was able to provide the daily necessities for his 

family. Me had formed a musical group with the operatic performers from the 

San Qarlo ©pera House#

He employed all the available artists, who were not scheduled to perform 

at Sai| Carlo, to entertain the British and/or the American servicemen. Vito^s 

speciality was bringing various operas, operatic recitals ©r musical shows, on 

a regular basis, to the numerous army posts located within the vicinity of 

Naples,

Tito made it possible to provide food for his family table needs and t© 

the mariy less fortunate friends*, He became known as the salvation of surviving 

the everyday living of a war situation which was prevalent throughout Naples „

Iuigi and Marietta were the elderly parents, holding the family together#

Anna, the oldest daughter had lost her husband to the Italy army# ©lga, 

married to Guido had three children# Elvira, the youngest daughter was a volunteer 

worker for the American Red Cross* She was very talented with a needle and 

chrosheting work.



Tho fam il^W  maintained their pre-war "above middle class

standard” during the struggling war years. Like all parents seeking

the best for their children, they had hopeful plan3 for successful

marriages to give financial security in their adult lives,, However,

World V/ar II , destroyed normal plans for Marie when her pilot husband

to be was killed while serving in the Italian Air Force*

Marie was offered a second chance with her involvement with tee iQ
made

British Captain. New hope/gaoai her visualize a normal bright future 

in England« However, a second disappointment put an end to such dreams.

Their six month relationship terminated when ho

was shipped home to Jhgland. A second down-syndromo developed. I was 
in

**/the right place at the right time* J>fyr many visits provided

the necessary distraction to restore Marie's ego and helped her to

change a negative attitude to an acceptable positive outlook on life.

Our friendship grew when she joined Vito*s traveling group to

perform at the Allied Army camps. The change of pace permitted her to

enjoy the many operas and musical recitals. This form of entertainment

eventually overshadowed her disappointment. It was more than any

decent female in war time Naples could endure. Vito became friendly

with a U.S. Naval Commander who would escort Marie to many military 
activities such
xa±mdbnoB a d a s  US0 shows, Officers parties and special functions, 

in socializing with the top military brass on weekends. He certainly 

attempted to resotre her self esteem and more importantly to have 

Marie accept her misfortunes. She always t traveled in the best, of 

Military escorts. ' _______________________



My evening social visits with the family provided some additional

diversion which had been accepted as a change of pace from their daily

routine* ^t became mutually beneficial and enjoyable for both 4f us,

^he usual outlook of ^eopolitan signorinas of finding a with

the sole purpose of marriage find going to the USA may have been Marie’s

intentions, ^he knew this would never develop in our friendship0 because

of my devotion and loyality to Mary, Another factor that had set us apart

was that Marie was five years my senior, ^he age difference x separated

us and would not have brought us together. ^e became olosely acquainted

but she knew and the family understood I was very much engaged to Mary,

1 never encouraged or indicated other thana friendship interest egrLefccd

in our relationship, ^he war and my coming overseas merely postponded

our marriage until after the war, 1 had made my intentions known from

the very beginning that I was not looking for an Italian-w&r-bride,

Mari© became a special friend which caused false rumors to circulate

among family relatives and friends, ^hile some members misinterpreted

our friendship, Vito was the only one not aware of such developments,

~ ^hat we attended civilian parties and social gatherings on many

occasions, it was always at a family activity with other relatives and 

members of the opera group, ^e never dated to attend any army activity 

guch as a USO show, movies or dances, ^he became the female counterpart 

companion in the earae spirit as Ozzie and ay0

1 oftened wondered how much more of a misunderstanding took place 

at home with my family and Mary of whfct was really going on in Naples.

■tyiey too surmised that a serious situation had developed from my involve-
* *

ment with the family, In all my correspondence, this matter was the most 

difficult subject to resolve. In fact, Ozzie and ^ay had doubts and Oz's 

mother had question me several time in her letter if I too were leaving 

ray girl back home for an Italian signorina. If Ozzie could break off with 

Tola, then I certainly could do the same with Mary. ^a,riA1s marriage



^hanks to tho ^aval Commander, a member in his Allied Government 

Office did find Marie attractive enough t« become seriously interested in 

her0 /^hey dated, when he was fully accepted by Vito and the entire family* 

At the war's end and my departure from the family, left me with the bright 

consolation that *4arie would marry an American sergeant and go to America, 

I was pleased to have attended their wedding in **t. Kisco, Wew *orke

friendship with Vito increased while acting as his interpreter 

whenever he negotiated to entertain on military bases. This mutual 

partnership made possible for me to meet all the opera stars of San 

Carlo. I became part of this professional group of entertainers on 

a first-name-basis that lasted throughout my stay in Naples,, I mingled

in such a high level of society, at many private parties on numerous

nflfr'rr'
m x . occassions aarix3SHK± *$dbcbig within this elite cojifcany, had lifted 

mgr socializing level beyond any expectation It was in such an 

atmosphere that I celebrated New Tears Eve party to welcome in llkk*

I Give an Italian any reason to have a party and a gala feast takes 

place. The customary celebration in most ethnic families include the 

customary birthdays, anniversaries, new births, christenings and 

weddings. The Italians take great pleasure in additng one*s name day 

to the celebrating list* s

When the top tenor of St. Carlo celebrate his name day, I was 

invited to his party. Aside from the nobility and honored guest®, 

the host wiB the life of the party, throughout the evening, with his 

. continueous singing of arias from famous operas. He was truly "one-ef-
*

the~ooysn when socializing and it became a joy to be in his company*



In all my n u m e ro u s  gatherings he had place me on his level and accepted

my friendship in spite ef eur age difference*
' t ''

0n Maria1 s name day, I  was the only GI among the eighteen special 

peepie invited t* celebrate her Saintrs birthdaya The guests included 

the U«S*. Naval Commander, the usual opera celebrities, ether high 

ranking military officers ef the British and Italian Forces. Throughout 

the evening, the sopnanes, baritones and tenors sang f aver it e operatic * 

solos, followed by spontaneous interruption duets, and/or quartets as 

each singer formed a separate greup te entertain* A stranger viewing 

such a performance weuld concluded that each one was adutionlng for a 

spot at the St# Carl© Opera House,* They all performed at pea^k levels, 

far above one*s expectations 0 Having shared more than one of these 

gatherings, I  had filled my foundnesa dreams of enjoyment. Who would 

over expect such treatment while serving overseas In the Armed Forces 

of the U .S.A .

Imagine my pleasure when I learned that after the war, the US 

Haval Commander had been appointed to serve as a judge at the Nuerberg 

Trials of Nazi war criminals# I was proud that a mere corporal had 

developed such a matured ability to socialize on such a higher level 

that heretofore might not have been available or thought possible, had 

I not been stationed In Naples, Italy during World War I I ,



In between the Allied bombing of Monte Cassino and when the 

Allies brake out of Anzio beachhead, I was touring a section ©f Naples 

had been overlooked by both the Germans and Allied military 

armies *

The Vomero had the peaceful tranquility that may have existed 

in the Garden of Eden. This very quiet sma3.1 country village was 

situated on the highest point of the hills in Naples „ The magnlficient 

panarama gave an outstanding view of the entire city belw . Walking 

about the streets y®u knew the destructive forces of war did not cast 

a shadowon any of its buildingse Soldiers and civilians could easily
■ r. ■ : . 1/

forget the fighting taking place further north, I was safe and it 

elevated iry morale beyond belief„

?ito!s influence had made it possible for the family to relocate 

in the Vomer* e firing the many hours I spent on their balcony, I was 

able to overlook a large section of Naples* Ny view was a rainature 

scale of the observation tower on top of the finpire State building.

The distance sights of the five boroughs became as clear as the panarama 

picture I experienced on the Yomero neighborhood of Naples, Italy.



TH^ WEDDING

The "Dear-JOHNM letters arriving from the states became a statistical 

fact only when a soldier in your outfit received one0 In some cases it was 

welcomed news in breaking off pre-induction hasty engagements„ For many it 

feecame a prolonged disappointment, requiring only the supportive understanding 

of close "buddies to relieve the pain of separation from loved ones expected 

to become permanent partners in raarria*e0

The real casualities were the married break-u^s that were not easily 

accepted. It was worse for those G . I . ’ s who had left behind new born children 

of births taking place after they had left for overseas duty. The extended 

sympathy was also felt by innocent by standers who went out of their way to 

ease and hopefully eliminate the heart breaking i*ain„

How many MDear-HaneM letters crossed paths with a "Dear-John" letter is 

an unknown statistic because such reversal news was never freely circulated 

'within the outfit® Unless you were in a close-buddy relationship, no one 

would become aware ©f a G I ’s separation from his hometown sweetheafor.

• The beginning of Ozzie’s Dear Jane letter to Tola Btarted shortly after 

our arrival in Naples, Italy. In the expansion process of reorganizing and 

consolidating office* facilities of the numerous air supplies section, Ozzie 

and Sara were placed x± side-by-side^at typing desks^in the Administration 

Section. The opportunity presented itself for developing a close acquaintance­

ship which grew ihto an •  verlastin/* friendship and eventually led to marriage.

At first the relationship was not taken seriously because after one years 

of overseas service in the army, WAC’s would be sent home on rotation. This 

w*uld end the friendship and both would £o their separate ways. Such was not 

the instead, as the serious intentions developed, it required convincing

Ozzie1s parents and other family relatives to accept the inevitable decision 

reached by Ozziep to break his relationship with .Tolac



The com»anship of the Ozrayabby Tri© was such that many entertainment

fan
activities were jointly attendedwfc USO shows, movies, boxing nights, 

  operas and any spocia3r programs conducted by special service*

When Ozzie started dating, his fall-out within the TrioTs activities 

was to lie expected since his free time would be spent in the company with 

Sara* Ray and I accepted th e  the separation and continued attending every

after working hour activity as a duet0 Unexpectedly a resentigr attitude 

 was surfacing to cause some ill-feelings, especially when the realtionship 

between Ozzie and Sara had reached the serious level of matrimony.

ft/L .

At first Sara believed Ray and I objected to her friendship with Oz.zie #& £/?& €£

T  had developed into a serious situation# Yet we had alwaye been on excellent 

friendly terms during our working relationship and after Ozzie*s true 

intentions were revealed to us. Somehow Sara developed a feeling that I 

blamed her for Ozzie leaving Yola. She also believed my strong influence 

on Ozzie would attempt to breaking up their relationship. Sara was convinced 

that I would be the negative force, working; with both his parents to persuade 

Ozzie to change his mind in marrying Sara0 Sara was vary much aware that 

my closeness with Ozzie was more than just an army-buddy relationship because 

he had looked un to me as the 'Haig-brother11 image he never had and who 4aae*i 

respected my judgement and guidance throughout our service time,

\ This ill feelings created a distance between me and Sara* The only 

time the Tri© socialized together was during the few late night hours before 

retiring,, If Ozzie wasn’t having breakfast with Sara, the Trio then ate at 

least one meal together,, Lunch and dinner because of the different time 

schedules found Ozzie with Sara while Ray and I ate together* The cold 

front between me and Sara lasted until the wedding when Sara finally 

realized that I had not objected to their marriage. She never knew I was 

the only influencing force working ©n her behalf to have both parents accept 

Sara from day. one.

I'/L



Hw daes one console loving; parents whose only son, while serving 

overseas decides to marry an array southern TKAC? The typical Italian 

wedding tradition' is tossed across the Atlantic ocean in a foreigh country of 

of Italy, the home of Ozzie*s grandparents. Disappointed parents were 

denied the celebration of their sons wedding, fey not having a part^in planning 

the wedding arrantements* in the traditional customary manner.

It wasn!t an easy task* The challenge was an assignment of love to 

bring Barents to accept their sons decision. The three and five page 

letters traveling from Naples to the Bronx parents offered all the information 

concerning the non-Italian daughter-in-law, coming to live in a household 

where the grandparents still sjaoke Italian, Ozzie’s mother and father 

were english speaking american b®rn parents. This would worked in SaraTs 

favor. Too many GI's brought non english speaking Italian war brides t© 

an American home where no Italian was spoken*

The wedding took place on June 19,1945 in the Church of St, Theresa 

on Via DeMille, in Naples, Italy where Ozzie and Sara became Mr. <5c Mrs. Coletta. 

All the preparation leading up to. a perfect church ceremony and excellent 

reception resulted into^hugh success*

The Air Service Command military brass in attendance included our own
tf

General, and at least one officer from all the sections of the Command, Also 

high ranking WAC officers were present. Together with the enlisted soldiers 

and WACs, were the many Italian civilians, friends of both the bride and 

bridegroom.

Ray gave the bride to Ozzie while I was the best man. It was truly
.f t

an 0ZJIAYAB5Y Trio production, masterminded. in harmony without any deviation 

fram perfection*

Throughout most ©f the ceremony the church atmosphere was entertained 

with Are Maria* The organist was accompaning the number one soprano from 

St* Carlo Opera House while singing this all time favorite music scare*



Thanks to ray close relationship with all the operatic performers of St* Carl# 

I was afcle to add this professional touch to the wedding ceremony. I had 

failed in bringingjthe top tenore for a duet performance only because he was 

performing in the otd era Carmen at; St 0 Carl«v This surprise erent was the 

talk of the ceremony for many days after the wedding

The honeymoon was spent in a private villa on the famous Isle of Capri 

in the Bay of Naples«



BETWEEN TWO FIRES - WORLD WAR II SIXBE 

by Anthony C. Abilo 

The New York Daily News on Tuesday, April U,19UU, called the spectacular 

eruption of Mt.-Vesuvius, NATUREfS INDIGESTON. I called it "Between Two Fires 

World War II style” *

The first eruption of Mt. Vesuvius took place about August, 79 AD which 

buried the town of Pompeii. Though the excavations are not fully completed,

I was fortunate to visit the ruins of Pompeii during my overseas service.

mv
The/eruption of Mt. Vesuvius would last about one week. I was probably 

the first visitor on the first night, at the peafekof the eruption to witness 

the destruction caused by the burning lava. Thaika to the array 6X6 truck 

we drove to the expected destination by driving off the main highway, to 

travel on dirt roads, through a wide open farm field.

Our location permitted us to view the colorful splendor of the river of 

lava flowing downhill from the opening on top of Mt. Vesuvius. We were a 

safe distance away from any danger yet close enough to take in the red fire 

shooting out from the noun tains opening. A3 the burning lava spread over 

the country side, it destroyed everything in its path of travel. Homes 

were easily washed away, as was the business property and the farm lands*

Interrupting this once-in-a-life time excitjnent that was being provided t?y 

%
nature, the intruding 01*8,were the German bombers who at this moment, taking 

advantage of the bright sky, decided to give Naples another surprise air-raid. 

What a site to behold. We were in a position to view the erupting Mt.

Vesuvius on on*>side and from our standing position, a half turn would give us

ftrt-r ifi./icA/Wr
the second view of Naples. The ack~ack guns firing and the tracer bullets 

leading towards the enemy aircraft, gave off a stream of red flashes while 

heading for their targets. All this took place while Mt. Vesuvius wr.o 

continuing to direct its fire power towards the wide open space in a darken sky 

That experience has been the only time, I could truthfully say, ”1 WAS 

BETWEEN TWO FERES”,



, ANOTHER, DAY OFF-^~wSW N Y  ITALY?- -MY VXSIT TO MT VESUVIUS ; AFTER THE.. .
Y >K? ; .-,r. : : . ■ ERHUPTI ON *. ;••• • , ..

... T o :y o u ,ln v America ©;****,,

Today;, was my-,?day?off*.-? .Rather . than :; dre 3a In  OD!,s. the way I 
Y. do , every, day (after  a l l ^ ’jfm  a > h it e y c o lla r  w ork&r), I  wore; my fatigues* 
 ̂ : The'. only otherMtime ^e. wear, them Is  during an alert* ; ; We need something 
Y to .get intp. during the ^ g h t ;  or .early morning very quickly, and that » s 
. > it** -We.-i keep, thp^han^dyr by o ^ r ^ e d a i # . ^very n i g h t y  ju^t in  case#■,

1 Whenever I  get; up early , I  have time to f ix  my bed and arrange 
my things in  order* But when. I  must hurry out of bed and answer r o il  

c a l l , t h e n - t ^ r n - ^ n d ^ d p •;my;;^jio^s.^wor^?!/• Th%s .moraing* I took i t , ;
easy , i le a y in g Jeyerythingri n a v  ..Since" I 'w a s  coming bgick, It  made

; no’ diff/erencje*;4Incidently* we ha v$;, our mess hall-ip. the /same^bullding 
j where.;we■ work*^, After,:rplL call, I went downstairs, .crossed the street 

, .., and walked t&ru £hef.,.stre>pt: market .and to; thi>,. office* . ,

The market place lie s  between our liv in g  quarters and office  
buildliig#.t*rW§rPa?:S.v^c;^rning^3j ^ 9i^,. and night;*- .In, the morning; its. •

\ empty* no fruity o r v $g e t&b le  on display* ^ No.* crowds • w aiting  to- buy...
} up the yendorsf, no; peddlers . yelling their,, brains> out; no; kids,running 

*r* around; no. Orl pr-^ciyilian^vehicle s , and no "over stuffed1?; donkey.: • : .
. wagons* I t  was- quiet* .But w ith in  a fewhours# the7 .streets w ill ; come'

•f-,- t o .l i f e *  ;~The place w i^i  have more people-than any„ one , spot. in  ;
.Brooklyn*- The. cr.pwd ■ is so bad that jeeps;.and other, vehicles come to 
, a dead: stop* -uBut Ywith # fewr peep;;peepe^ .tiie poor - civilian rims- for 

• 'his- life* '7* • ; • - \

By the; office building there stands a kid who.; sells, our..daily 
paper9 **STARS &  STRIPES*# • r. Once;; she, was ther, only,pne i; noŵ  every-Tom*? ■ 

v. dick; and Harry ,wi th S$lly,Y Irene Yand. Mary. stand by to supply the G-I f s^
■ with their(;favprit0?paper*, .,Cpmpetition is terrific* ' But the .kid 
jt,v hpl4s,̂ hj9|»i own««the.. fellows; give, Jier; the. business*, We buy the paper 

to,,keep- us^,company^w^Ie?:,sweating out the chow.line*, ,Sometimes the 
. lights,£r<t, out• 1^, the; mess ,hall; anji • the . paper .waits; folded in a side 

pocket,r leaving,the (H,.. to. talk' about last rights. unexpected, unwelcomed 
disturbance* , The liner moved ;up-, and-before; .long* -.breakfast" was over* <

Walking-back to the billets; I was,thinking.of: the-day.that- 
laid,-. a h # a d * ,room'; isup  on-the. topfloor-,...In,:between the street :

; and; my, ro.pm lsjon^y  one;,hundred a n d ;thirteen ,,steps*;': If, you don’ t;
. believe:; m̂  , ,:̂ pmev over ■ #n<̂ .. count them* Y Tak:e my ;word, for; it-*-I *,ve  ̂ I 
c.^TOteJ ,:|^mrW;few ^  other boys, did likewise* Y;Reaching
the top, I ;stJ.li ,wap;^th. np set plaji* Y As ,I entered my room, my bed 
wa?: thp, only pne^n^^sed up, -but .not]. for.. long•,because theres where I 

’ • .started my housework m,d; .arrange d,my:: personal; belongings in order*

O '



While doing this Hwomaxis work” I decided to take a trip to 
Mt* Vesuvius* I ' hurried, upr dressed. in ,my OD*a, filled,my poc kets wlth 
dandy;* closed ’my foo.t .lo.cker, pushed , it un^er. the bedj., shut ,-the door 
behing me and 9 tar ted ̂ coming .downstairs again*- ; This , climbing up and 
down is good excerci«e!~«for youngsters# Ther^ -.s days I come up and dow 
about five times .or more*

Trips ,.£0 Vesuvius were_ pp̂ sponed. because of the prruption*. 
Transportation jip; .'-was, rcut off by' the . la va* . Coming’ down*
stair a I , w a y  '.to' ge»,t th^re (and baQ^« Hitch hiking (thumb 
up!;::Sa‘s ^  T'"d'idn^t" 'know' the” country, I wasnf t in favor of
this traveling# ■, .Just before .stepping down the ..last step, number one 
hundred and thirteen,;; my problem was solved*; -I,.knew.it would work, nothj 
c.oulcL. hpld me. Iback ‘so ,',off .1 ŵent̂ * . . - ■. ,• . . / , .

; : ; ‘ f, ['X .I .startsdmv (5wen€vgXJiv2^n^hute^5k^ with camera in one hand 
ajti4;:m '̂:tqfw»r;; 'soap.' "and’! jbotle(t article s in. my, gmall hand bag*,, I was 
iool^lig :.,̂ 4©ad.. rtfets why I traveled with this bag,* I
knew_£he trip' would be a dirty one and since the weather was-warm, the 

v «̂  ac JaB iSn S^  tha t la id .ahead wi^ldhave. me perspiring, all day long* , , Bo what 
Jb * ig^bett'er .than';^^ :fc£ip,*:.'

, Tlctur^ .Brooklyn, Wall. Street. or. any
,• place' nthats..- ;C$o^&ed./,ai&,: :waik ,*«3' though you were marching in a funeral#

( Thats athappened, to me%^ ile .:; walking %hru:- the mob on main street and I 
t h © ;'- o n ^ 0V0r *’ f®~. -Ppor̂  Gits-, can* t .do .anything about-' it,p 1 
Spmethiiiĝ  "wiiizised  ̂ p&sfc me that attracj;^d myattention# An Italian , 
w^-uthe^dipdging .theC crowd like a typical Nep Yorker* , Could it be 
possible~-an' Italian; in a hurry? I , didn*t, bother ,to stop the person 
and since I wasn’ t in no hurry, took my time* My slow pace was fast 
compared to the, nearby.civilians* . :

■ ^1, arrived, at the H®d. Cross and tlae first,.thing to.i .do was . checl 
my bag* Here's where! my ;trip will- start,- here»s where. it will end* GI1 j 
get bus/service to the; B*R*' Station# ’'’From there,' they go on their trip, i 
either to Mt*: Vesuvius, or,,Pompeii# = Far the future its? only ,Pompeii#. ,
My plans' were  ̂to ta^eJ; the7bus, then the train and ye>t no t gp ,to. Pompeii* 
Insjteadj I. was,.to get off a,Pugliano and;,.from there rfihd: a way to. visit ] 
Mt*Vesuvius* Transportation going back would be .taken care of* . I wass 
to catch the train.on.the way back#, This wasn't necessary as I later 
found out* "  These“were my plans and they worked out as you will soon se<;

: rd was a little tim© before- the train pulled,out of $he’ f 
3 stafcipn, dxiring:that;tii^ie, ' I "watched the "crowds moying about# ..Remember 

the crowds at ^ ,'Ta^®«^StJa^iqml'V,.Piot^0. Ebberts Field when the Giants 
play .a doubleheader***tiiats the crowd I ;was looking at*. They, were , all  ̂
going about Hike , an uncontrolled mob* The train was loaded to the 
roof top* People having over the side; platforms; crowded;windows 
blocked with more* tihan' one;,headrsticking,,out; every inch of space was | 

. used’.up,,", This was the nearest thing to the street cars of Algiers*
^  The triin was moving, I*m on my way* The industrial center was the 

, highlite of the ride* As I said in previous Is tters— its a center that 
"was", it no longer stands up*



There was several stops before arriving to the station I 
was to get off * Th^ soldiers were surprised to see me get off— X was 
the only GI and no sooner did I hit the gmaund when the civilians 
mobbed me* . The “kids were- singing the three !,CW— caramellos, candy p 
and cigarettes* I had a time getting rid' of' them, but these kids know 
the meaning of w scram*11

Fro® hereonin you must bear, one , thing in mind* Although the 
people I will; meet speak italina and I do likewise, still I keep my 
conversation to english* This paid off as you will soon hear about*

I walked to.the ticket office, bought my ticket, walked out­
side where, a street car was waiting* climbed inside, picked out a seat* 
and waited for the darn thing to. move* I w.as the only GI taking the 
trip and for:that matter, the only one* With the conductor up front; 
the ticket collector in the rear and the guide- sitting behind me, the 
car started it s, climb uphill* This would t a kerne:; as far up as we can 
go, then my: legs will do the rest*

As the train movfed up the hill, the guide started to talk 
in english* v father, than point out the highlites along the way, his 
Intentions were to sell me Italy* Thats the impression he gave me*
He started to take out snapshots, ashes plac#ed in a tube, pieces of 
lava and other worthless,-junk* If . he had, a o cash register, 11 No Sale,1* 
would ring each .time* : ,He ,couldn’t get to first base because I wasn* t " 
interested in anything,-but:I listened to his.,sales talk* . It' didn’t 
cost anything* His friends in the meantime were encouraging him* And 
he burned-up* They critised me in their native tongue but I took It 
all in* - I was getting a kick out of it, they weren’t* ,

. After awhile and being unsuccessful, he started to tell me 
about. Mt* A  Vesuvius, the previous erruptions and all about the present 
one* During his talk, he . told how much damage the lava did* He also 
pointed out the present and past, lava markings along the tracks*., All 
along the way, d\a,st and ashes was everywhere* Our short ride was 
coining to an end* : Upahead I could see the lava, blocking off the road© 
It rested against the station along the mountain side* A few engineers 
were looking over the place and. as we stopped, we stepped down . and the 
guide said, ”,follow me1? and off we went* We cut around the station 
building and., followed a footpath leading uphill*.

Here*s something else tQ,keep in mind which will .give you a 
laugh’ as we. walk along* The guide is in his' late fiftys* Pretty, old 
for mountain climbing and the -fact he used-a cant?made things .even ■ 
tougher* As for^me, there was nothing to it* Youth against old age, 
there was no competition* I played my part,, letting him lead all the 
way .̂l.and taking, my time.;in. climbing behind, him* A, slip on his part 
and the two of us would go tumbling*,; So for a safty precaution, I 
lagged behind thru out the trip* Nothing happened so it made no 
difference* . ,. •



We ducked .under tree limbs, cut thru bushes, crossed open fields 
and each step/brought us higher.and higher*; (bidn*t know Prank Sinatra 
was around here *).. - on our. left was the big . attraction, still .steaming 
in'places and throwing off its gas fumes* it was the lava* The 
color was like burnt coal after throwing water aver it« We walked 
parallel’to the lava and using it as a guide to take us up* Within 
a short while we climbed over the lava and I soon .found, myself walking 
a. stre et which :'at ‘ one t ime. was. a "River of , Fire * 11 We ,paus e d, the 
old., man rested;while I looked around~~trying to see all I could at one 
time*

My eyes' f ollowed rthe lava up to Mt» Vesuvius* Somewhere ; along ' 
the. mountain, side another river branched into the. one I was .standing:' 
on* • It, seems that while the lava was, flowing down hill, it formed 
two sections© >' ■

> The flow of lava I was standing on didn!t do as much damage as 
the otiier one* (Don1t worry, I$ll tell you about it, lets not Jump the 
gun*) This one destroyed farms, ruined most of the country side and 
putting the transportation up to the mountain out of ordera This was . 
nothing compared to .the other river* But .both destroyed everything 
that'/crossed its path wifchout giving It; a chance*

We spent., about a half hour looking around* In between, I managed 
to, snap a-few pictures* Yes, i ,snapped t,he guide~«y o.u! 11 take a look 
at the spec.imano. He in turn took mine and hope it; comes out*.

Coming down after taking in all the g±j£±,g sites, we followed the 
same path but. with ,a little, more excitment* This time when we cut 
thru the same farm'land, the farmer was blowing his top. at the guide* 
Being guilty, he: couldn*t. say much but he. didn* t let it bother him*
Until, we passed the field, the§e two men yelled back, and forth, throwing 
all the remarks and profanity they, could think of* I-think this., 
disturbed the old man because ; he. later f orgot to duck and "smacko11 a 
tree 1-imb hit him in the face* Boy did that, burn him up and again a. 
few cuss words went flying* Being behind, I was able to laugh it off*

. Our conversation wasn't.one to bragg about: because he wanted to 
speak Italian while I kept it in.english* I .asked, him about visiting 
San Sebastiano* Thats the twim which got the worse end of this recent 
erruption* the- Pompei of £jwiq$ forty-four* Nearly all of it was 
covered by. the lava, “ruining*churches, .buildings, schools and everything 
within its,reach* -.Most-of, the-people:got-out in time but that was all* 
everything else.,was lost* It wasn*t far off and being up here I thought 
the trip would be much, more interesting than this-one* Looking back 
there, really isn*t 'much worth-while to. remember* Walking on the lava 
and looking at the direction it traveled.is all I got out of this visit, 
I, wanted to. see more and was determined to do so*, r

The guide and I seemed to have some difference and as we turned 
the. corner of the Euilding by< the station#**^bringing us to the place 
where we started, we-, stopped and .had a little arguement* • His friends
walked over and there I was-*three Italians and a lonely'Gi* Within 
the next-few minutes, I had planned my moves in case they had some 
ideas*



I  was doing some fast 'thinking but something quiet them down and they 
were careful in  choosing their words« My left  pocket was storing my 
candy* To the Italians  it  appeared I had a p istol but it  was the 
butter scotch~candy« I got this thru the conversation they carried 
onP " I was. relieved  and laughed to m yself.

When everything was quiet, I asked him how much he wanted to take 
me to San Sebastiano*«a half hours walk* He said three dollars«^that 
was the last straw, so rather waste more time, I asked them to take 

me down©

Hiding In  the trolly  car, my plans were s t i l l  the same, to v is it  
the town even I f  I had to walk a ll  theway* Thats what happend as you 
w ill  soon sees At the station I would ask someone to take me there 
but the ticket collector was thinking of tho same thing because he 
said  he w ill  get someome to accompany me* Good deal and I gave him 
a cigarette but holding back on my Ita lian *  The car was coming hown 
h i l l  much faster  and in  no time arrived back to our starting  point*

While the ticket collector was scouting around for a c iv il ia n ,
I kept thinking of the guide,, H e »s typical of the people I*m  running 
into* They try to get as much out of the GI as po ssible .»*th eres  no 
limit® And the pay off is this* Not only do they try to take your 
money but make a fool or sucker out of you* They try to put "something 
over you*1 w ith  a smile* This doesntt work with me0* I fve been wise 
to this* 4 T h is , incidently , Is the best explanation why I don*t fling  
the language so fr e e ly » Its  paying dividends«

It  wasn’ t soon afterwards that I started my long w alk*« *something 
like a trip  from'Times Square to Mary Lorellos* home in Manhattan* 
Leaving at Pugliano we traveled thru several small towns and passing 
plenty of country side* The day was warm, my legs fe lt  strong, my 
companion was Luigi and it  was then I let out with the language* Our 
conversations were interesting  and the scenery is one to remember^
You can*t talk  about natures beauty, you got to see it  for y o u r se lfa

The conditions in  Ita ly  now and before the war was the main 
subject most of the way* Comparing them with ours back home**was a 
jo ke .,w e  live in  dreamland, this doesn*t have a name* Talked about 
the Ita lia n  people in  general-«his liv in g  conditions and standard of 
liv in g ; talked about the enemy and how he treated the c iv ilian s  when 
he too roamed this land; the distruction  he brought while running 
away; these were anly a few of the d ifferent subject and it  seemed 
everytime we made a turn our conversation took a change* Every step 
was a worth while one* At one timer our scenery was cut o ff by a high 
w all ,b o th  to the right and le ft  of us* It  appeared to be an alley , 
instead it  was a typical street found In  this part of town. Although 
it  was a two way street there appeared to be room for one vehicle at 
any one time* No, I d idn*t  wait for  two jeeps coming in opposite 
d irection  to fin d  out what would happen,, We kept on w alking0 At the 
next turn, we were out in  the open again*»Mt* Vesuvius to our r ig h t , 
country a ll  around us w ith  a cool breeze h itting  us on the le ft  cheek*

As I said , the sun was hot and it  didn*t take me long to carry my 
flig h t  jacket*



My ;tie was next and then ray collar was opened, follwwed with rolling  up 
ray shirt sleeves* I  then thru my jacket over ray right shoulder, like 
Luigis* without holding i t p and continued my walk.

Along the way we meet three ita lian  country boys, tailing care of 
mountain goats* Before I got to them, they let out with  the three uCn*
As we passed them, they ye lled .o ut  to me«~wanting to know the english  

word for goats# ' ■

We cut thru another small town* Towns along here are about one 
to two blocks long* Anyone could see that peace s t i l l  lies  about but 
no one around to claim  itp It  was quiet that day** *wonder how quite 
this section was a few months ago or last year sometime*

Something outstanding was brought to my attention , thanks to my 
companion* We cut o ff theroad to a spot where we could see two different 
layers of lavaj the f ir s t  dating way back to eighteen while
the second to nineteen o six* Covering these two layers was the ashes 
from the recent erruption*

Our next turn brought us into a street which lead  to San Sabastianofl 
A corner b u ild in g , s t i l l  standing, had the name of the town0 It  wasnlt 
long before I #realize  we were heading towards a "dead end" street*obut 
such w asn 't  the case* What I was seeing was a section of the lava*
Here the lava swept over the town, leaving this one street, h a lf  of itj, 
w ith a few houses remaining, while the others were covered up®

’ We made our way up the lava and walked along a path where hundred 

of footsteps before us had passed* Once again ray feet were walking on 
lava*oo?this was the other  flow , now I fve been on the both of them*, 
Looking around this time, I could see one wall of the top floor sticking  
out of the lava ; another house was completely buried  with the exception 
of a feet  or two* house after house had been crumbled and buried* A 
church was completely destroyed, with only part of its  frame work 
standing® Here too, in  some spots, the lava was s t i l l  smoking*

A group of c iv ilians  were g sittin g  together as though they were 
on a p inici Instead of the soft grass, the hard lava was used to s it  
on* IK  I snappped a picture of this gathering with the church in  the 
backround* We had walked over the town of San Sabastinao* The other 
side of another small town was in  view* As we started our walk down 
and just before jumping off the la st  piece of lava, I saw a women using 
the window to con© out* This wa3 her entrance w ay*.*only  half the 
house was v is ib le , the other half was buried  under the lava* No sooner 

do I* h it  the smooth pathway when I was attacked by a group of k id s , I 
got r id  of them fast  w ith  the help of the friend* He to ld  them to 
run up the lava while I  would take a picture* After the picture, we* 
kept on walking, this time heading fpr the R„R* station® My trip  was 
over but my experiences and happenings were nota

The walk to the station proved to be longer than v;e expected,, But 

w ithin  that time, we had other conversations* We compared this erruption 

with bombing raids* The worse raid  upon a city leaves a few houses 
standing while the hot lava , cleans up everything along its  path*



This erruption le ft  a number of people h o m e l e s s .w h a t  happened to 

them?# til d id n ’ t ask my companion*

We got to the statfcnn in  time because after a short delay , the 
irytTg train  pulled in a The c iv ilia n  was coming with me for  one station  
and then take a train  back* Its like getting stuck between a local and 
express station back home# .Y o u 1 re on the downtown side and go to ..
Grand Central .to take the uptown train* Thats what he did* While on 
the train , we kept our conversation going* This was a b ig  mistake 
because when he left  me**>I was le ft  wide open for the c iv ilia n s  to 
te ll  me their troubles# The train  was coming to a stop, we b id  each 
other farew ell and that was the end of our short fr ien dsh ip .

The train  started to move again and it  didn*t take the people 
long to sing out the three Csp caramell-o, cigarettes an4 candyB I  was 
stuck but listened  to them# telling  me more gossip than you, can think 
of* At the next stop I  was lucky to remain on the train* I<m s t il l  
wondering why I 'd i d n ’ t go flying  out of the window or door* I  held 
my ground*„being in  the last train  with my back to the center door*, 
while the people rushed out and in* No one gave the other a chance 
and both moving at the. same 'time* These trains don’ t wait for anyone 
w ithin  a few seconds a few hundred c iv ilian s  must change places very 
cy. icklyo« • « or e ls e a For the adults Its  nothing i f  they should get 
stuck but for  the k id s , Its  something else* They start to cry, a fraid  
of getting lost , others try desperately to get out or In  and as a 
result , its a mad 'house#* o theres more yelling  and screaming than you 
fin d  at Eberts f ie l d  after  the Dodgers lose a double header to the 

E&K&X* G iants» With people s t i l l  hanging over the side and some trying 
to get off or on, the train  started to moveB 'Me««Itm taking it  all In a

U ntil the train  pulled Into the c ity , my ears were opened to the 
number and one conversations floating  around me0 A ll  were complaining 
about something#ohaving troubles galore . Boy was I  glad to get off 
and walk* F i n a l s  stop at last* As I passed thru the gate and into 
the street, I  turned around and gave one last  look at the mob running 
about* You»ve seen the crowds at Times Square and Grand C entral*«put 
the two together during a rush hour and you have an idea of the crowd 
I was part o f«

From the station to the feillets> was another long walk, about half 
the distance 1 covered while walETng to San Sabastiano* My legs were 
tired  by this time and I t r ie d  to "thumb” a ride* Today wasn’ t my 
day (we even have E le n o r ), and I coast along the streets , dodging the 
crowds coming from a ll  direction* My pace was much slower than what 

I had started out with this morning* The sun was s t i l l  hot and being 
dirty I fe lt  very uncomfortable« Had Ibeen wearing a " f i f t h  Army” 
insegnia on my le ft  sleeve, rather than the Air Corps one, I could have 
passed by as one of General Clarks specialist* Add an appetite to 
my feelings and you can picture me strolling  alongB My distination  
was to go to the red c.ro3S***to take a shower and get something to eat 
at the snack bar* 1 got there in  good shape, and carried out my plans *



Coming out of the red cross building I was a new man and back in 
the Air Carp* Incidently, thats how you can tell a fighting man from 
a chair RgtguK corp clerk, Infantry soldiers are dirty, no tie, muddy 
shoes and clothing in bad shapett The rear echelon GI Is spick and 
span: combed hair, shoes shine, clean blouse, OD and tie* You can 
easily pick out the soldier without-any trouble0

I went back to the office to picg up my mail and package* It 
wasn>t long before it was time for suppera Back to the billetsand 
up the 3teps again, I looked back to my activities».0niy accomplishmen' 
were more than I e xpected*. This letter is giving you the details and 
a headache for the censors* I like to send as many of this type of 
letter as possible but It takes me a little time to write it out 
roughly and then recopy it . But I don*t mind (the censors does) becau* 
It will give me something to look back to when I come home and review 
my experiences while in Italy* I started these letters from Africa 
and from the collection I have with me, I should have a nice size army 
diary.

This is it folks, the end is here. All this happened in one day. 
Wonder how long it will take to give you my life story. Lets drop 
the subject because the censors will send me home on a discharge,, Give 
my love and regards to everyone home. Take, it easy gang and drop a 
line whenever possible*



August 1944

Hello. ••«*

' •’ FIRST YEAR OVmS&AS *  AmaVUHSMlY PARTY

... The "OZRAYABBY* trio celebrated their first anniversary 
overseas in a grand slam fashion* The squadron was giving a big 
party, inviting everyone in Air Supply Division,at a local parlc*
Plenty to drink, dancing, floor show and other entertainment was 
planned for this affair but m  three had planned our "get-together0 
way before this party come about. We didn*t change our plan3 and 
went ahead, to oelebrate in our room,

As it h always happens whenever you plan anything very 
seldom do you follow out those plans. We weren't exceptions, 
planning everything all week long and then wait for the last minute 
to really do it. You see, we wanted nothing to go wrong and there­
fore took our time in arranging this celebration.

What did we do4; What did we eat? What were we drinkingci 
Was there enough of everything? Who got drunk? Was everybody 
kappy? (ao* Ted Lewis wasn*t around). What happened, "The morning 
after the night before?" Yes, these and other questions aro running 
thru your mind and if you give us time, (my silent partners are not 
with me at this minute but I»m keeping in mindthelr final instructions 
we* 11 tell you our happenings for the night. What we say from now 
on until the end of this letter is, strictly "on the record" for the 
near future and later years for when the "OZRAYABBY" t±io corae home* 
Our first meeting after this war is over -will call for a bigger 
oelebration—with our wives and families* But since this was a 
baohlor3 party, we might ae well leave it that way and get on to 
the three O .I .4s in Jtaly* (you know where so there*s no need to 
tell you or say, "Somewhere in Italy)*

We started the evening with a spagetti supper. (This was on 
Hay— thanks to his package not so long ago. It wasnH until last 
night that we did it justice). Who cooked them** Ho, it wasn«t Ozzie* 
A woman in our billet did a swell job of "home-cooking” . We sweated 
out this "dish" but not for long because our one time favorites were 
soon placed before us and without 3aying a word, started eating away. 
If I*d tell you that Ray had a bottle in his left hand while eating 
with his right, youfd think I was crazy. As Ozzie will tell you, it 
wasn*t a "baby bottle" but a cold, imported, American beer. Piels 
for your information* Ozzie and X had put ours away before eating 
but Ray insisted on having his while eating.

The meal was typical Italian style— delicious. Keeping them 
company and very Close by was a bottle of red wine* Yes, we drank 
wine too but that isn’ t all as you will later hear, rather read about. 
Our second dish was potatoe croquette, very well done. Everything 
was going along the v;ay we planned but this was only the beginning.



A word about our uniform for the evening• (Remember last 
year a holidays and celebrations? Did you alx̂ ays critic© and talk 
about the other persons drees* -Since you couldn*t see us, we’ ll 
toll you what we wore so that your ouriouslty doesn’t get th© best 
of you)* Xooidlxxg over the TRIO, head to foot but starting with his 
feet we notice regular heavy 0*1# shoes nicely shined# (not bright 
enough for a mirror, you only see that in the movies) A clean khaki 
trouser takes oar© of their legs and lower body* Of course they’re 

.wearing &I socks and we as53ume th# underwear is the finest Unci© Sam 
gives out* You must be saying, well what’ s bo  outstanding about 
this* But you’re putting tha horse before th© cart and If you wait, 
you111 discover the next item which is* th© pay-off. Ho, its not a 
01 khaki shirt or undershirt, instead they’re civilian nTw shirts* 
Believe it or not, that made a big difference because it lifted our 
moral up about flty percent and set us on the right road to having a 
good enjoyable time*

Oh yes> at twelve o’ clock,- during luenh hour, we three went 
to the photographers to take a picture. Hejaemher the one v;e took in 
Algiers? Well donft worry, this one vdll not come out that vfay~*at 
least we hope not* The last one was a rush job but Monday tha 
photographer gave us the works, posing this way and that and turning 
our heads here and there* There was no birdie so if we’re wearing a 
dead-pan expression remember there13 a war going on here in Italy ar 
the reason why the photographer didn’ t have a bir&le~~~Smlle, click, 
that’ s all—next.

From the spaghetti meal, Hay and Ozsie went upstairs to 
try and arrange the table* I went baok to the office to pick, up a 

.sign we needed for this party, fhe sign wasn’t much but nevertheless 
worth while because the pictures we took received more color* Yea, 
we took pictures of the table all fixed up but let’ s not jump the 
gun and wait~~tha table ■isn’ t set-up yet and mxm we’re taking piotui 
it can’ t be done. When I come baok with the sign, I also brought a 
table cloth— a large sheet of white paper* (Incldently, we used the 
corners for napkina-^02jsilesf idea which wasn’ t carried out).

Instead of finding the table all ready*, I  found Hay and Qzzi 
practically talking to themselves* Something went wrong. The 
Italian civilian who was to get us ice at night, went out in the 
afternoon and bought it— result, it was all melted away with the 
party yet to get underway. Don’ t worry, Oszie had sent him out for 
scaaemore so everything was OK*

Ice here in Italy is a problem* It3 nothing like we have 
baok home* not as solid or good* In a square piece of ice, there’ s 
a hole in the center of it* Haturally It can’t last long* When the 
poor guy returned with more Ice, Hay was detailed to place the beer 
and Coca Oola In the ice can* ^he cocas and beers was our ration 
which wo saved for a few weeks* With the cocas there was something 
special which you’ ll later hear about.



Our next problem wae the setting of the table* We emptied 
our’speoial looker, taking oat all the "canned stack" and in doing 
so, the fun started* The Job of "setting up" was left to mo but no 
sooner did I finish when Ozzie decided it was all wrong# Once again 
cans where shuffled around tho table, thi3 time Hay added his two 
cents. It. helped, because within a short while the table was ready, 
and so was the oamora**~llghta, actionl Yes, we took some indoor 
snapshots which are worth while— if they octm© out# Before the camera 
was put away, we had turnod the table around a few times to get the 
most light on it* With each turn, the oans rolled off and tine-ojit 
was taken'to replace them* Then we‘stepped outside the baloony and 
snapped a few more pioturoe—with be^r bottles in our hands* The 
pictures are the pay-off to the party and something to look baok to 
a few years from now*

How did the table look? Therefs no way we can tell you, 
the pictures tell the complete story but 1* 11  try to give you an 
Idea of what we had on it*

Looking over the table from left to right— front and rear, 
depending where you were standing, you could soe: oans, cans and 
wore oans* Buna fish, sardines, lobsters, salmon made up our, "sea 
food* assortment* Next was bonded chicken, salami; followed by 
egg plant, roast poppers, choose, anohiovies, spanioh and black 
olive a, olive pioaoto cheese, and peanuts* l?ruit, peaches (large 
size) and red watermelon* Assortment of cookies vyere added: fig 
bars, social tea biscuit, and oraokero, to go with our coffee, cream 
and sugar* Candy and a choice of cigarette brand, Camels, Old Odd , 
or Chesterfield* . The Important item, although out on the table 
wasn*t to be touched until tho next morning—tomatoe and orange juice 
With all this "stuff” it was Just like a big holiday baok home* Its 
good to keep in mind that the billets was all to ourselves, everyone 
had gone to the party except the charge of Quarters. For the record 
It was S/Qgt Hall*

With the sign that all wasready, Hay went into hia foot 
looker and took out a bottle which had a label, "After Shaving Lotion' 
on its faoo* Believe it or not it was the best lotion we tasted 
since leaving the states* You see, we took time out and drank a 
toast— the lotion folks, was real American whiskey* And herefs where 
our coca colas come in handy, used as a chaser* Thero wasnft much 
whl3key but tho little we had wecertalnly did It" justice. Maybe it 
was a good deal there wasn’t.more because no one got drunk and every­
thing went off well*

As,the evening wont by, we satisfied our thirst with beer* 
And it was opld, thanks to the ice* During the course of the night, 
we put away something liko twenty bottles, maybe more* We did a 
good job of drinking and it surprised us beoause we thought of the 
New Years celebration when Hay passed out and Ozzie carried me to 
my bed* Monday was different, it will be one we*11 never forgot. 
They111 always be another Waw Years but they*11  never be another 
anniversary overseas. Thi3 was the first and last.

>  5 4



After a while, with the food before us, we broke up the 
routine of talking and drinking* We want bowling and here's where 
a little mystery oomes in# We bowled about six games, yet we didn't 

-have alleys.or pins or use a ball* At this time we were'beginning 
to ,feel the affects of the wine, beer and whiskey—wa got silly.

In our day room we have a bowling game, played with darts# 
It 's  set-up like a bowling ally and stanling back fifteen feet, 
throw darts at the board and then continue as if you were on 
Broadway somewhere at your favorite bowling ally, 0zzie vas ^op

man after bowling the first game but then we decided to play partners 
Wo called on Blok Barchent, our room-mate 'who was keeping paqe with 
us all night long, to be the fourth man* Ozzie and Kay was to bowl 
against Dlek and I* In this new game of .bowling, rtWo Three* do very 
we11 # Poor Dick:, couldn't hit the board and after the first game, 
we were wondering if the liquor was getting the beat of him. Dick 
stood on his feet and continued to bowl btrfc his best oouldn't help 
me in beating the 'Ozray combination* While we bowled, fellow3 cose 
bacjc from the party— the early birds leaving to catch up on their 
sleep# None were drunk, so it was a good sign. In the six game a ' 
wo bowled, Oz averaged .154 , Hay 139 and 1 ,  171* The highest score 
for the night’ was £67 at which time Dick and I beat the boys for the 
only win during the night*

Back to the room we carried ourselves to call it a day* But 
before the lights go out, we had coffee# Yes, we had a pt>t of coffee 
which Ozzie was' taking care of* As we oat on the bed and chairs, we 
looked a little tired and with not as much,11 pep'* as earlier in the 
evening* The coffee was ready and with it we had som cookies#

The table was a mesa, with tho empty beer bottles and cans 
andwatermel&n skins, etc, waa all over the table* Don’t worry, we 
all’ helped out before going to bed because we knew the next morning 
we'd be In no shape to clean up*

Today the room has a new decoration. If you remember, our 
room has a number of empty frames * Monday night, we took on© down 
and framed the sign we had for this grand celebration. If you walk 
into our room (we’ ll die), you can see it very clearly, resting over 
the fireplace* The frame is silver and black and since the sign 
has black letters on white paper, it stands out.

While the boys were keeping the conversation going, I 
rested on my cot and in doing so, went to sleep &s soon as my head 
hit the pillow# I don't know what went on afterwards because I was 
sound asleep# I think the boys followed me because there was nothing 
else to drink*



The next morning the fun started* Our heads weren't too 
steady bat we did manage to go downstairs and answer ro ll  c a l l . Then 
come upstairs , fix oar bods and put everything in  order bofore walking 
to tho office for breakfast. Breakfast--that was a laugh because the 
way -we felt, food was the last thing to enter our minds. But getting 
up In tha morning and having breakfast is a regular routine, ao 
naturally we went to tlie mess hall* Koy we didn’t touoh the CHatlon 
but we did take the juice and ooffee# We had opened a oan of orange 
Juice while upstairs and vdth.this other cup-full, It didn’t help 
matters any* Wq eaoh went to our respective office and stayed there 
until it waa time to work# tie stayed on tha job and lasted out the 
day*

This was it folks, a quiet celebration of our "First 
Anniversary Overseas’** The Q^RAYABB? TRIO celebrated in typical 
New York fashion— and Philadelphia (wherever that is)* This get- 
together of rtW© Three11 will not compare with the first meeting we’ ll 
have when we come home* Froca the way things have been moving lately, 
we should be on our way home much sooner than we ever expected* Let’s 
hope so because we like to oome home aa soon as possible» and too soon 
isn’ t q,uiok enough.

So long for now, until something else ccmes upto warrant 
another letter* Inoidently, the letter about our visit to Rome is 
long overdue. I started it but never fin ished  i t — so for I have 
something like throe rough pages. But don’ t worry, when its finished 
you’ll get a copy. x

Regards from Ozzie, Ray and Abby, the "OZRAYABBY TRIOfl*

LOVE TO ALL,

Wfi TUBES.



/,/

11 October 1944 Second. Furlough In Italy

FQRTIOI, I t ’s a small town around here* You can easily get to it by 
planning to visit Pisa or Florence.,. . •that1 s how easy it is because thats what 

happened to-me and Ray. Here’ s how.

As you know today was the first'day of our furlough. Our plans were to 
visit both Pisa with its leaning tower and Florence with its art and beauty. But 
as it happened, we went to SORRENTO. We’re beginning to grasp the meaning of the 
so ng ... "Return to Sorrento11. You see, we've decided to stay away from this 
popular “clip-joint" and yet, we find ourselves traveling in OX style (hitch-hiking) 
to the one and only.. . . .  "S0RRE1TT0". •-

Accompanying our furlough papers was an application for a priority plane 
ride, a sure thing if ever there was one. (that’s what we thought). A nyway we 
called the booking office and they said no planes were taking-off because of bad 
weather. There we were, number one day and not able to leave for our planned 
destination. We quickly thought of something else, visit Sorrento again but this 
time for a special reason. She last time we went to Sorrento, we had three special 
plaques made to order and now it was time to pick them up. So off we went, trusting 
the military traffic on the road to take us to Sorrento. The trip going was our 
biggest worry because traffice is '‘dead11, especially after turning off the 
autostrada at Torre Annunziata*

From our starting point we quickly got our first hop— a jeep which took us 
to the downtown section of the city. There we walked a short way before another 
lift picked us up, a command car. We didn’t travel long because we soon found our­
selves near the outskirts of town. Another short walk, another lift , this one was 
a weapons carrier with the driver, an Italian civilian. Thanks to his fancy driving 
he took us out of our way (burning us up, of course) but it proved to be a good deal. 
Having taken many previous trips out of the city, we had the pleasure of seeing a 
great part of this section of Italy. Each time upon returning we say, "Well, now 
I ’m sure I 'v e  seen all there it to see in this part of Italy." But we were wrong 
every time, bee ause there’ s alw ays a new section or area that we discover we’ve 
never visited. That’ s what happened today when the driver left us stranded alone 
on the road, somewhere in the outskirts of the city. I had asked him if  he was 
going our way and he said yes, but somethiiig went wrong which can’ t be explained.
A nyway we started to walk a greater distance towards the land maik we used, the 
"Autostrada" or the number one highway which takes a " sight-seer" to Pompei,

, Sorrento, Salerno and other cities*

Walk and walk and walk but just before getting tired and letting off some 
steam, an English car picked us up. It was a small one with Ray and I sitting in 
the front seat close to the driver. Yes, Rays.’ legs got in his way but beggars 
can’t be choosey so he kept quiet.

We never got on the autostrada because the English driver preferred via 

Garibaldi which runs parallel with the ’strada. A s for via Garibaldi, there’ s 

very little I can tell you because I didn’ t have time to concentrate on the road.
For some reason or other, we were always riding "up and down", falling in one 

hole after another and the Englishman couldn’t "dodge" the many holes in the road 

as he rode along* But he had is reasons for staying on this "luxurious-unlevSi* 

damaged-uncomfortable road", otherwise he wouldn’ t stay on i t . . . . .t h a t ’s what you 
might be saying but Ray and I didn’t and couldn’t see the reason for it. Oh well, 
the ride is over and I ’m only telling you about it so let's continue and listen 
to our adventureous trip thru.. ..PORTICI.



" * The driver let us out at a square in Portici, giving us directions to get 
on the autostrada where we could easily get a ‘'lift11, Prom his instructions we though 
the *strada was near-by but we were wrong as we discovered shortly afterwards, 'While 
walking a street, with'our raincoat under the arm, w,e looked over the interesting 
points. Incldently, that*s the way to travel this time of the year in Italy,..you 
see, a rainy season brings plenty of water, and it never leaves until it rains a few 
months, brining tons of gallons of water on the poor italian, his family and friends, 
(the people of Italy are all wet). Anyway we contimed walking and we seemed to be 
the number one attraction. Everyone looked at us as tho3̂ ,„we^were men from Mars.... 
we stuck out like sore thumbs. The reason was this. ’The town had^'Hnly^^n^^ îih. 
so 1 ̂ T rT'liiid)whanever a G-I “drops around11 he becomes the center of tlie attraction,.., 
e s ^ Ia T ly ^ jr  the 1 teen age youngsters, found everywhere in Italy, like a bunch of 
flys* We fildn*t have any trouble with flys this year the way we did while in Algiers 
That was a big relief and it was welcomed.

It had rained early this morning and the streets were still wet. Every leaf 

on a tree beared the extra weight of a few rain drops. Overhead was an archway of 
leaves, branching from one side to the other. As we walked towards the fstrada, we 
felt rain-drops but we caught ourselves in time from unrapping our raincoat. We 
soon discovered that the leaves were shaking off their excess weight and hitting

■ every passer-by who looked up to admire their beauty, form and color. Yes, even 
the innocent ones that walked under the shade of these trees received as much if 
not more than their share of the “left-over1’ raindrops.

Kay and I admire also, the many “Villa11 we passed by, A Villa'is owned by 
b^g shots, people with a good financial back round, who have retired and are taking 
life easy, There were many along the road we passed but most of them were 
empty or. were billeting British soldiers.

Qhen we criticized the street tracks found on one side of the si&swalk. No 
street car rides along nowadays but Ray and I wondered how the pedestrian got out 
of the* way from an approaching street-car. As far as we could see it was bad city 
planning.

Our legs were getting tired and we could see up ahead that there was no 
“heavy traffic" or any indication that we were coming near to or ever get to, the 
autostrada. We knew we were going in the right (one and only) direction and. there­
fore didn*t ask anyone for help.

An English truck was kind to give us lift. We didnU get inside because 
•we were near the *strada and surely we*d get off soon, Instead, we spent a good 
long five minutes riding on the “running-board11, before the driver let us off near 
an English canteen. Still no *strada M D  again we walked.. . . .  three blocks, then 
a right turn.,.one block and a left turn,,.half a block and then, we finally 
arrived on the one and only, “AUTOSTRADA11.

Believe it or not, once on the •strada we didn*t wait long because we soon 
■bgot a lift. The driver was an Italian civilian and I talked to him as to our 
goings. While riding, Hay and I talked about Portici, We had passed it many times 
while going to Sorrento, Pompei and Salerno - All we knew about the place that it 
was off the autostrada, never giving it a thought of spending a few hours to look 
over the place. And today, before we could get our bearings, we had been THRU it 
and had seen enough of it to write home about. Its ,a small place and if  you li^c 
some peace and quiet, here*s the place to spend your vocation or settle down for 

good when you*ve reached the ripe old age of seventy,



We moved rather fast, going at a nice: speed all the way* Upon reaching 

Torre Annunziata, the truck stopped and we got off, HerefB where we turned to go 
towards Castellamare and then Sorrento, While waiting for a hop, we saw other 
soldiers, GI’ s and English, waiting for lifts. A large English truck stopped and 
Hay and I jumped on. It was very uncomfortable, not only climbing up on the high 
tailgate hut also. inside. The driver was hoaling a load of lumber and we managed 
to find some little room to rest our tired bodies. The ride'lasted long but It 
didn’t go as far as we thought.. . again we waited,, this time outside Castellamare.
We had a trio because another G-I jumped off with us, also going our way but to 
Castellamare. He thought it was better than Naples bat I ’ve been to both places 
and-from what I ’ve seen, it doesn’ t come anywheres near Naples, We dropped the 
subject and waited. Close by, rested an old rocket gun, with its barrel cut in 
half. The dirt and rust over it was a sign it had been resting there a long time* 
Many times I passed it but but never really giving it a.once over. MXX Now it 
was standing next to me and I could give it a good examination,

. A farmer passed by, riding on his cart with a tired donkey lazily pulling 
it forward. I asked if  he was going our way but he smile and said, H jump on, I ’ll 
take you to CastellamareM* Going with him would have p u t  bds u s  in a  class with 
Rip VanWinkle, because by the time the donky would reach Castellamare, we’ d have 
added a few years to what we already have. We waved to him as he pulled the reins 
on the donkey,. . and went on his way.

The next lift was the pay off, taking us into Castfellamare and giving us 
a chance to look over the second city of the day...unintentionally. It was a 
large Italian truck, the best I ’ve seen in Italy, traveling at a speed equal fio a 
G-I truck. This is unusual and a feat in itself because every civilian truck.I’ve 
seen was a broken down four vsheeler job which needed two other trucks to pull it 
with another truck helping the two.

CASTELLAMARE is another small city and like eve:ryone else, its the best 
city for the ones who live in it. This falls back to the saying, ,fA mans’ home is 
his Castle11, and the same holds true for cities. You’ll find that every Italian 
thinks ’'His City11 is the best in Italy,, . in the world. Not only because he lives 
in it but because of beauty he finds in it which you and I can not see.

To this city, the rain brought about much nupL, The narrow streets could 
use some more rain so that the water could give them a good washing. Before the 
&ruck stopped and let us off, something happened which is worth mentioning, so 
that Ray and I can have a laugh when we read this letter when we come home.

As the truck was riding thru the city limits, an English truck signaled U3 
to stop. As he passed by, he said the spare tire dropped off. 'This was enough 
for the driver and his helper to come out of the front seat while their friend 
jumped off the truck, to run back thru the streets tha xtruck had passed. They 
had enough fury in them to wlickM the whole town. Rubber tires are almost 

impossible-to get hold of in the states, in Italy, its impassible. A tire is 
priceless and whenever somone bi\Yo one#, he practically rX-rarz his life away for it.

• The driver was lucky to get it back and while rolling it back to the truck, he was 
telling the curious civilians that he had paid something like three hundred liars 

for the time only yesterday.' Ha was lucky because the way things disappear here in 
Italy, it was a wonder.*#a miracle, it didn’ t vanish within a second after the tire

• dropped off. The men threw the tire on the truck and off we went, but only a short 
distance because the truck stopped and once again our l e g s  took o v e r .



We were walking thru the main street of Castellamare, very narrow, dirty 

, and crowded. Men were repairing a section; to the right and left, there were many 

opened stores, selling everything for the neighboring civilian. We paused all this 
tuiukcpt uurwing around witn me bright hope of seeing a vehicle, to give us a lift, 
Traffic* was.light and we found ourselves walking a great distance*

The highlit© in Castellamare, is the public baths, found at one end of 
town* . Many people come here to take special /baths to care certain diases* Then 
there1s different types of mineral water which can he had very easily. This 
oidnH interest us, "because we kept on walking. At last, a lift, another English 
(truck. This was it, the last to ask for because the driver was going straight into 
Piazza Tasso, the number one meeting place of Sorrento and the center of everything 
within the small city* .

Another G-I was on this truck, an infantry man from Brooklyn, He was going 
to visit his grandmother. He had been wounded recently and was spending a few 
weeks, resting* In the meantime, he met his aunt in Naples and thru them, discovered 
of his grandmothers whereabouts* He showed me the address and lucky thing for him, 
because as the truck was rolling along, I spotted tha sbroet name and stopped the 
truck. He jumped off while we kept moving ,on* The dark Olive Drab uniform, turned 
the corner ana headed towards a reunion wnich will live in his memory for a life time.

Once in Sorrento, on Piazza Tasso, we wasted little time in going to the 
store we had bought the plaques. Within a short time thereafter, we found ourselves 
\valking out of this same store with the three plaques tuckecl under Kays arm and wu 
ooth roamed thru the city streets* Ha ving been here several times, wê  knew our 
way around. The number one resting place we stopped at was a bar. There we had 
a few drinks before we carried our bodies outside and bg,ck to piazza Tasso to wait

■ for a lift back home. After waiting a few hours, we managed to get the ride we 
waited for and with'*a short while, found ourselves going back, covering the same 
distance and passing the same places we had visited thip morning* It was a worth 
while day.*quiet but a little exciting. '

This was number one (lUrlough day) scratched codec oix the five we sfcarwea 
ouw witn. There was four left and our plans had not changed.. .it  was still Pisa 
and Uroqnce and tomorrow we*11 try again***hoping that lady luck would help us out.

Closing off, with our love and regards to you all. Everything is fine with 
the nOZHAYABlJY TRIO11, so donft you worry ahout us* Inciaently, this letter is 
coming home to you on the installment plan, here’ s the first of a serious, „* > .gee,
I don*t know, Maybe they*11 be two more, maybe one...in either event, there^ 
another part following.

* THE OZEAiAtiBi uHIO
0Z2lJbi KAY ABBY
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~ _ 26 December 1944
f ‘v /*■<, \ ui. S; ^;lr:;..r ^  ; i - + • I ,; •■-•■ : >.« •■•'■ .•••-. -

Dear Hon*• * v*My1 second <Christmas overseas, this time*..ITALY*
?r';• •>; . >.<n* : o • fj - ‘ ^  * "• ~ V-;? * * , •*, '-.“‘i', y ■?
*v The paekajges have been opened, everyone felt gay and cheer­

ful for a few hoars, our delicious turkey dinner has long been 
digested, Christmas has passed, and another holiday le crossed off • 
the ^lander* 'P- had-a swell t i m e ^• w r& itv  * ■ t./ n , ■ ’ r 3- lo ;.. ■.,,u . . ■

r » • Christmas ^pirity m& flying Uigh rather early*- within the 
billets, offlo* and th i r d ' t h e o i t y  streets*  ̂ Bat it wasn’t until 
Saturday,’ the 335rdi 'thati^l^it m  hard* It was then I realized, 
Christmas was on .hand and jay thoughts wondered offMto "home”* I 
kept thinking of the pass Ghrlstmases we spent together* Xmas tree, 
toys, gifts, -gard. tglumtf etc*, but the -nc>iseraround me was1 terrific 
and therefore oouldn’t concentrate.

> * > At the time, 'I was waging along the streets (during lunch 
hour) and passed "our local theater. , A Christmas party was being 
held 'for the local- Kkidfl", children-t«oa tfte neighborhood  ̂: ^e knew 
about'this because *a candy drive”1 was hel4; during :the past ‘few 
waeks* Wednesday and Thursday, during the showing of, "Since You 
Went Away"1, OI11̂  couldn’ t get in, unless they donated a candy bar*
Tiiat >was the ’admission to the show,̂ making it possible to collect

p:;>
tva ̂ jbue aob-was rso^heavy, thattrafflee was but off on the main 

street .and sent on another thorofare* I got stuck in this mob and 
became; part ;of- it (unintentIbnally) * The pushing and crowding was 
toomUoh,-for meandeveryone^oundme. ^Pfs couldn’t control 
the orowde- and several-ti^s, ^they'broke loose.1 You see, the ones 
waiting to get in th$ movie hoi;se, weren’t giving the ones comaing 
out a chanoe to «over'«>>aW--;̂ e';is?* s had a tough time? of It and I 
didn’-t *hang around^to see jUow they handled the situation* (It was 

* out ‘of-hand̂  when4;!* . l e f t ) . * " ■ '-"•■

!''1 i; !*:Photographers: ey„enj took picture# of the crowd* : fifcm the 
camera1 dldn11 get away from tbem is a mystery* They found a s$ot 
high vover the crowd (an"entrance to a reoovero) and I could hear 
the guy yell®, "action" because he slowly moved the camera around 
oyer the crowd;/ You may see !it in the newsreel*v'^oyv'yott‘idJLXnot 
b©:able to* see '-me.*;i didn’ttry to get that close, m don’t, look 
fcf5m j' W  and ytem it -bmeb to •£- local thaater tiaok home#

s-vfj? Kvo/i’- •:*:wxrn  \voc. ■&;.>.*&.. c:\A v? t .»
Thitf happening took ‘place at several̂  the^brs” (I only witnessed 

two theaters), and on Saturday, the'same1 thing happened* Guess they 
oouldn91 take»care’ of the drowde in one day ao they had a *double- 
header". The kids went for this ”candy, chewing gum and carmella"
In a ‘ big way.They'were teppy' ^ad for thê  fl^stHime (ln-about five 
years; maybe more Vythe youngesters" celebrated this holiday. All this 
was ;impreseive ;and-wô  seeiiig.;- V



! Ĉ hristmas Eve falling on a Sunday, found m  off and ainqe I 
didnft work on Christmas day, 1 had two straight* Not bad, so 
did Hay MidlQ Ozzie worked onOCmaa day* In our office, we drew 
lots who was to worked over the holidays**.yours truly got away 
from both*' .nAnd ^oi If 11 be off two days in a row for, New Years

‘ tOO. < _ f ' -V' : . / * • ■

>h' ^aaywat to Hom  to listen.to mid-night mass at St. Peters.- 
'He left Sunday morning, being on the road a few hours to kill half 
the day. ) Once income » had-little time to himself because the 

b^aquare outaidejSt* Peterswasoa?owded. 4iines farmed at $n early 
si hour and anyona^anting to get In,ha4 tp "sweat out11 the crowd. 

vlBa waited a fewtnotirai .finallygetting in* sHa ooa$ out at 1:40. 
^he:naxtiday*ithey left in> ^tern%on#- spending mother 'half . 
*c4ay c>arthe road before .soiling Jaomf at night, vCj^istmp day*; ; ;;t .

Dispite the fact he spent as much time, if not more than what 
. he spent tin Home, ;Uo^as^ti.flfi<>df,.-.:-B«gide8f,.it was a worth while 
; v trip because HIS iHOLIHiiSB^said the mass*• . .ths first time in the 
?; history: of St* Petets* waa a mid̂ xiight mass held by the Pope* 
a /Kveryona that wentonjpy^d i|, and /said,) gGladVthey didnf t *mias It" *
*v *£.*.. i # *  C-* U J  r  lZl-5"" ■ s.- ft i i  )?i:. t'i «•.; Y  , ‘j ., t* r r -  ■ Y " ;""-;
<vn$ I::didnttsgo^^fordtwo"^ason9•l;;r^^^t»hthe’̂ rldeIbaĉ .̂an,d' forth 
r  in such’a, quicktime wasn' t encouraging* Being in a covered ,GI 
-truofc;didn’£helpmatter&jany.* •• Second* for «omet|jae, the Russo 
family wanted me to spend the holidays with them.' Rather than 
ependiGtoiataw^laJlOB^ && thde ^ityi# . .5

•.* Christmas^Ev%iafe.therRuiso family-ms'very mup!h like oura 
*>: -(back home;) * : Dinnerv eon&isted o£,: fisti veget4bi«t spag^ttl.with 
t. clamst ©to*4- S&tla%wast wor&Jx while,an d we\ h&d a dwell time* /

c; ; *; r Also.! spendingOhxi^tmw^vflt^ ua ^as tJ*e!Tenoret V&o Savarese 
ciiidth hi» wif®vkid.iuifi^hk th^-pro^j^^I^v© sent^yoCof the , c, 
yu'Operas-■:,I!v«tj«B*an,̂ youi Should know tfgo* Inoidently, at one time 

or another, I meet, all of the stars, listed in the programs of 
the Operas* '' vSom«L hayfciiope# of coming -to the Metropolitan in 

î Bew. York.*L, When and if- they do, .tbey’ll pome over for dinner* 
i-̂ fhey: bav* aaoepfced ilrtady: *&%-■ .waiting $p ”com© over". ; .

> v." t Ohriatiaap day waa; bejautiflil. I$heT weather was Ibvely*. .hot 
^ too cold, windy-or bad*, Sun was out and everyone was in their 
oiSunday best* 4t ̂ night , ;vtha. P^rayabby Trio celebrated» Ozzie and 

I waited for Hays return from Home and then opened another bottle* 
Yes, *m € l r a » J ^ y o u , :  hoping that ypu were, returning our , , 

l.:v-:driJikB*’v had, a snack also, halping us take the,,Canadian Club , ' 
«dth te^ASihA^̂ hasea?*, ia. typIoeJL- .̂trio,f- get'-t'o-getjher*'. ’

f Kow .we1 re looking forward to Kew Years when we’ ll really 
y ? -oelebrate* . Ooualn ,Mlke, ;Annun»iata/;wias! pn the road again. I called 
vvejrhia but he was butr * ;l«at!̂  at ni^it, when I called again, he “was 

sleeping so I let him go. Next day I spoke to him and we hope to 
visit Sarno this week.

Closing off with love to all, and best regards to the family. 
Solong, and hope you had as good a time over Christmas as I did*.* 
do likewise on Hew Years because wefll "out dort,,the time we had 
on Christmas. _



24th Lay 1945 
Naples, Italy

Hello Neil,

' r  - V  ' ' ’ • ~ ~   ̂ If

vVhen you read a letter tv^ice, you know it ’ s good but when 
you read the same letter three, four or more times and want to 
read it m ore....you know its darn good. 3uch was your letter 
about the "first plane-ride" for a "remington^ ranger". Your 
Tetter discribing the trip along the skyways in a B-25 arrived 
a few days before a recent one, 7 kay got'here. Both beside me,
I 111 give you my answer.

The trip letter was tops and you did a good job, infact,
• you made like^a writer. I enjoyed it very much Neil, especially 

for its humor, ab-lib etc.

Only six flying hours to your credit after being in the 
" jVIH C0RP3" 33 months, but 4 days short. And a B-25 is too tough 
for you, yet the B-17 and A-25 vjas OK. , .you were the master. Well, 
now that you mentioned these enjoying experiences. . . . I ’ 11 tell you 
mine. But first, did I get sick? ....y ou  can best your last dollar 
and brother, I don’ t think you were as bad as me. Here’ s proof.
If I get sick on .truck convoys. .  ..yes , in Africa, going from Bizerti, 

..to Algiers, thru the Atlas mountains, I was sick for two days straigh' 
. , being unable to eat the lovely, delicious ”C'’ rations. V/hen I tried 

to eat two different meals, I spread them along the highway. Anyway, 
if rides like these bother me, you can immage the plape-rides. . .and 
in a B-25 also. I ’ ll pass my troubles on to you, here their come.

L!y first plane ride was from algiers to Naples in a c-47.
The trip lasted about four hours or more, I was sick for two. Boy 

, .did I double up. I lived./through, it and when we landed, was the 
happiest man in the Air Corps. .No, I didn’ t clean up, -the''crew 
chief took care of it ...w e  had a bucket.

Next was my trip to Florence, this time a B-25 and the pilot 
took off like "SUBBRkAN"-himself, making the trip in a record time. 
*vhen we neared the airport, a Spitfire was coming in for a landing 

- at the same tine; and the B-25 pilot gave him the righb away; shooting 
skyward like a rocket and then turmirig to go in. The turn had me 
touching the .ground _ ona. one .side , the "sky on the other but I lived 
thru this one too without getting sick. -/as I surprise. This was 
less than two hours.

Coming back, we rode in reliable C-47. Again nothing happened 
and I hol'd up well. That was it Neil, three times up, one time down, 
^nd you have a total of six hours. . .  better go up again and p;et in
my class. . .yours truly has........ (let me c o u n t a b o u t  ”3,r . °oix
hours, that's a joke, rookie.
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Your next l e t t e r  answered mine about the work w e ’ re d o i n g . . .  

you called i t ,  "rem ington r a n g e r s " , while we p r e fe r , "p e n c i l  
dushers v;ith se r ia l  numbers" which rates, w it h , "G I  white co llar  

w o r k e r ".• Anyway whichever, i t  l a ,  its  the way I  said , 'Luveryonewas 

placed somewher-e and i t  was our good fortune to get what we d i d " .  
Someone has to do th is  type of work so why sho u ld n ’ t it  Ja8 us.

ask in g  for overseas duty is  something you better take^out 

of, your mind and q uick ly . Don ’ t give it another thought N e i l ,  
forget it  and go along the way you have in  the past . And l is t e n  
bud", a "raar- household" i s n ’ t my way of m arriage . You got a break  

"by/ staying" i n  the states w e l l , I  got a break too so t h e r e ’ s nothing  

wrong e ith er  way. *md when 1 look back to u'ort Logan , i ’m glad 
it turned out this  way. I ’m not saying the goingwas tough or any­
thing else  which  you couldn ’ t take but the set-up w ith in  the o u tfit  
w asn ’ t one to "bragg" about, oince jo in in g  the 1 8 th , the Squadron 
has had s ix  or more commanding o f f ic e r s . Some of the boys are QIC 

but it  goes to the old say in g , b irds  of a fe a t h e r , flo c k  to gether . 

Y es , I ’m gl&d  we d id n ’ t come over together in  the came o u t f i t ,  glad 
you ’ re home because when you get a pass or fu rlo u g h , you can see 
the fa m ily . T h a t ’ s more than either one of us could do i f  both were 
overseas. In  other w ords, mama got the better  deal and she deserved 

it . Don ’ t you think  s o 7

These fe e lin g s  we expressed only add to an in fe r io r it y  

complex over our job but don ’ t let it  get you down. The only thing  
i f  you were o v erseas , you might have had enough points to "s t a y "  
put somewhere. Now, no one knows what w i l l  happen, dinceyou  come 
back from your fu rlo u g h , the o ffic e  has new fa c e s , new brooms are 

taking  up the job of the old ones. -Again I  a sk , what about you and 

your chances of stay ing  p u t . Did you see ” T //0 ' DOv-/N. &  ONail TO G 0 ‘:"
It  d id n ’.t look too good for the A ir  Corps, e s p e c ia lly  those w it h  
low scores . i3ut since that was made sometime last year, it  do esn ’ t 
stand up too good, whatever comes u p , let  me know, although  th e r e ’ s 

very l i t t l e  I  can do* ' In c id e n t ly , d o n ’ t be surp rise  i f  Carmine 
and J'. ike DeVivo head towards the western  hem ersphere. . . .could  b e ,

Joey sent me his  address and I  d id n ’ t spare the honses to 
w rite . In c lo se d  is  a copy of his l e t t e r . oeems we can set up a 
tr ip le  p lay  com bination, Tony to N e il  to Joey , .md cousin L ik e  Annu 
says that Tommy come in  although the latest  le t t e r  te lls  me he was 

re- called to take a. trip  to h is  lo c a l  board , Hope they d o n ’ t get 

the bad d ea l of going to a fo reig h  p la c e . Say do you know that 
Buster got m a r r ie d ■ The boy d id n ’ t ’waste much time a fte r  getting  

a m edical discharge , : coming home from New S e l e m e z  G-uinea. And 

Barney got m arried too and w ith  .his time overseas and in  the s e r v ic e , 
I ’m sure h e ’ l l  get a d isc h arg e .

Nothing more to add N e i l ,  takecare of y o u rs e lf , forget overseas 

and go home often because you ’ l l  make mama happy, ^s fo r "m e , I ’ l l  

w ait to go home and then p lan  my wedding with L a r y .



THE SALERNO P.O.W.

Two^najor events of the war took place on September 9, 19^3* Our Depot 

Supply Squadron was traveling 'in an army convoy, going from Bizerte to 

Algiers0 VJTiile enjoying the familar army rest period, two Red Cross nurses 

traveling in the opposite direction, informed us that Italy had surrendered 

to 'the American Commander0 '

At the time we were unaware that the Allied Forces had also landed in 

Salerno, under the leadership of Gen„ Hark Clark. The beachead kad been 

established south of Naples0

In M sy ,19^ I visited Salerno to enjoy a restful vacation period, • 

swimming and picnicking in the same waters that had been an invassion beach,

Tlie fighting excitment for this- G .I . tourist was in the peaceful waves of 

the Medeterrean Sea, sweeping upon the safety surroundings of the sandy beaches. 

The Salerno coastline had been restored to itfe prewar beach facilities 

which became available to the Allied Forces for Rest and Recovery,(R& R) 

relaxation. Ray and I took advantage of the accomodation afforded to the 

visiting Air Force servicemen,, The unchallenged breaking waves, invading 

-the silent beach area, quickly left the shoreline and returned out to sea, 

knowing that the war had visited and passed by this place *

My second visit to Salerno at a later date, was more of a serious 

mission of performing a good deed. I kept my promise made in Africa to an 

Italian P.O.W. to visit with his parentsQ

My traveling accomodations took place in the customary 6x6 army truck.

I was lead off at a local square, where I hired the services of a horse and 

buggy driver, .to guide me to locating the prewar address I was given by the 

' P.O.tf.

Our first attempt proved to be a failure since the battle fields in 

Salerno had cause serious and much destruction. Many families were forced



to relocate outside the city limits* The drivers’ expertise of the area 

brought me to a farm house that ended in a successful search of the family 

I was seekingo -

Once again an American army-uniform brought out the village population 

to confront and surround this strange, unknown G .I . Among the first to 

greet me was an elderly man who embrnced me up on hearing his name mentioned 

by my guide. His warm reception made him aware of his missing son. Like 

many other fathers, not hearing from their sons during the war years, he 

too waited, hoped and prayed that his missing son was still alive0 My 

visit, answered his prayers because he had sensed that my presence was 

good news. Since I had also mentioned his name, his wife had been following 

him clone behind and heard me give him the news that their only son was 

safe, I assured them he was in good health, and a prisoner of war in 

Africa with the American Army0

■jJoth the father and mother of my friend apologiesed iijboKg xxy 

while being escorted to their temporary home9 Their new living conditions 

was the result of losing their home during the many bsttles and bombings 

that took place during the fighting for the Salerno beachead.

My next four hours or more were spent answering all their questions.

My visit was bridging an absentee gap of aoout I4 years. The silence was 

broken in my bringing them the goods news which was welcomed beyond expectation. 

Vicenzo’s parents, relatives and friends were all ears when I started 

to tell them about my guard duty at the prison camp0 Stationed at the main 

gate entrance to the PQW camp, gave the advantage of coming in contact with 

most of the prisoners. It  also permitted me to hold conversations with them
%

leaving the camp and returning after completing their daily assignments.

They accepted and appreciated my speaking their language



As an'American born son of Italian immigrant parents, we shared many 

common similarities found within Italian families„ The family traditions 

we became accusr.itomed to became the basis of forming a friendly relationship,

I soon gained the confidence, respect and acceptance among the prisoners, 

especially those assigned to the mess hall as regular K?’s and forme? chefs 

were cook helpers® On special occassions these prewar Italian chefs prepared 

the entire dinner during holidays/

The POW’ s had their own kitchen facilies. The army supplied and provided 

their everyday needs and the customary italian meals were more to their 

Kwatarauocy lifestyle of eating. I enjoyed, mnny such meals rather than eat 

in the regular army mess hall,

. In my association with the PCM's, I had developed a closer relationship 

with a youthful Italian who was in my age bracket,, His name was Vicenzo.

In the one week service., on guard duty, we had revealed and compared 

our way of life from childhood to service in the army of our respective 

countries. After my tour of duty ended, I continued to visit Vicenzo and kept 

icsusqa our friendship alive, until I  was to leave AfM ca.

In February!, 191̂ 4 our otufit received orders to ship out to Naples,Italy. 

Though it would end our regular meetings, I promised Vicenzo I would visit 

his parents in Salerno.

As was the case with all my visitations, this family wined, dined me 

a3. a royal visitor. They sacraficed their limited food supply in a feaetful 

celebration,, I could not easily break away from this pleasaat, friendly 

atmosphere. They reluctantly let me go knowing I had to return to Naples.

Yes, I promised to return for another visit*



The Infantry Conversion Training Pollcy

It's not fair to compare the service lifestyle of the fighting 

infantrymen with the supply clerk8 of the Air Force. Though they 

once joined together at the induction centers, array assignments soon 

separated them in basic training to travel their future destiny.

On the frontlines, the fighting GI's are* constantly thinking of 

the lesson learned during such shawing of combat films, KILL or BE 

KILLEB. The infantry soldier placed his life on the line 24 hours -a 

day. For his dependency In staying alive, he relied on the firing 

power of his battlefield weapon. If he s u r v iv e d , be became known 

as the "liberator11 after each victory.

In contrast, the rear echelon supply clerk was labeled as the 

"pencil-pusher11 or the war. His guaranteed safety wa? only interrupted 

by enemy bombings. The advance air raid warning sirens enable him to 

seek protective shelter in the numerous recoveros within the city Units.

He was free to travel every weekend after working his regular

- 5 office job, From Monday to Friday, Periodically he also received 

a 3 day pass which extended his service leave to 5 days. Ten day 

furloughs came to him every three months. Is it any wonder why supply 

clerks earned the special title of a "G .I. TOURIST"?

From the North African campaign, the array gained valuable experience

■ to aid future operations towards winning the war. After the invasion 

of Sicily and during the Italian campaign, high officials realized that 

no provisions were available to transfer-soldiers from one job to 

another. When a man came overseas, specially trained In the states 

as a truck driver, cook, or clerk, he held his classification regardless



whether a need existed for his type of work. Yet, there might have 

been a serious need for riflemen or other combat jobs0 Heavy casualties 

of the Italian campaign and the anticipation of depleting the fighting 

manpower replacements, was foreseen in advance by the military brass„

The Infantry Conversion Training Center wa« set up in Rome, Italy 

to handle this problem,, The center became essential because our man­

power supplies was being depleted,. The Battle of the Bulge which 

began on Bec„ 16,1944 when the Germans launched a counter offensive 

in Ardennes, created the serious shortage of fighting men*

It was important also, that the most economical use be made of 

young, tough, fighting men0 Hand picking these men was done by a 

Field Audit Group, so as not to hamper operational efficienty of the 

service units0 Skilled technicians were not supposed to be sent for 

training* Soldiers completing their training were sent to the forward 

stockade depot to await conibat assignments to the various divisions.

After the Allies had entered Rome on June 4^1944 the already 

established facilities that Missolin^s militia, had used at the 

elaborate training grounds, were utilized by the 5th Army. The men 

assigned to the new training centers were selected from'all rear echelon 

service units, namely? from the Air Forces, Medics,

Signal Corps, Q.M., Kapts and Artillery., To fill frontline assignments 

it became necessary to convert the clerks, laborers, packers, cooks, 

motor pool drivers, hoppital orderlies into combat rifiemen. It vras 

expedient to draw such replacements from among the service branches 

already in the M«T<,0. than to depend on the trainees from the States, 

The responsibility in retraining former Glrs holding the easy- 

soft jobs while serving 2 or more year3 overseas in rear echelon areas



fell upon .the Officers and the seasoned combat non-coms of the 5th Array.

These battle experienced veterans gave their expertise of frontline

fighting conditions to toughen and give rugged instructions and training
recruits into A-l 

designed to make every new confoat/iUMbfaitos ixkx infantrymen.

At the same time the reverse reclassification took place for the 

combatmon who could no longer fill  frontline assignments. Thus, the 

Replacement & Training Centers had the responsibility for training 

disabled men for rear echelon duties,, The conversion jtidae policy . 

became a two way street«, The disabled GI!s soon changed places and 

took over job assignments left vacant by the able bodied GIrs going 

into infantry training centers0

Whe n the Air Service Command was called upon to pr©vide Its share 

of pencil pushers for conversion into combat soldiers, all 291 personnel 

files were examined and reviewed for transferring its quota to the 

Infantry Training Conversion Center*

I must have been among the best qualified victims, since my C.M.T.C.
standout

infantry training would/xdtiackeak like a sore thumb. The prewar two 

year military training that I had submitted to qualify for O.C.S. would 

now flash an immediate signal to be selected for confcat service,, It 

wasn't surprising to find my name as "numero uno,r, in alphabetical

a
order, on the bulletin board listing of the servicemen being transferred 

out of the l$th B.S.So of Air Service Commando

Ity resentment was overshadowed from my understanding and accepting 

arnjy regulations in OBEYING orders from superior officers. As previously 

stated, I was a good, well disciplined soldier, My prewar CMTC training 

and excellent physical condition had made me ready to serve my country, 

from day one, as an infantry soldier without any reservation. Since



such wa3 not my destiny, the induction procedure in testing my capabilities 
pro

evaluated my/pmxt war occupation,and educational ability, resulted in 

my assignment, after being schooled and trained, as a supply clerk in 

the A.AoF. I had accepted this classification of "pencil-pus her11 for 

the duration of the war. I was not now ready for the conversion0 

assignment in the Procurement Section had developed into a 

respons position* The expert manner in fulfilling my duties had 

placed me as the second-in-charge of the Section. As a mere Corporal,

I had surpassed the higher non-coms in every aspect of office efficiency.

Though widely acknowledged by the supervising Major, it vas the Captain 

that knew of my true value in productivety of rny job performance.

The Captain's efforts on my behalf resulted in having ray name 

removed from the.list of Grl*s scheduled to be transferred to the 

conversion center,, This favorable action took place shortly before 

U  lay of May t, 1J45.

Not only did I remain a rear echelon serviceman but more importantly
home,

I was relieved in not having to write/ the one dreadful letter* about 

the conversion pdbu policy that would have made me an infantryman®



8th June 1945 
Naples, Italy

■ '“v 

The Triple Play — iE~¥-p-L&St c>/

Last Sunday I started going swimming* tfc. clerks of MTO 
have a private beach, strictly for rear echelon GI’ s* Cousin 
carmine before coming home took a trip with me and said the beat 
scout in an Infantry outfit will be%ble to locate the beach* 
yet, its a short ways out of Naples* We call it the "AAJoC/l.-.TQ 
Beach Club” and its only for the personnel of our Headquarters*
Ray and I took the "sole” of Napoli and Italy, keeping in step 
with, the hot dry day. They* 11 be plenty "acomin" and we’ ll spend 
them on the beach*

To make like a swimmer. you need a beach, and by the beach 
"acqua" - you sMm and join the family of the three little fishes* 
Although we had a wonderful time - wish you were here business - 
something happened which we will think about whenever going out*
Host of us Yjere taking it easy, some swimming, otherson the beach 
in the sand when a loud terrific noise broke the familiar sound 
of waves sweeping onto shore* Naturally it caught our attention 
and we all turned in the direction — to see what had happened*

It wasn’ t far off and we could see black smoke over the 
area the sound oarne from* Some of the boys started to run; a few 
walked while others carried on as if nothing had happened* Shortly 
afterwards, word went around that it was an explosion, a "mine" 
went off killing two, injuring two others and junking one army 
jeep.

Ray and I was resting on our O.D* blanket* Just then we had 
come out of the water; put away two spam sandw&iches; had covered 

'our bodies with sun-tan oil and made ourselves very comfortable*
We had held our ground, looking only towards the smoke which had 
disappeared within a short time* No one would have guessed that 
a mine had popped off but when the news "floated" around, practically 
everyone decided to become "private investigators". Yes, Ray and 
I follwed this time, we too wanted a "Junior GK’ s badge".

"Off-limit" sign stands at one end of the beach which should 
prevent beach lovers from going past this point* And a strong 
Air Corps guard stands his post to see his orders are obeyed* This 
Sunday afternoon, bathing suits colorful as• they were, went a little 
beyond the stop line* This was the beginning of an S^iglish beach 
and half way-up we could see the jeep - what was left of it - a 
total lost to the U3 Government* ^ome tried to pull the "sneak away" 
play but was out before getting anywhere*

"I  told you no one was to pass this point* You’ re not to go 
down there," shouted the guard* Then disgustedly he let out with,
MI don’ t give a * w h a t  you do" and turned away* GI’s 
laughed, officers turned to him, while the s'JaC 1 s closed their eyes*

After ten minutes, part of the crowd started to walked towards



the jeep and crowd around the bodies that laid In the sand. We 
were all eurious, wanting to know what had happened and the results 
of this accident. An American ambulance had been there, helping 
out and before we reached the spot, there was nothing to see because 
the in juried and deafik were carried away. ’.Ye looked only at the 
jeep besides speaking to near-by l^nglIsh soldiers who saw the whole 
thing. One had went to take the bodies from the jeep while another 
went in the water.

Everyone had a different story, no two were alike. Even 
after the visit to the scene of the explosion, then back to the 
beach and also while back in the office, days later, the stories 
weren’t the same* And yesterday after attending a military 
funeral, its safe to tell you just what happened*

Two jeeps were on a bathing party, riding along the shore 
line. A few minutes before, another jeep had past along the same 
way but when the first of the two rode along, it disappeared (all 
but the front wheels) into the air, throwing the bodies of four 
persons In the air and in different'parts of the beach. The other 
jeep was lucky, nothing happened although a sister to the one killed 
in the first one got an eyeful.

An army 1st It . was killed and an Italian signorlna. A 
navy It was injured, so was an Italain signorlna. Of the four 
I knew three of them, so does everyone in the Division. They 
work for Air Supply. Since no one was allowed to visit the area 
on the beach, the bodies weren’t identified until a day later and 
at first it was a problem to locate the hospital.

Yesterday afternoon our Lt. received a military funeral, 
buried in the American cemetary up the Vomero. I was surprised 
to see how big it was - it was my first visit to the cemetary* '

The navef officer Is in the hospital and hefll be all right.
So will the Italian girl who worked with me, in the same office.
She was a swell kid, full of fun and we alv̂ ays kid around especially 
since I could speak the language. Her face was banged up and one 
of her legs. Since she couae out of it, she’ s lucky, so was the 
navy officer.

what happened Sunday Is something'that can not be helped.
There are plenty of mine fields everywhere, here, in Prance,
Germany and most every place in Europe. Its going to be a nice 
Job to "clean up" these mine fields and it will be a headache.
You need not worry about me going out to look for such trouble, 
because I like to stay in one piece. I fll becareful, but when 
mines start popping off when you know the place is safe and 
"de-mined" then its a tough proposition for anyone. And many more 
such cases will happened when we leave Europe - many more have 
been happening all along and the only softy most of us will get is 
the day we sail for home, leaving Europe and landing on good old 
USA.
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If you don’ t know it by this tine, yours truly has a new 
shoulder patch. - I ’ve given the old AAF design a rest. We now 
wear the "MAAF” - Medeteranean Allied Air Force shoulder patch. 
Here’ s the story*

ISver since forming the new service command, A/dTSC/klTOt we 
tried to get a special, distinguish shoulder patch for our cormand. 
It took a long time before  we discovered that higher Headquarters 
authorized us to wear the. .new patch*

Its a daarkblue background, rectangCiitar shape. It has an 
orange bolder. A pair of silver wings rests upon the blae and 
under it the letters MAAF in light blue,. Three lines run across 
the letters* YJe like it and when we come home it will be a 
disguished patch different from Headquarters AAF pafcfch, and thats 
what ours amounted to. Then too, it will be an easy attraction 
to show the civilians we’ve been overseas. Yes, we’ ll be looking 
pretty sharp and on our right sleeve, we can also wear the old AAF. 
If you notice feliows wearing two patches its OK, most ,of them 
were converted from one outfit to another - either infantry to 
Air Corps, or visa versa or from same outfits but different 
branches. The new patch doesn’t mean a thing, its a big name 
and nothing else. We’re still carrying on the same way, doing 
the smae kind of work.

I was reading a Daily Newspaper and notice the "movie" page. 
Some of the pictures have played here months ago. For instances, 
I ’ve seen the following top-hits: "Diamond Horseshoe" - The Affai] 
of Susan - Atree Grows in Brooklyn - Rogghly Speaking -A Song to 
Remember and others while many more are around this area.
The Corn is Green ~ The Clock - The Three Caballeros and Without 
Love. You can see I ’m not far behind in entertainment.

A typical Neapolitan scene is when a horse and wagon moves 
along the streets with two or more horses killing themselves tryin 
to pull a very heavy load. Its a shame how the people treat them. 
GI’s sometimes want to "knockout" the civilian for the rough treat 
ment the animal has to take. Yet, its hot the horses fault becauc 
with his steel shoes on the pavement, he can not get hold of himse 
But the load is something to see. And from the way things look, 
these people will never learn - they try to got as much oflt of the 
animal as possible without looking ahead for his safty. If I try 
to. tell you small incidents like thi3, with one or more of them 
happening daily, you’d think it could not happen here in Italy.

Ozzie’s wedding is going on as plan. Sara could have gone 
home because of her points, something which any iVAC can do. She’ , 
wait thoughi, & get married and tben sweat out the next list. Ilo I 
of the WAC’ s are leaving, and to'my way of thinking, they should 
have never left home in the first place. Don’ t past this feeling 
to the family - someday I ’ ll tell you some nice stories about the 
so called "morale builders". I could never see them in uniform, j 
glad to see them get out.
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(first three pages went to Joey also, this is strictly for you)

Qongradulatlons on your swell work with the "Dover Blast” * 
You did a good job and should feel proud that you were the first 
reporter to get two full pages besides your regular column* Very 
good Neil, keep up the good work.

What are your post-war plans? Do you plan on taking 
advantage on this education program the G .I# Bill of Rights gives 
you? Its a good deal and maybe I may do something about it, 
although I find myself in a different -position than you. But 
let that ride for the present and listen#

With your stenotype training, shorthand, typing, and little 
experience on the Dover Blast, it may be worth your while if you 
went to college and studied, "Journalism"? Its not a bad line - 
and reporters can go most anywhere* Breaking into this field 
maybe tough at first but once you crack in, brother you're settled. 
Then, with such training, writing books and short stories will 
become a good deal, up your alley. Give this a thought, one which 
has crossed my path several times#

I find myself in two fields - which to turn to when I come 
home is a question. First is Commercial Art, something which I 
should have gone into fromthe start# Mrs* Zaino wanted me to go 
to art shhool but I thought different and It seems I always head in 
that direction# Could still take such a course after the war but 
here the time eliment oomes in.

Next, is writing as I mentioned to you above# Several times 
I started to write a story but never completed it because I oould 
not work on it steady* I ’ve thought of an army story, have practice 
all the material, notes, etc#, which if put together right can click 
and since its different - the right publicity can do something for 
such a book# Nothing like Ernie Pyle or tothers that talked about 
the "combat man” , fighting infantry soldiers - its different thats a

My title for this book was recently named for a song# Prove 
it was a popular name fromthe start and up the same line, a movie 
picture recently come out with a name I had chose five years ago for 
a book I was thinking of writing ~ sometime# So it goes, both field 
keeping knocking at my door and I don't know which to open. I like 
to Btudy both when I come home but whether its possible I don't 
know# Here's why#

Returning G*I#’ s will be looking for a job# The first ones 
out will get the good ones; those following, not too good. Yet 
they will be in line for one# The soldier who goes to college, 
must stay out of business for at least four years in which time 
practioally all the potential jobs will be taken# But then, he 
oan break Into the field he went to college and study for# Yes, 
but that may take time, tough to crack right away# So a few more 
years oould go by# This means about five to six years without work*

Take me, planning to marry on my next furlough - what oan 
I do other than look for a good steady job# After all, I can't



keep Mary waiting too long, besides, it will be unfair to both of 
us. Though this is a problem, I hope to work something out before 
returning home* In the meantime, I ’ ll just think about it.

Rumors have it that by Thanksgiving some of us -will be 
home, eating turkey, enjoying our reunion with the family and 
loved ones* Could be. But what happens afterwards, no one kas 
any idea. Here’ s a "hot" one.

Sinoe forming this new AAJSC/mto, the 18th has become 
an outfit like a headquarters in itself. We’ve had men attached 
to us and at one time, could have made two or more separate outfits.
In the meantime, ratings were giv&n out "bouceau", resulting that 
priavtes of the old squadron are now masters and techs, likewise 
others not among the first three graders are tip there today. Which 
means that there’ s'more ratings than anything else. If they tried 
to put.the 18th back to a separate squadron, at least 1/3 of the 
old timers can qualify, all others have too high a rating to fill 
the T.Q. This means, new faces, new blood will form the old 
squadron with only a "cadre" to give it strength andoaj^r then will 
it carry on as a Supply Squadron. The rumor is this.

A new squadron under the same name is in the making. They 
will go to a depott on the field again and later go home for 
re-deploying. They’ ll get a furlough, then fall back in formation 
and off to the Pacific they will go. This is about the strongest 
and most logical rumor to stand up. Yet, because its only a rumor, 
no one is paying too much attention to it, although, looking oat 
for a final agreement to this decision# I ’m keeping my fingers 
crossed like everyone else.

That©s about all Nell. My typigraphical errors can be 
excused If I took a little more time In typing. Though I thing 
about what’ s to come next, I let my fingers hit the keys at different 
speeds, resulting in errors galore. Rather than re-type, I »***» stri 
oyer to get the letter out and away to you. (see what I mean).

Take care of yourself and let me know whats cooking in your 
headquarters. Keep me posted and 1*11 do likewise.



MY CAMERA-KNEW BETTER

I have often asked my mother if  I was born with a camera in my hands.

As long as X can remember, I have been taking snapshots0 Wherever I traveled, 

whatever the occasion, I always carried a camera0 From the simple box type 

camera in my youth to the more complicated 35 mm camera and the 8 mm movie 

camera in my later years*

‘ My expert knowledge of shutter speeds, lens openings, proper lighting 

conditions and.distance, permited me to take clear pictures aroung the clock, 

in all weather condtions8 There has been no monetary compensation for me 

while obtaining an unofficial title of the professional amateur among my 

family and friends«» Photography had been strictly a relaxing, enjoying hobby.

With this background, you would think my world war II service in th6 

U.S. Army Air Force would have been with an aerial photography unit* The 

photography quota may have been completed at that time and I received another 

service classification, based on my prewar wor,k experience.

From my basic training in Miami Beach, Florida and special service

training schools in Denver, Colorado, to traveling in numerous cities within

the states and in foreign countries, my camera was always ready for a picture.

This rear echelon G .I. txourist always traveled with a camera» I did

accumulate an excellent collection of shapshots to record my army movements,
historical

signtseeing trips, visits to many/cities and most famous outstanding places 

of interest.

It was my good fortune to have had the opportunity of visiting Bizerte, 

Tunis and Algiers in Africa„ In Italy, Ray and I had the pleasure of seeing 

Naples, Rome, the Isle of Capri, Salerno, -Venice, Pisa, Florence

and many other less popular cities„ What better way was there to reminisce 

on .the war service career than to examine one's army ohoto album?

The unforretable experience of visiting with Pope ^ius XII, stands 

our as the most vividly of all my outstanding sightseeing trips.



p0f£-Pti>5#
It was a routine practice of His Holiness/to give daily audiences/to 

the servicemen of the Allied Armies. When the opportunity arrived to spend 

five furlough days in Rome, I did not hesitate to plan and prepare for my 

first visit to" the Vatican,,

Standing in St. ?eterTs square the saintly statues on the splendorous 

columniation of the oval piazza offered no photographic challenge. It was 

a thrilling experience* V/alking towards the main entrance to the church, 

my heart double-timed with each forward step and creating the anxiety to 

see the interior of this magnificient world known edifice. To my shocking

. ■ s

surnrise and un^rewared -..disappointment, a sign at the entrance door directed 

all visitors to leave their cameraTs in an unguarded designated section* 

while inside the church. Surprisingly enough, there were some cameras left 

behind, but I noticed none were of the expensive type, I decided to protect 

my camera toy carrying it along with me. Many other visitors safeguarded 

their camera's in a similar manner,, I was not alone in my scheming 

adventure of taking snapshots of Pope Pius XII „

At the end of the customary guided tour of the Vatican, all visitors 

were led un a long stairway leading to a large reception room where His 

Holiness would gireet the men of the Allied Armed Forces and of all faiths. 

While the room filled to numbers beyond its capacity, every other person 

anpeared to be searchin/r for a door the ‘®d>pe would enter from. All of us 

were faced with the choice dilema of which door to onen for the MLidy or 

the TigerM. I guessed right and found myself separated from the crowd, 

standing alone below a tremendous baywindow at the far end of the rear 

entrance doors leading into the reception room. The advance Swiss Guards 

approached ray location, follwed by* His Holiness, seated on a chair being 

carried by four special Swiss Guards. ]̂$r camera was ready as the formalized 

procession by church dignataries and other Swiss Guards approached my



Ky concentration had "been on tjfcre picture taking rather than show any 

veneration of the Pontiff,

I returned to Naples with the glorifying feeling of having taken 

excellent pictures of ^one Pius 711, Developing and printing the vacationing 

roles of film at the Air Force post exchange seemed to take longer than the 

regular few days because of the great importance I had placed on the Pope’s 

pictures, My impatient anxiety gave way to a disappointing feeling, which 

$  magnified an aftenTThisre disillusion when I discovered all the pictures 

of ^ope Pius XII were blank negatives, thus no prints0

The end result justified the materialistic means of my inattentiveness 

to give full reverence to the Prince of the Catholic Church, My non 

observance of a religious duty was a lesson not easily forgotten. This 

unhappy conclusion was reluctantly accepted with reservation, I would 

look forward to a return visit to His Holiness, only the next time, there 

would be no camera in hand*



THE FACIST

Among the many visits I  made te relatives of family acquaintances,

It was obvious that X would run into a pro-facist.

iA'vutfticLgt
My UttcIb- had a brother living in Naples who was a very

string N u b selini sympathiser who resented the Allied occupation In

H‘fA
Italy, The only reason I contacted Allesi® was te bring him money

sent te me by his brother* I never visited freely but went there

•nly $rpen receiving special letters. Many a time I had attempted te

walk out but gave him his brnthor*s gift because of his understanding

wife who disagreed with hie political views, I did net want te punish

her because ef her husband !s stubberness.

He would attempt te give me lectures in discussing the greatness 
• f  II Buce0
mt Ak»nwirtw±tat jHoritaanari5±|j idcfck itiddbEK. let, he would net accept the 

errors ef Misselini’s partnership with Hitler, Nor weuld he listen 

te the destruction he caused in Italy and hardship created te the Italians, 

He felt the struggling sacrafices within the ceuntry and ef the people 

were secondary because facism was the correct way of life*

A sister lived in Rome who was the opposite ofAllesio since she 

accepted the U.S. intervention in the war and happy the Aliea had 

liberated Italy#

Theresa was a wonderful person who always made my visit enjoyable.

She welcomed me with open arms and ^lad I could spend some time with 

her. In revealing my arguments in conversations with Allesio, she 

apologised for her brothers stupidity,

Jfy1 cousin KLke also visited with Theresa because her brother in

' «* 5 
the States is married to Mike?s mother's sister. Whenever we visited 

Rome we always made a trip to stay with Theresa.



JKOQT OUT ~ STILE

•■■■'■■■■The cowboy‘gunfights of the old west, as portrayed in hollywood movi.es 

and televians, was .staged on the famous' street of Naples where the American 

Headquarters was located*,

On the day the GT shootout took place, all civilians and array personnel 

froze’d into concrete statues, Their motionless" positions cxould not believe 

what had taken place and to witness what m s  about to happen*

Two Military Police (HP's) were engaged in an argument that passerby 

pedestrians paid no serious attention to what had become everyday, disagreeing 

routines between disputing GI*s0 This was a different situation because it 

invoiced ±ks a black and white IT from two different outfits*

. Whatever their differences,their solution would be resolved and settled 

in a face to face shootout* The 011s moved to the center of the street, M  

packing away from each other with both men.resting their right hand on the 

hostied .guno ; The slow motion movements added the proper touch to an all 

too n fcunilar scene of a western movie D

.At about 5 0 . yards of space between them, both men came to a haltQ Who . 

would i.BlIeve ^uch a scene was taking place in the sstreets of Naples during 

V/W IT yearso ’ It became a throw-back to the good old western ear where .a gun 

fight settled most disbutes* I had always settled my arguments witii a fist 

fight* A quick draw, firing gun, would not have been my solution,,

.. The'mounting tension of fixed eyes on each other created an atmosphere of 

wonderment or -an end,, not. expected away from the frontlines, of two GI»s 

shooting: it out between themselves, rather than firing at the enemya It didn't 
make sense 0

A safe«facing situation for Doth GI’s developed when a jeep drove in the 

center of thehdfstance between them. The Officer of the Day (:}[)) had been 

summoned to the scene 01 action and his arrival stopped the main event of the da



■ The ■Aiiiericnri headquarters -.In Naples was the tallest building in the 

neighborhood*. It occuplied the corner cite and overshadowed adbt the entire 

block*
'i'l.e wide ioafc street made it possible for Special Service to conduct 

many athletic tournaments. This 'street-, became the meeting place when Pat 

visited Naples* At the time, I was involved in a volley ball tournament* 

xxxxxrtiiaSj the over crowded street was always cIdjiBed-off 

to traffic during basket oall' games, track meets and any other sporting 

activities*

To the civilian population it provided a form of* entertainment*. I 

often wondered if these spectators enjoyed the GI competion with the some 

enthusiastic-pleasure as when the gladiators performed in the arean of death*

.One siTerit peaceful Sunday afternoon, with no shceduled sports event 

in progress,.the -neighborhood received an unwelcomed tradegy*

A 01 riding a motorcycle,, up anti - down, the street, at racing speed, 

i-became the.cenuer::or attraction* Every civilian pedestrian became aware 

of the.vcarelessmaneuvening of the syelist, would, cause an accident* he

- ̂ -pst;. ass.ure.d±ly:- gave the impression of. riding the motorcycle for ' the first time *

As. expected, when he lost control of the motorcycle it jumped the sidewalk 

curb and travelled^ straight towards a group of Italian civilians*' The 

dispersing adults managed to avoid any contact with the out-of-control vehicle*

An unprotected mother holding an infant child received a direct hit and was knocked 

down on the.-" concret sidewalk* . In falling, she lost the protective hold of 

her- baoy* Tne :infants head,, hit the solid ground* At the point, all sense of i 

life <vppeart;u to stop* dearoy GI1 s watching the spectaclilar performance of the 

b^bmnei -oysliob, l ushed across the & tre u t to- assist the f alien mother and 
child* They, were boti; rushed to an army hospital0

••-..-Though the, mother survived the accident, the baoy was pronounced dead 

upon arrival nt the hospital*



In my fit tump I to prepare the "iiO¥o OF lOolh JTitEET" - W.J.il llOilOU itoLL, oould 

you supply some missing information (to one or all) of the following names*

Send yo\rreply tojAi'iTHONY C 0 ADILO 869 Vincent Ave,,Bronx,NY 101*65 (718-028 1110)

NAME RAN K MILITARY UNIT SERVICE

/  Anthony Abitabilo 

Neil Abitabilo

SGT 

T/SGT

USAAF Ittth Depot Supply Squadron 

USAAF
7 if

U m
Africa, Italy

UoSoA,
Paul Abitabilo CPL USAA’F UoS0A,

Joseph Abitabilo SGT Quartermaster

(f) Fr?Frank Caggiano Infantry jfCi L rL g d  /PACIFIC

Infantry France,England

7. Fritz Ca£,<iano USAAF

I Mike Annunziata Quartermaster Italy
Marines

Ip Barney Cardinuto S/SGT Infantry, II Corps y
Yjf , Londy Cardinuto SGT USAAF

A f r ic. a 1 tal y. En r.

England
j% Rnjkph Cardinuto CPL

13 Anthony Esposito
India

England

Infantry England,Fran

if Pacific

(L
Tacky Fiore Germany
Jimmy Fiore

Nicholas Lorello PVT ] nfantry gtuTZrO /?t
France

d
Anthony Montana New Guinea

14> John Mininiti

A
Fonzi Prisco

Sal Prisco
Jelgium

Fred Salerno

>t/Mike Orzo
Charles Squillante

Infantry

Infantry
France

France

England
Add additional names and use other side for information such as: 1 

during vtfW II - in the States and Overseas theaters of operation.
ength of service



THE BOYS OF l«4th Street - WCRLD WAR II HONOR ROLL
«

Our neighborhood, honor roll of World War II servicemen for the 

loys of l#6th Street totaled 22, Though 2} others were temporarily 

p spared,the change in the Selective Service System later called 
fathers and older men* The end- of the war kept the statistics of 
those in the armed forces to U3% f*r the one block radius between 
First Avenue and the East River Brive0

Flfcver would become the first war casualty to lose his life in 
the Pacific. He was a very friends/person, forever wearing a smile on 
his face* Fliver was the fastest runnar in circling the bases when . 
playing stickball. Though under 5 feet tall he was a giant when bringing 

home the winning run.
Wounded in action discharges brought home Anthony M from Now Guinea, 

Mike 0 and Freddy S from France* Hy brother Paulie received a medical 
discharge because of stomache trouble.

family was the only mo  to have four brothers in the service 
and made my mother the first four xkaoc gold star mother in the neighbor­
hood. Four of my cousins in Astoria were another foursome to serve 
Uncle Sam from one family,,

Barney was the most traveled infantryman during the Eureopean 
campaign going from Shgland, Africa, Sicily and Italy. His battlestars 

included the beach landings at Salerno, Anzio, Cassino and was on the 
lines throughout the Norther advances of the Allied Armies. He was in
Bologno,Italy at the wars end*

Of the 22 friendship servicemen who served in W.W. II, all but 3
%

went overseas. I t  were frontline i  infrantrymen while I was the lone 
rear echelon GI fighting the war with a typewriter rather than a gun„



1st April 1945 Sun
To the Caggiano Boys,*,all four of you.

Before my Easter Sunday gets under-way, I’m knocking out a few 
letters.,.I owe you one for a long time but having received your 
address from Chubby, I have no excuse.

Italy has been my home for the past fourteen months, staying in 
the same p&ace ever since arriving in a native country where I can 
speak and understand the language„ It’s been a good deal because its 
given me the opportunity to visit many cities and places I might have 
never stop to see.

Salerno, Sorrento, from here I rented a sailboat and visited the 
Isle of Capri, The ’’Blue G-rottoe’’ impressed me very much, Naples, 
Caserta, Capua, St.Maria, Rome, Florence, Pisa, Pompeii and many others 
are some of the places I had the pleasure of seeing, I also went to 
see the Pope in St. Peter’s. And when I flew to Florence, went to 
visit Barney, S/Sgt Cardinuto. •

I’ve'been meeting quite a few boys from the neighborhood.,.four 
of my cousins dropped around while a few boys I played stickball with. 
Since I also correspond with most of them, I’m able to pass on some 
information to you. '

Ralph Cardinuto is in India, working in a photo-lab and made Cpl. 
Londy, buck sgt, was in England working with. P-47 but latest news from 
Barney tells me he’s in the Infantry. This turnover from ’’rear echelon” 
GI’s to ground forces,,.mostly infantry, has been catching a number of 
GI’s off guard. Beard’s come checking each outfit and pull out certain 
numbers. Thus far, they’ve hit us twice and it has us all f’sweating-it- 
out”.
, Tony Esposito is in a replacement center in England and he’s really 
sweating out the infantry. Charles Sauillante is also in England but 
I never heard from him, although I written to him twice, Fronzy priseo 
was in Belgium but I dodn’t know where he is now, Mike Orzo was wounded 
in France and returned to the states; likewise Freddy Salerno (Charles 
kid) returned to the states after being wounded in France.

Best news is thatmy cousin Mike Annunziata is very near-by and 
seeing each other is like dropping down to the candy store and talk, 
to one another. We see each other often and have a few drinks and 
snacks together.

Another cousin of mine, Mike DeVivo whose father sold Banners, 
returned to Italy after going in on the invassion of souther France.
I met him a few days before the invasion and lately he’s dropped in to see me.

A cousin of mine from Long Island was overseas 31 months and 
was transferred to the Infantry. Then there was "Mondo" who played 
third base for the fellows from second and third avenue. Also a 1st

- 1 -



Guili Cacopola from I05th street* He1s.short and played handball*
Bicky Fixore is somewhere in Germany, Bashful Mike works on a 
hospital ship and keeps going back and forth with patients, Tony 
•Girffo is somewhere in the Pacific, Buster Montana was on New Guinea 
but his latest letter tells me he's going home on a medical discharge* 
My kid brother is Staff and still in the states at Dover, Delaware, 
Brother Joey will come in 5th April while Tommy was called hut since 
his wife will give birth within a short time, the draft boand gave 
him until June, to come in. So wlthin fehe near future, they111 also be 
four AbbyVs in the service* Four isn't a large number because it seems 
all large families have that many in. My aunt in Long Island has four, 
there's four Oaggiano's and I'm sure there's a few more "fours" from 
other families*

Well, Tony, Franky, Johnny and Sonny, that's about all the news 
on the fellows in the neighborhood* When I get more, I'll pass it 
on and that's what I keep doing, Incidently, I use carbon copies for 
my letters because I send tho same letter to many GI's, Saves me time 
and that's what I did for the four of you, Hope you don't mind because 
as you can see, if I wrote separate letters, I would have to tell you 
each the same thing.

As for me, I take in many sight-seeing tours around this area in 
Italy, Plenty of movies and U.SO. shows and we now have a Gym to play 
basketball and handball. In arecent handball tournament, I went to 
the semi-finals before dropping out. This handball is four wall stuff 
and very different from the single wail we played on, at 104th street,

Another good deal is receiving a five day furlough every two 
months. Thus far I receive four and next week I come up for my fifth 
one, Monday I will go to Rome to make a recording which will be trans­
mitted on WMCA in New York City, Each week we send six fellows to 
make these recordings and my turn finally come up*.

Besides all this to take care of my pass time, I got to know a 
few people. One of them, the Russo family I've know since the third 
day after arriving in Italy, My acquaintance with them grew and now 
one of their daughters will give birth, to her fourth child and she 
wants me to take him/she to church.I*11 be the god-father.

A very good friend of mine who I met in Miami Beach and who comes 
from the Bronx will get married in June, I'll be his best man when he 
walks down the aisle with a WAC from North Virigina.

This letter should give you all the low-down on my activities 
.since.coming overseas. I'm going on my twentyth month overseas but 
still feel it will be a long time (about another year) before I start 
heading home. T.D, to the states is being handed out and after the 
war with Germany..is over, it will be given more freely. * *1' ve thought 
about TD but don't think its wise to take it. I'm thinking of turning 
it down if offered to me but then, I don't know what will happen in 

, the future and may change my mind.
Well boys, this is as far.as I go, sending my regards to you and 

the family, All the fellows I mentioned do likewise and if you have 
time, drop me a line and I'll pass on your news to the others. This 
way we know what’s going on with the fellows within the neighborhood.

YOUR BUDDY,



To the Cardy Boya*.*Raljih, Barney* Londy**.*.
I3fcvii& received letters from.all three of you, its only 

fair that I should answer* Also, 1*11 be able to pass on* the ^doings of you three* ■ This letter, la an 'Abby Special* Using carbon paper* 
I’m ablfe to lî ni a copy of this letter to your mother, thereby killing 
four birds ityth one atone*

i:v©^thlng went fine for me over the holidays * I spent 
New Team Day on the famous* Isle of Capri* At the same time* my coiisln Mike Annunzlata* was taking it eaay in the hospital* I111 first tell you about n$r trip* then we *11 talk about Mike*

X went to Caprl New Years Day* It waa cold and on the 
boat it waa throe tlmaa as cold* The Island waa a till coMer* Any* 
way* I had plenty to wear* taking m y nlong Johns” out for the first 
time thia winter* Heavy sweater, new type field ja ckefc with a hood 
and TJhcle Saras* finieat, the overcoat* were all resting on riy should e 
during the trip***going and comjiag*

To know all about Capri* the Blue Grotto and its other highlltes* you*ve got to vlait tho place* But the thing that bothers 
you on the island la this* After youtve aeen everything* that is* taken all the sight-aeelng trips y there1 a nothing else to do but alt around the many clubs and drink yourself drunk* And it doean*t take 
01 Joe long to discover the “adaalng llnk^ on the 1 aland* Shortage 
of wonan* "That** lAien the Gl^a get their headaches and feeling of not wanting to return* Moat of the fellows on the island, are man who»ve be»nin combat***flyera and crew members*

As to how and why we get a change to go to Capri***the only 
thing I can say to that, ♦♦its an am y  break* We go there for a rest* Image* we'get *REST$M for ourstreneous work* I wonder what yout re saying to this* As for the work I do? We have one of the biggest 
headaches and that.is; to ”get rldw of the surplus and excess property 
in till a Thaatfcr* that is* AAP Property* Its a big job but w@*re 
keeping up' trflthit* v'

On top of these rests, w© a Iso get furloughs* Every two months* I get a five day furlough and next month* I* 11 get my fourth 
since overseas* Next month also. I’ll be eighteen months overseas 
with atill plenty more time to go before I head home* As a matter of fa ot* I*ye given upthe idea of returning to states this year***I think it will ba longer* Then again* I may be all wrong and find my­self playing *aTICKBALL,, sooner than I think.

Getting onto my cousin, iiiko spent the big holiday in the 
hospital* As you know, rumors (whlcli were true* * *proven later on) 
had it that AirCdrpemen were transferred into the Infantry* Wail 
my cousin got stuck in that shuffle* It was ^ l e  going thru hia 
Xnfantry^exsmilnatldn" that the doctors found something .wrons with/, his left ara* Back home, he had something .Hke seventeen stitches 

and it didn’t heal right* Result waa, 31-rays shoawed a fractiitre* 
Doctors wondered how Mike ever got into the army and above aliL how 
he come overseas* All Mike could do was shrud his shoulders sîid looft at the doctors hopelessly* . i\

18 January 1945



Ho *aa sent to a "Ripple Dipple" but dldn*t stay long#
Mike went to see hi* CO. who asked for him and had him transferred back to his Trucking outfit* Had he stayed there, sweat out a 
"rotation* deal* there was a possibility that Mike could have gone 
homo for good# But bo thinks tho war will end before all tho fellows 
at the ripple dlpple go home and therefore took hi a changes with the 
outfit* Besides* he*s classified as ^limited service” ahd feels hefs safe from the infantry# With his outfit, he* 11 drive a truck## oonwya^ ratlona^ civilian peraonnel and other driving details#

On tails MInfanfcy Shuffle", all Air Corps men were and are 
worried# So far* ray outfit hasnH made any moves and for a time* * there wore plenty rumors floating around* Moat of them originated froa. nus&er t w  latrine# first 'seat# Its been sometime »alfioe’''w»ve heard anything about it and the rumors have ceased* l»m wlt£ 
AAFSC/kTO*

So much about me and my cousin. Now i»n look over your 
letters# Halph and Londy and see wha t I can pass on* -

Congradulatlons to the Indian boy, Ralph* I dldn*t know 
you become a "papa*V Where*a my cigar? Glad you*re in the camera 
club because its a cinch to develope and print your own films# Yes,
I have plenty Of negatives • * .some with Barney, my cousin and others 
undevelope but I can*t send them to you* Censors regulations prohibit this, unless the prints accompany the negatives*

Mike salds to dr$p him a line* Hefs "burned up* because 
he doesn*t hear from you. Same with you Barney* But as Barnes said In his letter#* •#tlWri ting to Mike Is no percentage, he doean*t answer* I agree because he seldom writes to his mother* He write to letters a week and tbinks Its enough*

latest news from Tony Esposito is that His brother Mike ia OK# He ,got the purple heart* Tony is at a replacement center, wait­ing to be assl&ned* He*s doing all right otherwise. Found a nice homei and has a swell set-up.' Meet a girl, who is good company and on his pass# spends some fclme with her and the family.
Londy meet Charles Squilanti* Ifve written to Charlie but the n3tiffM hasn*t answered me* Get on him londy and next time you see him, tell him to drop me a line# Incidently, if you know Mike 

OrsQgt itaddress send it to me* live asked Tony but it seams he*s always forgetting*
Barney, both Ralph and Londy were surprised to hear about 

our nocting# Also about my cousin being nearby. Still more surprise was tho 1 drinksn we had* Well fellows, all I can say (to Londy and Ralph) ifH®rar you come ay way, drop ia and we'll have a few Of good 
American "BE??" on our mooting and "get-together". Should I mix???



Coming up with another page, IIojtf<£you don*t mind. Last one 
Londay had come home late and was tired,' to find my letter waiting fox him on hi a bed*; The sergeant.plays around P-51, Mustangs* He enjoys hi a work but sometimes* he works very late, going without a pass for 
a few weeks In a row*

Congradulations on your engagement Londy. Hope you and I 
return sooner than we expect so that we can both get married. Same 
goes for Barney*; many other Harlemhitea with the
same idea* Onoe they start,’ Its going to be rough.. .one wedding after 
another# ’ ' ■

Londy tells me nDieJc Tracy” (Fiore) is In the Infantry.
John Cagglano la in the Infantry also and last I heard from him he 
was coming overseas.

Well fellows, I. belietvo’ thats about all for tonight#
Can*t think o£ anything else to say. Tonight, I'm CĈ  in the office 
and since its nan all night" deal, there1 a nothing else for jme to 
do than type letter* home and everyone I know. Boy, will the censors 
get a headache tomorrow morning.

Wait! I forgot to tell you about the entertainment and• sports| availabletfor us.
Latest shows are tops• Mrs* parkington with Greer Garson and Walter Piegon. Cover 'Girl with Ann Sheridan. Sweet and Low Down■ with Benny Goodman and M s  band. White Cliffs of Dover with Irene Dunne. ThfsCare all very good and I enjoyed everyone of them.
Then therefs our Gym. Lately, I've been playing plenty of handball# • Not the. type we played on Eastriver. Drive at 104th st. 

but four-wall,' regulation handball. Its fun and i.t* keeps me in shape* I-enjoy it and the excercise is very .good.
- And so# I really end this letter with regards to your 

mother* I wrote to your brother Joe and welve started writing to 
one another# ‘Now.I^m waiting; for his answer to my last letter*., 
then I».ll drop him a line. That!s the only thing to do. Once the 
ball starts rolling, it# best to keep it rolling. Likewise with us*
We don1t have to write every day, or week. Once every two weeks or even once a month. T̂ust as long as. we "keep in touch” with each 
°thor#-knpwing whats going on with the rest of the boys. From this 
letter you know what your brother is doing, something about Tony 
Espositiox# Mike Qrzo, Dick Tracy, John Caggiann, Charley, etc.

Incidently, Barney is still,on the road to Bologna* Regards to the boys and family. .. Take care of yourself and as I said, write once in awhile and I* 11 do likewise*
Your Pal & Buddy,

ABBY



D E A T  T O N Y
Y O U  A R E  P R O B A B L Y  S U R P R I S E D  T H A T  I AM W R I T I N G  T O  Y O U  S O  F I R S T  O F F  

I L L  E X P L A I N  WHY AS F A T S  B R O T H E R  I VJOULD B E  W R I T I N G  T O  Y O U » I AM 

I N  R E C E I P T  O f  T H E  L E T T E R  YO U W R O T E  T O  MY MOTHER.  T E L L I N G  H E R  O F  Y O U R  

M E E T I N G  U P  W I T H  B A R N E Y  A N D  M I K E ,  A N D  S I N C E  S H E  D O E S  L I T T L E  R E A D I N G  

S H E  S A V E D  I T  FO R M E .  M Y M O T H E R  H A S  A S K E D  M E  T O  E2L P RE S S  H E R  T H A N K S  A N D  

I J O I N  HER W H O L E H E A R T E D L Y  c I R E A D  A ; iD R E R E A  J T H E  L E T T E R  A T  L E A S T  T E N  

T I M E S ,  I T  WAS T H E  M O S T  I N F O R M A T I V E  L E T T E R  WE A T  HOME EV £l<  R E C E I V E D ,  

C O N C E R N I N G  B A R N E Y S  D O I N G S .  I T  B R O U G H T  H O M E  FOR T H E  F I R S T  T I M E  H I S  

F E E L I N G S  A T T I T U D E  A N D  L I V I N G  H A B I T S  T O  S A Y  N O T H I N G  O F  W H A T  H E  A C T U A L L Y  

I S  D O I N G ,  A T  H O M E  O T H E R  T H A T  B E  I .^G O V E R S E A S  H E  N E V E R  W R O T E  T O  E X P L A I N  

W H ^ T  H I S  D U T I E S  W E R E ,  N E V E R  R E V E A L S  H I S  L O C A T I O N ,  A N D  N E V E R  G R I P E S ,  

T H A T  P R O B A J L Y  W I L l  E X P L A I N  WHY I R E R E A D  T H E  L E T T E R  T O  M A N Y  T I M E S ,

I T  P L E A S E D  US G R c . A T L Y  T O  H E A R  Y O U  A L L  M E T ,  S P A C E  V A N I S H E S  W H E N  YOU CAN  

R E A C H # * *  A . N E I G H B O R H O O D  C H U M .  A N D  L E T  O F F  S T E A M  R E M I N I S C I N G ,  WE  D E L  I E V E  

WE  G O T  A S  MU C H P L E A S U R E  H E A R I N G  I T  TO O K P L A C E  A S  MUCH A S  YOU  E N J O Y E D  #  

T H E  R E U N I O N ; ;

A N O T H E R  T H I N G  T H A T  I N T R I G U E D  ME WAS IIOVJ D I D  YOU G U Y S  G E T  A M E R I C A N  

W H I S K Y ,  I T R I E D  T O  S E N D  B A R N E Y  S O M E  A N D  T H E  P O S T O F F I C E  C L E R K  

I N  H A N D L I N G  T H E  P A C K A G E D  H E A R D  T H E  L I Q U I D  B U B B L I N G .  A S  H E  T O S S E D  T H E  

P A C K A G E  T O  A N D  F R O  A N D  WAjtyi^D M E  A B O U T  T R Y I N G  T O  S E N D  L I Q U O R ,  W H E N  I

C O N F E S S E D  T O  I T S  C O N T E N T S  MY P L E A S *  F E L L  ON D E A F  E A R S  A N D  I H A D  T O
■, nr . '

R E M O V E  AND S T U F .F  I T  W I T H  I N S  I GN I F I C E N T  C A N D Y  E T C ,  I F  YOU C - A N  F I N D  h
M E A N S  OF  L E T T I N G  M E  O H T H E  S E C R E T  B E  S U R E  A N D  FO R W A R D  T H E  I N F O „

T H E  L A S T  L E T T E R  I R E C E I V E D  F R O M  B A R N E Y  D O E S  M E N T I O N  A L O C A T I O N  

( B E G  , - A R D O n )  H E  I S  I N  F L O R E N C E  NOW A N D  I F  T H A T S  N O T  T O  F A R  F R O M  

W H E R E  YOU A R E  S T A T I O N E D  YOU  M A Y  L O O K  H I M  U P  A G S I N ,

M O T H E R  J O I N *  WE I N  K I N D  A N D  P E R S O N A L  R E G A R D S  A N D  W E  BO TH  

W I S H  YOU T H E  1J-EST T H R O U G H  T H E  H O L I D A Y  S E A S O N .  M A N Y  T H A N K S

T R U L Y  Y O U R S



6-10 (25) February 1945

Baole Again. • • • •
When Barney visited me, ho said to look him up whenever I visited a oe'rtaln city. This X remembered and when I found myself in that section of Italy, my friend and X (Ray Farley) didn’t waste 

much time in looking for his outfit. With only his address to 
guide me, we found ourselves on the open road, heading for a place "we thought" was the right direction...but we later found out it 
wasn’t. Had w© continued this way, we might have headed twoards 
Bologna,

We. stopped GI’s and asked nearby MP’s for help, and thanks 
to1 them, we caught our bearings and headed the right way. A jeep passed by and I knew it was connected to Barneys outfit. My yells helped with Hays, wasn’t loud enough to attract the drivers 
attention and he got away. But we kept on going, thumbing our way 
until we caught a ride*

Its been my polloy to "look around" while riding In a vehicle, especially when in a new dity* It pays off because I’m able to see much more than if I looked ahead thru the wind-shield. While taking in the scenery, I spotted a sign which, had Barnyes outfit on it. I stopped the driver, jumped out and walked back 
hoping to see. Barnes.

£hls all happened sooner than, we expected but it was too good to be true because after walking about the opened court yard, there was no sign of Barney. But the fellows knew him and gave me all tb information as to his whereabouts.
Barney couldn’t come to see me because It was a good distance away. Yet I could visit him and stay with him overnight. The 

company sergeant gave us the low-down and while waiting in the yard 
a lieutenant who was bringing the mail to the men where Barney was 
located, asked if we'wanted to go along* It wasn’t necessary to 
ask me twice because we waited for transportation, overlooking the trip that laid ahead*

Though this was Barneys outfit, it was part of it, a rear 
seotion. another part is the advance section, the one Barney is 
with. These fellows have a house and barn and big yard to take 
care of them while the best the others have is pyramidal tents.
The conditions and convienoes aren’t the same but nevertheless, Its home for them wherever they are.

Lunch time was spent with Barneys friends. They all spoke well of him, even the lieutenant who has several differences with 
Barney* Anyway, he treated us swell, as though we were visiting 
him rather than Barney. The mess hall Isn’t like ours, no waiters, trays, or mess kits but here, without a mess kit, a GI Is lost and we were orphans. Thanks to the company sergeant, he borrowed offic mess kits and enjoyed the dinner before taking off.

It was tough getting the transportation and we found ourselve



waiting around the orderly rpom longer than we expected. In the meantime, the lieutenant and sergeant made us feel at home, giving us candy, books- and magazines. During this -waiting period, we had plenty of time going back to our hotel, pick up our personal belongings and oome back with still plenty of time, on our hands.
The radio was on and plenty newspapers to keep as company while conversations about the outfit and their work and set-up, killed 
most of the time. «

. It finally arrived and soon, Hay and I, the lieutenant, another officer and the driver were siting in a command oar, heading towards 
Barney’s section and a strange land* We were told the road ahead 
w^s rough and the trip would be tough and long* We didn’t mind and overlooked everything as the car hit the highway leading to (can’t 
tell you)»

City and town, villages, etc*, each with sovinero of war.Names, aren’t .important , although I made a list of them as we passed 
by. These too can’t be written down but someday I’ll tell you about them. Many of these places are parallel with the ground, others 
"banged up"* . Hoads repaired, bridges rebuilt, detours here and there but we kept going#

All these places not so long ago was fighting territory for tija .tflfth Army* Bitter battles ragged thru the same ground we covered but now it was safe to travel, the war laid up ahead, it had passed this section* I noticed a trench which covered a great distanoe. It appeared to start at one end of Italy and travel to. the opposite end* Every once in awhile the lieutenant pointed out a spot or area where 
something had happened which was outstanding and made the headlines..* not so long ago* This was interesting and exciting to us rear echelon wanderers*

tfhen we cut off the highway and headed towards another part of 
the country, we found ourselves going thru worse roads than we had passed. Mud galore and several times traffic wa3 at a stand still* 
Different outfits were scattered around us, ground forces, oombatmen 
who were not visiting or "sight-seeing" but• fighting a war* We passed air this and looked Into the distanoe at the white covered Appenine Mountains*.

The weather up until this time was very warty]. Something surprising because the mountains and section indicated cold weather. Ihis to the men in this area was something strange but no one 
questioned weatherman* But this unexpected good, spring weather 
was responsible for the mud, everywhere.... .result, when ooming out of the car, we stepped in puddles full and fought our watf to the 
orderly tent where Barney was'.staying, With the added weight to our feet, we managed to enter the tent and greet tho sergeant*
n m  0ur s!iakedidn’t get off to a conversation because "MoraleBuilder No, 1" f the; mail bag - was placed upon the desk. Going thru It, Barney drew a blank spot, no mail.



It wasn’t long thereafter that Barney guided us to hla "home"*
With our baga upon our shoulders, we fought our way thru the mud area while Barney managed to hit the "solid" spots with every foot­step* We weren’t that lucky and found ourselves stuck several times, 
Finally getting to the entrance of his "home", we took some of the tf’ 
off our shoes and kicked it to one side* Strange, but our shoe 
didn’t' fly off with each kick to follow the heavyweight myLd.

As you can I’ve referred to Barnys living quarters as "home"*
He doesn’t have a tent, instead its a "home-made shack”. Its one any group of fellows In the neighborhood built at one time or another during the "good old days of boyhood” In Harlem, by the river or In an empty lot. I guessed that Barney directed and 
•supervised the job and Iwasn’t wrong* Its built solid, with telephone poles, beams* old canvas, tin and everything else that 
they oould get their hands on when the boys "pitched in" to make this their home. Other fellows live In pyramidal tents, also well scattered in the muddy area surrounding them*

Five other fellows live with Barnes. Army cots for beds; a 
table used also for writing and playing cards; a stove which supplies 
enough heat to make it comfortable and heat their water for. shaving; personal belongings are everywhere, In every corner of the shack; while many " Pin-Up a" tsum gives off that "homing atmosphere" the boys can’t forget; the floor doesn’t have a rug, but the gpound Itself 
looks up' th the fellows when they take off their shoes while going to bed*

This isn’t all, because keeping this group company is a small dog* He’s the pride of them all. who gets the attention when the fellows are together. Although its a male, they call him "Millie", Barney is responsible and you can be sure, whenever the fellows call "Millie", Barney tan*t thinking of the dog* The dog will run to who ever calls but Barney will look up each time, thinking of someone bapk home.
Besides the aud within thisfc section, the Appennine Mountains are visible just as plain as the mud. Infact, the two seem to go 

hand In hand and its a problem to guess of whichthere’s more around.But this too is secondary to the real thing that iff ills the air once in awhile. It also draws more attention to these ’"minor” things.
Close by someone seems to be celebrating the 4th of July* At 

$imes. its not too noisy but you can hear most anything, anytime*
The boys are use to this noise, and it doesn’t bother them. When they come home, all the yelling and shouting the neighbors baby will do, will not annoy them or interfer with their sleep*

Barney was able to get a bottle of whiskey from his officer, 
another lieutenant who we met upon getting out of the oar. They get 
along very well and you might say, they’re pl&s* The bottle disappear very quickly and during that time, in between "shots" we managed to squeeze in several conversations.



S/Sgt Barney is a platoon leader. Since one of the platoon 
leaders went home on Temporary Duty (TD) , he’s been talcing care of both. In addition, he’s the supply sergeant; handles the VX rations, infact, he runs the place and in the army we call him a 
”BTQ”,,fBig Time Operator. Back home, you classify him as a T,Big 
Shot"*

Though he’s always very close to excitment and activity, the set-up and routine isn’t bad. The life he leads is always outdoors, cold and warm, rain or shine. Its rough but being in the army over 'three years has made him plenty tough. Barney will laugh when he 
reads..tit’s an ideal soldiers life and better than the soft easy 
going we rear echelons have, Jor him, there’s never a dull moment 
and the boys must be on their toes very often. If this doesn’t hold true, then its the weather because they must work in it everyday and 
their daily hours isn’t just eight.

Entertainment isn’t up to par. Movies are on every night but 
the distance they must go to see it, keeps them in their shack rather than travel to a movie which i3 sometimes old, or one whioh 
they’ve seen# Sometimes a picture stays over a night or two and sin* only one theat^er**.large area with a roof overhead, not indoors... 
takes care of the boys, its better to stay,and write home*

Going to the mess hall was a short hike. Along the way, it was necessary to "dodge" mud holes and step (at least try) on solid ground. We managed to hold our own and Ray and I kept up with Barney*
Mess Hall? It was a large pyramidal tent with only one small 

light at one end. Tables on 'both'aides- made it very crowded. Again mess kits thru the chow line but Barney took care of this by borrow­ing two sets from GI’s. Supper v/as delicious chicken but we couldn’t . get ^seconds” which is always the case in every mess when something is GOOD.
-The trip back to the shack v/as easy. Having covered the distance twice, we knew where to step in and where not to step in.In the shack, sitting on the cots, and boxes, we started more conversations.
And so it was for the rest of the night until we set-up another 

bed. One was empty and to kept both visiters with Barney it was 
necessary to place another army cot inside* Sleeping was tough..*, not because of the sounds outside but because of the dog. He kept 
howling because no one had taken him under the covers. Something 
strange about the dog, the boys broke him in to sleep on the oots, 
either on or under the covers and eachnight, they take turns.
Tonight they left him stranded and he didn’t like it. The boys all 
"mis-treat" him at’ times and Barney puts in his share. Upon hearing the dog, he threw a punch at him and sent him flying across the 
floor* This was a love tap to what they do to him during the course of the day* Can’t understand how the dog stands this but I guess he’s "trained" to take it. That’s what the boys told me and I didn’t questioned them*



Millie woke us up the next morning. His barks, plus the 
company whistle which the guard blows, is enough to get the boy3 up for reveille* The night was peaceful and It "was very quiet 
that morning.

There was no fauoet to turn on the water, hot or cold, instead 
a ste$l helmet was the substitute basin and the water was supplied 
from nearby cans. ;stored within the shack. It wasn*t cold because 
the weather outside was a typical spring morning, although the mud 
was solid, covered with little spots of snow or ice. The Appennine Mountains greeted us good morning as we left the ehack and went for 
breakfast#

Again; we walked to the kitchen tent with Barney borrowing mess 
kits from his friends. There was no ’’chow line", everyone was 
served as he entered. .Surprising thing was the different brands of cigarette cartons, laying on the table for the Qlfs to pick up. Each morning, they can help themselves so that no one will go thru the day without enough smokes* Ho shortage here while you at home are 
sweating out th$ pacjcs you can buy.

Roll call in the morning always drav̂ s a comment from GI’s.When we first come to Italy and during our stay in Africa, we. had roll call but then it was decided to discontinue this practice. Kow my outfit doesn’t "get up" with the sound of a whistle, instead we sleep but we must be on the job at 8 sharp...or else. Yet, Barney has roll call every morning aiudthe fellows line up...dress right, dress. £3gt looks over the boys to see if they're lined straight; then about faee, walks forward, left face, a few more steps,
halts, face anA looking at. the squadron, calls their names.The boys shouKt | here or present. All finished, the sgt makes 
another about fape and facing the officer, gives him a snappy salute. In return the office salutes and gives him instructions 
and orders to #ass on to his men. Another salute, about face and once again the sgt faces his men. Relays the messages and orders 
and then dismisses them. .The sgt carrying on this procedure each morning is none other thaty Barney himself*

Several reports must be made in the morning. Duties assigned to the men and other details such as the guard roaster made out etc. You can see that Barnes has gone places and his doing a good .lob#(Take a bow Barney),
With all his work finished, we went to the shack. It was time to clean up the place, arrange everything in order and with the other fellows helping, the ft job was done 14 no time. All set,

3arney was to drive us somewhere, the lieutenant gave him a ieep and we took'off.
Back the same way we come the day before and ag&in, the 

interesting spots were brought to our attention, this time, Barney was pointing them out. Hiding thru the towns and cities, I checked the names to see if X had listed them all. The day before I knew I 
had missed a few because the first house upon entering these places 
was flat with the ground.* oincc that’s where the name of the town 
is usually written, I let it go, hoping to catch it while riding back.
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£3-&6 January 1945

It happenedI The meeting between your son Carmine and me 
took place on the 23rd. It was the way I had told you and mother' 
in a previous "short" V-mall. This meeting should have taken place about oneXyear ago, when both of us were at Bizerta, Then I went to Algiers while Carmine to Tunis. While in Africa we couldn’t 
get together and when I come to Italy, all hopes of seeing each other disappeared. But they returned when I received Carmines* 
letter.

As I told you, at the time I had nofc idea as to where his outfit was located and his APO number didn’t help me. I asked a 
few fellows but no one knew anything about the APO number. You see, 
Carmine was in a Replacement center, waiting to be re-assigned to 
another company. But that’s not too important because he’s fine 
and there’s nothing you should worry about.

The telephone calls I made when I received his letter proved to be of great help. Yet, Carmine wasn’t In 'camp, he had a three 
day pass on which he went to visit Salerno and Uncle Vitos’ parents. 
Yes, he met them all and spent a few days with them. Having spoken to his company sergeant 1 could only sit back and wait, wait for Cal to return from his pass. This telephoning happened on Saturday,I mean Sunday.

Monday I called again and it was then I was able to guess whero he was. Speaking over the telphone one can’t tell where he’s 
at, or give any indication as to his location. Anyway, Cal wasn’t in, although his pass ran out Monday night.

Tuesday afternoon, during lunch hour I called his company again. He wasn’t around but they told me to call back within 10 minutes, in which time, they would go looking for him. Second time I called, and within a few minutes after picking up the receiver, I 
was speaking to your son.

It was as easy as all that, funny thing when calling its impossible to get direct connection. First you give a code name.They connect you to another station, who aske3 for another code name. Next comes the outfit and lastly, the unit within the outfit. Some­times the lines will be busy and waiting a few minutes, ten, maybe more isn’t something rare. And at any time while talking, the 
operator "cuts in" to listen, therefore you can’t say something you shouldn’t.

-As I said, it was lunch hour and my watch said, 12;45. When I finished talking to him (less than Z minutes) I was off. I took 
the afternoon off; typed a pass; had it signed; got permission to 
leave the office‘and was on my way. Oh yes, I ran upstairs to the 
billet (113 steps), picked up my camera and was off again to catch a one o’clock bu3 which would take me to the city Carmine was in.

Dear Aunt Lucy,

- 1 -



One o’clock, and Although it was 1:05, I still had a little 
hope* Army tradition seldom makes on© move f,on time". Lany times hours were spent "waiting because we didn’t leave when we should. But today it was different. The bus service was very 
punctual...it left at one.

This didn’t discourage mo and since ''time” was moving on, I 
had to think fast. That I did and a few minutes later, I was on 
another bU3, this was going to an airport. From there, I could catch another bus which would take ice to my destination. The 
bus (G-l truck) was ver^crowded and I "uncomfortably'’ sat on the 
floor*

After riding thru the city streets, the truck stopped* Ae 
waited and knew, a traffics jam was the cause. Evidently, a wagon-cart had crossed the 'street and held up the traffic# It was at this poiAt that I change vehicles.. *jumped off the truck 
and into a Plymouth* .From thereonin, the ride was much different 
an very comfortable.

Behind the truck was the Plymouth. I notioed the company numbers and letters on the bumber and knew, it was going my way, all the way* I yelled to the driver and asked if he was 
going, "my way”, lie said yes and shortly afterwards, I was 
by his side, riding in fashion.

When I first come to Italy, I went visiting* Humber oneat that time was Cassino.; When we attempted this trip, the driver lost himself and in doing so, we found ourselves in Gaserta. At the time, I didn’t know it, neither.did anyone else. Something 
stood out about that trip and although I never went that way again, still, I kept remembering the»road, and the tall treg3 
along both sides of the road.' Then, their color wa3 green.

When we hitthis road, I quickly caught my bearings and 
discovered the road lead3 straight up- to the Kings Palaee. Its a large building and although I never been in it, still the ones who have, say its one of the best buildings in Italy*

Yes, I visited Caserta and my first move after leaving the 
driver of the Plymouth was to inquire at the Red Cross and ask how I could get to the address on Caî mines envelope. They 
helped me and losing no time, found myself on the road again, 
"hitch-hiking” to find a lift to take me the rest of the way*

Traffics: wasn’t heavy and after ‘talking awhile, I stopped 
where other GI’s were waiting for a 11 lift”. About ten minutes waiting before a truck stopped. It was a civilian and since it 
wasglgoing the full distance $or the other GI*s, I was riding it alone. I didn't go far because once again, I was 'waiting for a lift.

Another short walk and finally a GI truck, with a full load 
of ooal was caught in a traffic jam. I hopped on because he was going the rest of my way. It wasn’t comfortable but it 
brought me to my destination after riding longer than I expecte(
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Taking in the view from the bucl-: end of the truck, with 
ani Italian civilian sitting next to me, was very Intereating.
The country we passed - by, the scenery ahead, around i- e anti leaving 
behind , was u'll* nov» .to me. I novor hud been here Before. The 
snow covered short mountains was colorful but it was a cold sign* 
Yes, it was a little ooldor than what I ’ve been use to since stuyi 
in Italy* And as.'we traveled on, it beoame colder. Mountains 
were about me and I was ■witnessing a new experience. Every'now 
and thenfc I'd ask the Italian, whenrr 'Mien would we arrive to the 
place I was looking for.- As though to 3ay, we’ll it a Boon bo there 
he pointed to more mountains up'ahead and said, "On the other side 
that’s the place.'*

We had come to a river and riding along side of it, I knew 
a bridge had to be crossed. ’.Ye passed a fev; but they were not 
in condition to pass over. Up further, we found another one, 
this could take the load of a GI truck and its coal. But we 
waited for our turn. Room oil'tho bridge was for one vehicle at 
a time. One way only and before we got the r,t*o‘f si pit » & few more 
lontf ninutes passed away.

starting out a^ain, we were on the last lap to my 
destination* Soon, my trip would cone to an end and sy meeting 
with Carinine would take place* The gate to camp welcomed us and 
also two strong It wasn’t necessary to show a pass so I
.walked in. Not knowing the "set-up", itiy pals directed jr.e to 
Gals’ camp area.

i'or the first tice, I felt I was walking alone the co/ftpnay 
street of Platsburg* My days in the C1ATG come back! Itsbeen 
a long time since I went away in the summer and then return home 
again. I can remember those stumers, a months training in camp 
and.then that was all for the year. Then next year, the same 
routine but a little advance training. It was fun then and very 
exciting...now, its rmch different.

Anyway, the set up before me was the same as those I spent 
for one .month. Pyramidal tents lined up on both sides of the 
street. This was only'thing- that didn’t change, everything else 
had. Walking by two company streets I asked a GI. lie directed 
me to the ordei’ly room tent. They sent xne toanother tent, first 
in a certain company street. Back to where I ca/ue from.. Knocked 
on the tent door. Gave Cals* na&e. They game rde the tent number. 
Up two streets, a turn, walk a short ways and Gals tent. I can11 
express the anxiety within xne. Ky lees began to walk faster than 
I wanted to. Believe rne, I couldn’t control ny steps. I didn’t 
run but got.there just as quick.

Bending in the opening of the tent, my head looked up to 
the tent pole resting in the center. iTigs were hanging about 
half way and I knew it was Gals doing. But he wasn’t there. Tho 
fellows told me he was waiting in the nPay Room Tentrr. A note was 
on the pole and I was to meet him there. Out of his tent and 
back up the company street to the I)ay Room Tent.



1 didn’t know where this tent v;a3, so I askoc, a GI to help 
me* lie pointed to it end I walked towards it. It was on the 
Game street but the opposite aide*

‘As I opened the door I knew this Day Room wasn’t anythin*? 
like the ones I ’ve seen during my army career. From the outside 
I wasn’t expecting too much from it* This Day Rcom was two 
pyramidal tents,stuck together* Sure enough, once inside the 
place was very crowded* Smoke was more than 90% in the air and 
everywhere, tables were crowed**•fellows writing, playing card3, 
reading books, newspaper, etc* Along the sides, email groups 
carried on "bull-sessions"* After looking around and over the 
crowd, 1 spotted Carmine, reading a newspaper about the center 
of the room. I walked up to him and tapped him on the shoulders.

It was a little touchy because for Carmine, it was the 
first nclosen GI he’s met since coming ^overseas* Having only 
twenty-nine, you can see its been a lone time*

We walked out together and started to talk, walking back 
to his tent, we cross the same street I had passed by twice*
Ho wore his overcoat at the time, with a sweater, without a shirt* 
Since I carried my .camera, our next step was to take some pictures 
before the sun went in* Cal changed 'clothing and after meeting 
his friends, one of them snapped some pictures for us*

Chow call, but we didn’t goto eat* Instead we walked to 
the Red Gross club and had some coffee and cookies. Still talking 
a mile a minute, first Cal, then me, we cover about three years 
of our passed army life* From the club we went to tho game room* 
Ping-pong awhile and since we couldn’t (;et Interested in the ^ame, 
(after all, we had plenty to talk about), we stopped and found to 
empty chairs and carried on our conversation* Mot for a xd.nute 
did we "let up %  Home, Bella, &a.ry, mother, home routine, after 
tho war, marriage, wars end, peace, how do you feel, news from 
home, etc*, etc*, and etc* That’s what we talked about and it 
lasted during the hours I spent with him*

Getting back to my camp was a problem* Transportation was 
available until five from a certain place to my camp* But from 
Carmines camp, to this place was a problem. It was away from 
everywhere * Naturally that was bothering me and wo inquired at 
his orderly room. They sent us to an aIP outfit and thanks to 
them, this "worried problem" was solved* Lucky thing* They had 
trucks going from Carmines camp, straight to my placo nightly* I 
was. going to catch the last one so that I could stay as lon~ as 
possible with Carbine*

Time was moving fast and at 6:45, I was bidding Gamine 
farewell. We couldn’t make plans for. another meeting because
■ he was going to another place. Within a day or two, we’d know 
about it and then, we could make arrangements to see each other* 
The fact that he's in Italy, should make it easy to meet a,sain*
I ’m waiting for his new address and when it arrives, I'm. sure 
you’ll get it also* In the meantime, don't feel bad if toi you



Italian - German - Japanese G.Io's

The melting-pot principle taught in a High School social studies 

lesson was never forgotten. It had been inbedded within me to the 
point ©f net challenging any pre-war conversations to defend my 
Italian ethnicity. The only connection with Italy was my surname 
ending in a vovrel, inherited at from my Italian parents, I
never accepted being Italian first, American second,

Italian identity had xta disappeared long before Werld War II.
I had truly became "Americanized11 as the first generation of children 
from parents born in Italy. My service experience became the beginning 
•f having second thoughts in reconsidering my Italian Heritage.

Ity Werld War II service years was responsible for changing a 
negative attitude towards accepting my ethnic lifestyle. I had 
become too sensitive and very defensive in this area. My physical 
fitness and boxing ability prevented any confrontation with other 
onlistedmen. The officers were in a position to cover-up their anti- 
Italian attitudes by using their rank on the slighest military infraction 
to express their displeasure towards Italian-American GIfs.

This experience made me wondered what negative treatment was directed 
towards the German-Americans and the Japanese-Americans, I was aware 
of the Nisei outfit serving in the 34th Wvision with Gen* Nark Clark*s 
Fifth Army during the Italian campaign,,

GI discrimination was the furtherest thought from my mind, I did
%

not expect it in the service, yet, I sensed its presence everytime 
promotional opportunities were denied me and given to lesser deserving 
servicemen. I concluded I was paying a price because Italy was the 
enemy and I was considered Italian rather than an American GI0



I resented this at ere* type identification because I never felt "Italian* 

but considered myself an "American”*
Though I have related incidents to prove my point, the most 

conclusive was the ©C.So application that was "killed” in the orderly 
room while stationed at Patterson Field, ®hioQ

The mess sergeant on too many occassions convinced me of his 

dislike for I-A GI*s, The following incident proves ray point0
v

Hats are never to be worn in the mess hall, yet too many Officers,
non-coms and some enlietedmen would forget and be wearing their hats.
After one evening meal while leaving the mess hall ^ automatically
placed my hat on before leaving. The silence of the mess hall was
interrupted when the mess sergeant shouted, "Take that hat
off, corporal",, I obeyed and walked towards the Sgt to objecteat on
his order to me by swearing as though I had committed a serious crime*

He wasted no time in taking me to the Commanding ©fficer.
This would be the first and only time I would see the C.©# in

all tho time of my war service for disciplinary action. The Mess Sgt
must have been thinking of the black jack game on the finaly nights

At&von the Santa Elena and was mrb getting even with my winning his money# 
Whatever the reason his past action had convinced me he was anti-Italian 
with the enemy and with the American GI's of Italian decent.

That I did not get any punishment nor restriction was an indication 
the C0 believed my side of the confrontation» Bfy good service record 
played an important part in the outcome of a situation that should not 
have gone that farG



WORLD WAR II DEATH STATISTICS 
ALL GAVE SOME, AND SOME GAVE ALL, by Billy Ray Cyrus/Cindy Cyrus

In the World Almanac and Book of Facts (1966) page 333> gives a listing of
the casualties in World War H, as follows:
292,131 Jilled in Combat; 115,186 died in non-battle incidents; 670,81*6

wounded in combat; for a total casualties of 1,078,162; missing in action
78,98?J and 15,19®,510 came home. The totalnumber serving from all branche s
of the service, Army, Air Force, Navy, Marines and Coast Guard was 16,353*659*

In my letter of May &,19U5 I wrote home thSpeaking of the Death11 and went
on to mention the deaths ofs Franklin Delano Roosevelt, war correspondent
Ernie*Pyle, Benito Mussolini and Adolph Hitler's unconfirmed death. The
casualties of war nerer left my mind because the cost of suffering and the
ultimate sacrifice brought family sorrow by way of a war telegram. This
eventuality could not be dismiss ed or would ever disappear.

The arrow that pierced the guilt feelings of being a rear echelon soldier,
compared to the combat infantry G.I. on the front lines, was the sad news of
Nickyls death on November 15,19hh. Gen. George C. Patton's 3rd Army advancement
on the City of Metz, France took away the potential gifted life of Mary's 

other
only brother and/member of the family.

pick's early scholastic achievements permitted him to complete the three 
years curriculum in Junion High School in only two years. The NYC educational 
Public School System programmed gifted st^dents^ wh^t was then called, the 
“Rapid Advance11 (RA) track. He excelled ir̂ School and was destined for
s bright, successful college education. Nicky's potential would never be 
materialized upon receiving his N*Y.S Regents diploma. After graduation,
World $ar II gave uncle Sam first priority by his induction into the Armed 
Forces of the U.S.A.



After completing his infantry training Nicky was assigned to the 
Hilitary Police division of the Army. He was 1? years old when he shipped 
overseas to spend less than one month on foreign soil. His mother was 
elated to learn he would be serving in her native country of France.

* During World War I, she had married an Italian G.I. and returned to 
Manhattan in M.I.C as a W.tf. I bride. His father chose to take up arms 
for the U.S.A. rather than to serve in the Italian army. Foreign immigrants 
had this option, to serve in their native land, or with the U.S.A. His 
choice earned him American citizenship for serving in the U.S.A. forces.

A small family tends to unite a orother and sister in a very close 
sharing sibling relationship. The strong bond between Nicky and Mary was 
a loving chain of sharing togetheress on a 21+ hour daily basis. The heartbreak' 
ing news cotCLd not come at the worse time for catholics to receive a war 
telegram.^ It was Thanksgiving, which lead into the start of the Christmas 
season with Macy1s Thanksgiving parade with SANTA COMING TO TOWN.

My letter writing took on a more serious direction. It would now 
require a more possitive and meaningful effort on my part. To restore Mary’s 
down syndrone feelings was not an easy task to challenge my writing ability 
in finding the right words for each sentence. Tougher still was to further 

develope consoling thoughts into paragraphs. 'Eventually my letters expanded 
to three or more single spaced typed pages.

The Army Post Office (APO) delivery service did not expedite my 
consoling letters to Mary. My writing concentration started December 9th 
when I first received the sad news. At least 1$ letters crossed the Atlantic 
Ocean to offer Mary some daily encouragement to possibly accept the 
heartachesof war.

I would be devoting the month of December, attempting to ease a pain that 
would haunt Mary throughout her lifetime. Christmas '191*1* with the New Year to 
follow became a lost celebration, to be restored again only after being 
discharged and return home to Mary. Maybe then she will let go of her 
daily sadness and become the happy-go-lucky person of prewar days.



4th May 1945 Friday

Hound table conversation..... Speaking of the Death
The death of F.D.R. shocked everyone. The day afterwards 

we spent a few minutes in complete silence, everyone stopped' 
working. Then, on Sunday of that week, the whole command was 
to "fall in" for a formation and have a ceremony in his honor.
With the different outfits dressed in class "AB uniform, we 
marched through the city streets, to one local theater and spend 
a few more minutes in silence.

Preparations as always takes three to four timeseas much 
xsxtime acutally spent after what you work yourself upto takes 
place. And that sunday morning it wasn’t different. We -fejfel out 
at 6 o’clock and at 9:02, the chaplain spoke a few words; another 
officer in cold cut regular army languagg, read the special order 
which announced the death of our late president. At 9:11, every­
one marched out in crowds and went, about their day off as if 
nothing had taken place. During the time we sat quietly in the 
theater, the army band played "funeral marches" until the speakers 
took off. Most of us were disappointed because it received such 
a build up and nothing special happened. Yet, there was no doubt 
in anyone’s mind that the nation lost a great man*

Later, the death of correspondence Ernie Pyle hit the GI’s 
again. If ever you read his articles on the war and comments on 
his two war books, ’'This is your War" and "Brave Men", you know 
why GI’s felt the way they did when his death was made known to 
the world* The motion picture on his life should hit a new high 
in money making, besides being tops with future pictures.

Mussolini’s death hit the front pages but his story was much 
different'and everywhere, everyone is still taking about the sudden, 
way he met his death. Many resented the way the people carried 
on his killing and his other "friends". But knowing the facts, he 
didn’t deserve anything less.

Reports of Hitler’s death are still "unconfirmed" but its 
most likely that he too met his end* And so it goes, one death 
after another, and with the war over in Italy, many more will not 
return. In Germany, the fighting is coming to a close and soon, 
the total death wili become known to the world, a figure which will be very high.



8th May 1945'Tuesday
W  DAY IN ITALY ,

L1-- y ' - . ' (7th'May 194S)

• ** VIC TOBY* in Europe was announced while I was indexingroutine correspondence in my file register. If you heard ray record you'know this ;cross-reference of letters and filing 
pertains to. my job* Anyway, when the news reached our office, 
everyone stopped a few minutes.. .to dijest this long awaited 
news.• .tut then we all'-continued to work again. That's how It' hit us’the first few’minutes, no. one got excited. '
,;il y ^ater, conversation was made and before we realized it, 
politics, economies, the value bf the italian lire, and the • news of viotory ”crept” Into our conversation. The time was 
oloae to- 3:25 herei;in!;Italy while at home, the morning' was slowly 
ending. 'Your watoh;was reading 10:25,
; V The news’was welcomed even if most of us didn't greet it 
in true victory style. Our work was before us and the day still ’ young. Not only did the G-I's take it easy but also the civilians. Every once; in awhile, I run to the window, hoping t o hear ' church bells, horns, noise and the air raid ai»en, but .nothing doing, 
Italy was quiet and the people walked about like an ordinary day.
i * . - Radioes were on in neighboring homes and everyone listened. It was true, the war In Europe fatL ended. The quiet feeling thru- out the city streets lead me to believe that maybe the night would make up for the noise most of us expected during the day*, .but It too was quiet. Strange, the quietness made one feel that what had happened wasn't welcomed* '
•’ Yes, the war in Europe^ ended but to the GI's here, it was only another victory, another battle was won, and peace was still to come. Now,- the.GI> s r equipment and everything else needed will 

move ■ to the Pacific.WMaybe 'this • explains why no one really celebrated the way; they should have, maybe all of us was thinking of 01 Joe in the Pacific, waiting for most of us to go there. And 
that's what will happen. I'm sure you're reading about this in the daily papers and there1 s nothing I can add to what you know.
■: ■ " After work, I took a quiok shaye because I was going to the 
opera1 house ■ to see., »*La Travia.ta*, In Saturdays opera f And r I anna 
Quarrini, soprana, took the lead. Sunday, she was at the Russo’s 
house and I got acquainted with her. Before she left,, I had a special seat for her performace in yesterdays opera* Also present 
was two other soprana*a, which I knew. So VE night, Anthony was listening to the opera while celebration, if any, was taking place while7I was indoors.

Before the opera started, before the curtain come up, the 
national anthem of the four nations..^England, French, America and Italy was played. It was a good feeling and the meaning was 
different while listening to the "anthem's”.
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A spaga^ti .meal /was also on hand, although we didn’t plan •it/because of the special oocassion...no, Raymond was on the ball by looking at the menu, pinner wasn’ t too good and he dicided to 
have the woman cook us a good meal# So, rather eat in the mess 
hall, Ozizie, the future Mrs*,. Butoi, Ray and X, ■were sitting arour 
a small table in a room* Spagetti an& eggs with qold beer* It was a treat, but. since I had to be at the opera house, I left a little early.

There was some celebration but I could only find the "aftei 
results"• The .stireets were dirty, paper everywhere, and people walking about in groups when I come out of the opera house. The city lights were bright and much commotion was qbout. The Italian news boy was selling %bel "extra” and civilians jumped down his throat'trying to buy a copy. Noise was too. strong and many GI»s, 
allied soldiers,,and civilians were carrying one too many under 
their belts. Victory,was on hand and, everyone caught onto the idea of. celebrating. Though it wasn’t much, still the night 
didn’t pass without "drinking to VICTORY”. . *

Going back to my. billets, I walked by the Sergeants plub and the noise was loud, the band playing and couples dancing* I had heen to the EM club and the^re' too, celebration had reached its peak* Drinks everywhere. and everyone got into the swing of making noise* \
Upon, reaching the billets, the place was almost empty... evidence that the boys stepped out. It was exceptionally quiet*., tonight of all nights* something new was added and as the.fellows walked in,. those coming from the movies, clubs, etc. lost the- little' excitment they found at private parties and the 

like when they discovered, "Guard duty" was in affect once again.
The sergeant of the guard was taking it easy and the first shift was'posted. Though no roster was hanging, we each knew "ourr turn was coming but. when, no one had the slightest idea*
When Ray entered the room, I told him he had guard duty fron 

12 to 4 inv ,the morning but it didnl t take hims long to ■ disc over I was kidding. Then he tried the same on me but his information was correct. I* pulled guard from 4 in the morning till 8 in the 
morning, Before going to bpd, wefhad a few beers and -$f|\night had 
passed ftŵ y. .

.Next; thing X,kn©w, it was 3:30 am and I was getting up.The CQ, woke up the guards and before X  washed, dressed and picked up my helmet’ liner, 4 o’clock was on hand and the sergeant of the 
guard was posting us. My post covered a walking distance, short, 
.from the billet to the office building* The, jaight was p.alm and. 
only, the cit?y ' lights; marked, the city streets. No one was out, 
curfew for the civilians prevented them to be out*



Details are never .questioned, there Is always a reason, this guard duty wasn’t an exception, The night passed by quietly, no exoitment, 1 no nothing. During the early morning,'young oouples were going home, a dance was held somewhere and It was time to 
call it a day. Girls wore evening dresses and this reminded me of my senior prom# The curfew had passed for them and that’s why 
they could walk in the streets at such an early hour* From 11 at night till four in the morning, civilians cannot be out. So when you read, about the midnight curfew, think of these people and GI’s 
top are restricted*, .and you*II realize# it isn’t tough. .

• Youngesters come out at an early hour and for a good reason. They walk: around the neighborhood, cover the many side streets to 
pick up cigarette butts. From these they save up enough tobacco to make new ones and sell .them on the black market for about 10 to 15 cents each. When we 'come put o.f the PX, kids offer to pay two dollars .a EKgfca pack, or - twenty dollars a carton**.some pay higher. Yes, its; a joke’but people pay that price without a squark,

Civilian policemen walk about In couples and while, stopping a few minutes, they spoke to me, although I come out with, "You 
speak”, an& broke Italian. . Times I don*t speak fluently not to let them know I speak well...a habit which has paid dividends at times. They had a reason to talk to me because they knew sooner or later I would take out a cigarette to smoke. And they take it for granted, that the american soldier, when smoking also offers anyone present when he wants to smoke. I had read their minds 
quickly and same them the trouble, and patience of waiting...I offer< 
them a smoke within a short while. /

- At five oVclock, the city lights went out but morning was taking off the heavy dark blanket that covered the city. Daybreak was coming and the hours were passing,
, A few hours later, the morning paper was out and I bought a few cojiieB whioh are coming home, Headlines read. . ."It* s over 

OVER HERE". People walked'out and going to their Jobs. Fruit peddlers, opened-, their stores and movement began once again. I went to a fruit ..stand and bought.'an xî sx, orange. Peeling it, I was thinking of "the cop on the5 beat” who likes’: to' ’’take” something while walking his beat. And/eating that orange, I felt that, way, although I paid 10 cents for it after the peddler wanted 13.
The. fefclows were walking, the streets also, going to the. mess 

hall for- breakfast, Our relief/ pome a half hour later so, we could 
have breakfast before it closed. Hot cakes were well cooked and J 
was lucky to eat three. From then oh, I was free but today was a special .day.,,today was fVE DAY”, the day GI’s were to celebrate the victory that come, .to us yesterday.

Special arrangements were mjade and planning had taken place months in advance. First on the program was to fall out in the morning and march to the, local theater. The day was free, no work-y anyone. Commanding General was to give us a lecture and tell C 
us something we didn’t know about what was to come about ...but it
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happened that'we all knew as much and more of what the general tol 
us. Most of us was disappointmd because nothing extra oome off from this gathering. The chapMija said a few words and had it not been for the army band who supplied march songs, the whole thing might have been a very dry affair.

Suoh was the activity for this mcx*ning but this afternoon much more will take place* Though its still in the morning and 
I’m knocking out this letter, I can tell you that what happens 
later will come home to you in another letter* I’ll try to tell 
you .the events on the miiffixy viotory news from Italy*

This afternoon we* 11 have a carnavel, athletic games and 
competition, movies, shows, music, clubs opened and most anything 
a GI looks for* We have gajragg&ai special field where this will take place and plenty of refreshments and f,eatstf will be at our disposal, all day long* It will be a noisy, wiaorth while event.

Nothing more to add and I find time to end this letter on YE DAT, How did I feel? To tell, you the truth, I didn’t feel too 
different before and after I heard the news of victory* * As I said on the first page, its only another battle won..*now the pacific war will draw all our attention.

The pacific war will last awhile yet but how soon, she will crumble no one knows* Our air forces will go there as quickly as possible and; when Japan starts to get the daily raids that Germany got, the picture will start to change rather quickly. Naturally with these air farces goi#g there, men-are needed to supplyand take care of them. The set-up is, there and many menare doing the job well. . .but they heed more* You read this daily and again, I 
can’t tell you more,thali what you read*

This letter and a few more I’ve written may indicate that 
the‘Pacific will welcome me. I don’t know what will come about bu1 above all, think both ways, and £if one feeling gets the better of 
you;, feel the other way and only then oan you comfort yourself. 
I h $ ^  committed myself in saying, '"I’m not going” or that ’’I’m ■gSlng". Could be the other, that of staying here awhile longer. There you have the three problems everyone in this theater are facing with., ialso that of coming home. And many will come home fc good because not all of usare needed in the Pacific.

In closing, don’t give this reconversion business and&her thought, remember, I’ll be having SI months overseas and those who 
are least probable of going home, will go to the Pacific and those who have plenty time overseas have a good chance to oome home or 
hang around Europe longer. So its best to stay here, than go to the Pacific or Far East*

So long for how until something new comes up. Again, forget 
the pacific, Far East and Europe, the war is half over, and plans■ will soon come up to discharge some of us. Who knows, I could be among the firsts.



w tm .«»»
10th May 1945 Thursday 
Naples, Italy

Second VE-DAY with, the Keopolitan GI 
(May 8th, 1945)

■ "TAKE THIS :BUS TO THE VE-DAY FESTIVAL*1... large signs covered 
the radiator of army trucks. A number of vehicles were lined up, 
waiting for a full load before taking off to the special athletic 
field up the Vomero. Transportation was furnished continueously 
for this "shuttle run". Th.e day was very hot and many GI* s wore 
their khukies for the first time. It was OK because after duty 
hours, the Q.B. woolen uniform could take a rest and remain indoors.

As I told you in.the first part of this letter, Sth^May, 
this festival was prepared in advance and therefore everything was 
set. The so called "special.meal" for VE DAY, never come off and 
GI loe was a little disappointed, but at the festival, the sandwiche 
■and refreshments were more that the khaki and CD wonderers could 
take care of.

The drivers took off along via Deiivlille and up to piazza 
Amedeio. Its a square where four streets either start or end 
there but we make a U turn and drive up parco Margharita. Though 
the street has many turns and sharp curves, winding all the way up, 
the driver of our truck didn't spare the horses and kept going.
His speed remained the same for trains as well as straight level 
runs. Rolling by, GI’s and WAC's held their breaths while the 
curious Neopolitan civilian, wondered what was going on.

The parking lot fac.ed the wide open field which welcomed 
us when the truck come to a stop. The crowd was spread out in 
this area and walking about, we could see the many attractions 
and activities that was available to ts. Times it was necessary 
to fight ones way thru the crowded civilians who had gathered 
around to see what was taking place. Special Ml)fs were on hand 
but the kids outnumbered them and result was, the little youngsters 
easily out-maneuver the GI’s Pal.

Two softball games...the WAC’s vs GI’s and another our 16th 
supply squadron with the 391st Signal company. We won easily 7-3, 
The WAC’s put up a tough game and though I didn’t find out who 
won, they had two runs in the first inning. Two base hit, a triple 
followed by a single, stolen base and the girls-were on top. The 
GI catcher blew his top and threw his mask and glove to the ground 
and walked off the field. Feeling "tight" he easily became disgust 
when the pitcher wasn’t following his signals. Yet, the man, on 
the mound didn’t let up once, the ball come in fast.

"PLAY BALL", the familiar cry for baseball Was another 
event. This drew the most attention,the sidelines being very 
crowded. I watch this game with great interest, it was the first 
baseball game this year and thinking back, the first since overseas 
The sound of the bat, double play and players running around the 
bases was interesting. Not only for me but many others who missed
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the nations number one sport,: Our headquarters team was winning 
10-0 in the first five innings and the pitcher had a no-hitter. 
Later, from, another part of the field, I noticed the otiher twain 
getting a few hits and the white wash was cleaned .off* It was fun 
and while waiting to the next activity, Ii kept looking back and 
watching the baseball game from the corner of one yeye and trying 
to keep up with something else.

Cold lemonade, orange juice ran into the paper cups after 
sweating out not too' long a line. Sandwiches rested on the table 
and.GI's had a swell picnic. Grass was in small spots and many 
a soldier rested his body while enjoying this refreshments. Crowds 
walking around the area, taking it easy because today was handed 
to them*

Donkeys were lined up to one side of the field... six of 
them with their owners holding the rope'which was tied around their 
neck. This turned out to be the ■ hlghlite*for the day. . ,a donkey 
race. During the week, every outfit tryed to get volunteers to 
enter this event. The competition was between the GI's and WAC’s*-.

Not all the donkeys were the same height, some small, the 
others medium. The men and girls were also of different size,,,, 
small, medium, large and very large. The largest of the group to 
ride was a short chubby WAC. It was fun to see her on a small 
donkey, also, to watch her climb on his back. Yes, two GI's helped 
her. And a GI* from our -company was a close second.

Five heats were running, each to be a winning and receive 
a carton of cigarettes* From these winners-, a six and last-heat 
would^run and again, the 'winner to receive a carton of cigaretes. 
When it was over the results were; four WaC winners and one GI.
From these, the winner was a WAC. So they took away the title and 
holding top honors in the donkey race.

Spotlites were very ' fuuny s ome donkeys didn’t, want to 
move and it was necessary for the owners to hit them with a stick. 
■Though we had a small track roped off, some cut threw the judges 
and wondered off to his resting place. Others ran around the 
cirle with the 'aid of astick hitting them:..you know where and only 
then was any of the donkeys able to run. The chubby WAC was doing 
all right_until the donkey stopped short and she advance on his 
neck. Still hoMing on, the donkey kept running but before long, 
she come "tumbling down"9 In all, this event drew the most laughs 
and everyone got a big kick from it.

Horseshoe, contest got a big turn-out. The volley ball 
•game wasn’t crowded but the players received a big thrill. Next 
on the program was a side circus show. An italian magician who 
had the GI1 s in stitches, doing card tricks and many others, lie 
spoke in Italian and being able to. understand him, received tv/ice 
as much laughs because many others didn’t understand. He pulled 
some fast ones and kept the GI guessing all the time.



Our successful gathering come to an end about five o ’clock*"
Leaving a few hours, 1/2 hour before ,■ I returned to the billet,
washed, dressed and went to eat. The dust made ones clothes a little 
white, and the shoes needed a shine.

Evening brought on something different. We have twoo 
billets, the new and old. The old holds about -2/3 or more of the 
fellows in the outfit while the new has the balance, t h a t ’s where 
th*e Ozrayabby Trio live. The distance between the two is about 
’five blocks walking distance. Anyway, at the old billet, .they 
have a "Terrace Garden” * The roof was arranged nicely by Special 
Ocrvice and sun baths, movies, and other little -things mtikes one 
enjoy his spare time on the terrace. Tonight, Vei Night, we were 
having a special celebration party for the squadron. Beer, cooa- 
colas, mor e shn dwi ch e s , mo vies, m u s i c , e t c . Sve rycnc wo s on han d 
and make themselves at h o m e , Since it all started at 8, seme went 
to the, moves, • H«y nnr) I went to see "Going My Way" og.ein and had 
plenty of tir-e to start things off. ,

After-a few beers, a coca- and saTidwi.ehes, the bar closed 
and the movies took over. . This hapj ered to be the blunder of the 
might because'the movies was "Together A g a i n " a .M o s t  of the ihoys 
had seen it and there C-oro .left early . Had the . bar b-.er, o^on^d, 
tb°y could b;i ve stayed...and enjoyed thuiiis e l v e s . Instead seraeono 
’’screwed up" the works - and ' the .fellews of t ; • e • r «W bi] let left 
'early. There i i s was very guiet arid nest of the men went to b e d „
A x^ckor game started but 1 went to b e d . , .the lost of.;;leef, from 
the: ill gilt before was catching u±. on m e . X slept peaceful that night.

% *
The enlisted, mens club an d sergeants club v/as also huv ; 

a g.r:e;d cel-j’ora tion, Both were crowded and everyone were having a 
••.swell, tir.e-....,.VE LAY, two w hole off days, was celebrated in true 
.Victory fashion* friary got drunk, many stayed sober' and many d i d n ’t 
take part in what was. going on, 3 erne * he .t think inn- of. the ones 
who couldb’t celebrate. The spirit of each GI varied a great deal.

Vii D-mY. was over and the men re turned back to their jobs.
The office was opened vigsssm. and paper work was going or. again.
And continuing from her eon in, the men will be won <3 er ing ” and
"IF" they are coming home, "7/HERE” will they fro from here,."TP”
they leave' this theater. " WHAT’S THE S C O R E ’1 for al.3 of us is 
something, that the near future will chalk up.', and w e ’re all waiting 
for the score ̂ man to start writing. Soon, v:e’l] find out and then 
each GI in this theater will be able to trail his loved ones at home.


