














ing some of the mess halls, but she didn’t drop into ours
when I was there.

Know what 1 did? Give myself a two-inch haircut! I
look rather like a sacrificial lamb, but I was sick and
tired of having my locks bush out every time it is damp.
We've been having much mist and anemic snow, so off
came my hair, Today is lovely, though—crisp, clear and
sunny with fluffy, drifty white clouds in the sky. . . .

Kisses and hugs,
Pvt. Bug

29 November 1944
Wednesday
Dearest Family,

Calm down, I'm not gone yet. I've just been too
lazy to write which shows you the condition I've degen-
erated into. All my training has gone for naught, some-
what. The concert Thursday evening was fine. Ander-
son was in prime form—sang “Ave Maria” for an
encore. At intermission Ruth K. and I decided to go out
for a smoke, and not knowing how the Shrine Audito-
riurn (Des Moines’ cultural center) ran its schedule, I
went up to an aged usher and asked in a dignified tone,
“How long is intermission?” to which he replied,
“Downstairs and to your left, lady”” Everyone within
ten feet of us laid back and howled.

Friday the first kids from Company Five shipped
out, and since then more and more have gone, and the
rest of us meds are rather sad and lonely. . . .

Saturday: went to a movie and read. Sunday: went
to a movie and read. Monday: went downtown in the
evening to look over Younkers’ [Department Store]
Christmas efforts. Not too bad, but not near as gay as
Dayton’s [Department Store]. I really miss good old
Nicollet Avenue and all the greens and lights. Hope I'm
not stuck in some grim place for Christmas. . . .

Tomorrow, Barbara and I are going over to Arts and
Crafts to make Christmas cards. Whee . . . gay, mad
fun on Post. Staging is getting more and more irritating
every day. . . . But I grit my teeth and realize that I'll
never get a nice rest like this again. We're having for-
mal inspection tomorrow so I must rush now and do my
squad duty.

Coodbye and much love,

Here T am again. Just finished madly scrubbing the
aisle of our barny barracks. Am very hot and dirty. The
snow is snowing all around. It snows on field and tree
and parade ground and all looks very pretty and

® A national touring company was doing Shakespeare’s
Othello, starring Paul Robeson, the famous black actor and
singer. Des Moines obviously had a fine selection of cultural
events coming through the city.

Christmas cardy. Mom, please do procure that iron for
me and save it till I get settled. Likewise the snapshots,
save them, [ mean. For Christmas for GI Annie: Box of
homemade cookies and candy and stuff would be mar-
velous; flannel nightgown with fleurs; writing case;
new watch strap; those sock things with felt or leather
bottoms for whizzing (not lounging) around the bar-
racks; any purty smells (small), powder, lotions,
creams, nail creams [for cuticle removal], and stuff;
any bright ideas you can think of. How’s that for a
suggestion list?

Much love again,

6 December 1944
Wednesday
Dearest Family,

Well, here I am again, still at good old Fort Des
Moines. How I love this happy place. Last week I was
pretty well disgusted, mainly because I was suffering
from the pangs of a cold and fierce headache (which I
am over now), but yesterday I got my second wind and
snapped out of my depression. Braun and I had hyster-
ics all day, making feeble puns and giggling around,
and that sort of cleared the air. I can’t say anything
about prospects for Jeaving even if they were good, so
be patient and someday you will hear from me with the
return address some glamorous place. . . . Tomorrow
night a party of us is going to Othello which ought to
relieve the monotony.*®

Last Sunday I went in to church, then met some
kids and had dinner and went to a movie and messed
around and didn’t get home till late, so no letter writ-
ten to you. Monday I was feeling foul, so had some beer
with the kids, and on to the Service Club Library
where 1 got involved in Angela Thirkell’s latest, Marl-
ing Hall, which, by the way, Mom, stinks. It’s rather
forced and about depressing people and not nearly as
funny and spontaneous as her other bocks. Too bad,
Last night Barbie and I went up to Arts and Crafts and
made Christmas cards. My evenings, as you can see, are
quite human and I enjoy myself, but during the day I
feel like a sheep. But such is life. Had a nice letter from
Ruth K. who is very impressed with Fitzsimons hospital
[in Denver] which I didn’t know was the largest in the
world. But the poor gal, who is a graduate med tech
with a year of experience besides, is spending her time
putting labels on bottles. It seems that there are lots of
civilians working there and they won't give up their
jobs to WAC:s. . . .

Well, family dear, I must bid you “au reservoir” if 1
am to get in on the new Humphrey (ahh) Bogart movie,
so goodbye and pray that I leave, but soon.

I miss you hugely,
The Hangover
Thanks for the clippings [from the neighborhood
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newspaper| and stuff from your party—sounded like a
wild time for you-alls.

From Dad—Dec. 9, 1944:
Dearest Private Annie:

Omigoodness! 1 am pained! Armies seem to be just
what they always have been: slow, uncertain, and mo-
tivated by forces beyond the mind of mortal to compre-
hend. Wish I could get hold of the diary of an Egyptian
captain during the Fourth Jewish War. Anyway, one
learns to cultivate patience, if nothing else, and some
time you are bound to be sent somewhere to do some-
thing. How well I remember the happy days I spent
picking up cigarette butts and paper in Rouen. Have
fun when you can and take things as they come and you
will live to be a grandmother! . . .

The next evening | came down with the indi-
goshdangest pain in my right shoulder and managed to
sleep about an hour. Next day it was even wuss, like to
kill me dead so no work Thursday. This morning I had
a date with Dr. Johnson who checked around and said I
was in fine shape and that my shoulder was bursitis
and was caused by a strain and what had I been doing.
I blushingly told him about bayonet drill on Friday and
that the piece weighed ten pounds. Then he blew up,
told me I was damphool and no commando and told
me to lay off drilling with anything but my feet or 1
could look after my own shoulder. So it looks as tho the
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old Metal Corporal’s drilling days were done. Now I
am going to try to sell the CO on letting me stay on
with the Guard at some kind of a damn desk job. I'd
rather do that than turn civilian. DAMN: I may be 50
plus but I do not like to have to act the part.

El Paso, Texas

10 December 1944

Company D, SMDT, WBGH, El Paso, Texas
Sunday

Dearest Family,

Surprise! Surprise! Here is your little daughter in
glamorous surroundings and out of Staging at last! 1
was a very mean girl and played a trick on you. The
morning that I wrote you my last letter which sounded
very dejected, I had just heard my orders telling that I
was going to El Paso. 1 was dying to tell you, but I
didn’t dare. The thing was that the orders were read for
all the meds to leave that day, and after they finished,
they said “Transportation is canceled—but you’ll go
out soon,” and I didn’t know whether it would be a
week or the day after. As it happened, we left Friday
morning and was [ glad. Thursday evening we went to
Othello, which was wonderful, and I dragged to bed at
1:00 and then they woke us up at 4:00 a.m. to get ready
to go. . . . I left Des Moines the same way I came in—
in trucks, in the dark, and very bleary-eyed. This time
it wasn't raining though.

The train was a very old-fashioned Pullman. We
occupied four cars and had the same ones the whole
trip, though we were shuttled around from engine to
engine, and other cars were hooked on and off. We had
green plush seats, dark red woodwork and tin washba-
sins. Not too uncomfortable and it was fun because we
were all in a happy group, but I don’t see how people
traveled in them and kept their dignity or their mod-
esty. The next installment I will describe our trip—
three days and two nights—in detail, and the next will
give an account of this joint. I'll mail this now so you’'ll
know where I am. Got to fall out for class now, so
goodbye.

Yours in ecstasy,

The weather is cool. Sunrise is gorgeous—blue,
pink, orange coming up over the mountains! Ahhh.
SMDT stands for Surgical, Medical, Dental Techni-
cian, and WBGH equals William Beaumont General
Hospital.

* * *

THE ILLUSTRATIONS on p. 246 and 249 are from the
WAC Handbook published for the First WAC Training Cen-
ter, 1944; all other pictures are in the author’s possession.
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