
Krauts 14 June 1945 

Dear Folks: 

Thought I’d drop you a bit of a line. Gin says she likes to read over a letter from me. I’d write more often 

but there are three reasons I have not done so. 

   First- shortage of paper 

   Second- shortage of news 

   Third- you and Marie are together 

However, just for the sake of appearances and to let you know that I haven’t forgotten you I’m again 

dressed up with pen and paper. 

Enclosed is a picture. It is of three average American artillery officers who had the misfortune to be Tank 

Forward Observers. It all depends on which way you look at it. Misfortune from the standpoint of 

danger but fortune looking from the side of experience. 

 



They started out the war with the boys on the flanks never experiencing F.O. work in training. However, 

it wasn’t long until they were or thought they were experienced. It took about the second week of 

December to bring this about.  

What kind of boys are they? How did they differ? 

The “lad” on the left was 29 years of age. He had a wife and baby boy. He was raised and lives in 

Brooklyn. As an insurance salesman he made a good living and volunteered at the start of the war. He is 

a graduate of NYU and has by far the quickest wit of the three. You can’t beat him at repartee. Like the 

other two he was a passionate souvenir hunter. He had an intense dislike of krauts although he could 

speak German and French pretty well. Mingled with a fine sense of humor he could give as well as take. 

He smoked cigars and a pipe. He liked his nip of liquor after a tiring day. He was true to his wife but was 

not averse to dating another girl while overseas. He liked to gamble but nothing heavy. And last but not 

least he does not believe in the divinity of Christ but he did believe in the life set forth by Him. He did 

not attend church but being sensible he’d never criticize anyone who does. 

The fellow in the center was 23 years old. He was unmarried but had a tentative engagement. He was 

raised and lived in Cincinnati. He entered the army from ROTC taken while he attended Xavier College. 

He liked the krauts even less than the other two. He was level headed but inclined to be sarcastic on 

occasion. He could speak neither French nor German. He liked to gamble and was inclined to go a little 

heavier than the other two but knew when to stop and never lost or won heavily. He was a bit slower of 

mind than the other two but could always argue or discuss appoint with forcefulness and clarity. Above 

all he was a devout Catholic and attended church regularly. To give a clearer picture he wrote, “I’m not 

afraid to die. If God calls me I figure I won’t have much time to ‘dress up’ so I try to stay ‘dressed up’ 

inside.” Being a soldier I really learned to respect that guy. He was a fine upstanding American boy. 

For the third boy I leave him to you. I guess you know him pretty well.  

The officers fought the war together. They operated never far apart. When resting they lived together 

and on pass they were inseparable. They had very few differences and got along fine. They were 

together until March 23 at Speyer. Then lightning struck the well known outhouse.  

The first lad had his knee cap shot off and is now probably in the States and no doubt will be discharged. 

However, he will regain full use of his leg. 

The third officer had his tank shot out from under him and was never quite the same. 

On April 16 the second boy was killed by a sniper. Unfortunately he got a bit careless and went west. 

War tends to bring the average person closer to God in many ways. Certainly the average man prays 

more and more sincerely. God gives a man comfort and sort of a second backbone. It is a comfort to feel 

someone greater than yourself is sort of looking out for you. As Joe Louis so aptly put it, “We felt we 

were on God’s side.” 



You speak of intercessory prayer. The first lad whose folks were Lutheran probably sent up prayers to 

heaven. As for himself, he prayed very little. The second boy had an abundance of prayers and prayed 

often. The third was like the second. 

Whose prayers were answered and why were the fates of the officers so different? Maybe you can say 

their tongues and hearts were not clean. But I can state that the tongues were equally foul at times, but 

it was just steam escaping. Why were the third boy’s prayers apparently answered, the second’s 

apparently not, and the first who sans prayer came through ok? It is one of the mysteries I just can’t 

figure out. I guess if one could or when one does know life is complete. It seems to me that then and 

only then can one say he really knows God. Certainly as you look at the picture I have drawn you can’t 

find the answer in the boys as you know them. The Lord moves in mysterious ways and this is one 

mystery to me. If anyone of the local people should like to write an answer I’d be glad to receive all or 

one. 

By the way this is the topic I told Marie I’d forgotten. I got to thinking about it in bed and it escaped my 

mind for a day. 

Got May 19 post today. Am reading the Tax Taxi story. They come in pretty well. 

Not much else to say. Give my best to all and thanks for the letters I’ve been getting. 

       Love to all 

       Mike 

 


