31 December 1944

New Year’s Eve

Luxembourg

Dear Grandma, Ida and all – 


It’s Sunday and New Years Eve both and it doesn’t seem much like either altho there is a different stir in the air than usual. Activity at the hospital has slowed down considerably – other hospitals having moved in to share the load. So some of the girls are going out on dates – those who are fortunate enough to have boyfriends around close. I'’ on night duty so it doesn’t make any difference. Think I will go to church at 8 if I can find someone who can go at that time. Stine and I went for a walk about 4 pm. It had just started to snow and was coming down in big soft flakes. Saw several children coasting on their sleds down the many hills. This is the first walk I’ve been out for and hope to go for more as the place is full of scenic wonders – this is really old countryish. The narrow narrow streets and old buildings but very neat and clean. The old fortresses are awe inspiring.


We have taken up a collection of candy and stuff to give to the children in a nearby orphanage – you should see the stack – more than they’ve ever seen or that I’ve seen for a long time. It will be wrapped in individual fancy packages with paper we’ve saved from Christmas.


Saw some turkeys being cleaned tonight at the mess so guess will have a turkey dinner tomorrow.


Was thinking that last New Year’s Eve I was still on leave and at Addy. I remember Warren and I went to the Colville dance and I wore a civilian dress. Wonder where I’ll spend next New Year’s Eve. Probably in the Pacific. There’s a lot of war to be fought yet. Things appear more encouraging for us again but the price is terrific. One only needs to see one casualty to realize that. Some of the experiences the boys tell about are almost unbelievable – like the boys who came in with combat exhaustion (term used for war neuroses) having escaped from being a prisoner – his 15 or so buddies were not so fortunate – they were shot. He had his forearms bandaged and when Lois took off the bandages to see what wounds he had there was a swastika branded on each arm. One usually takes these atrocity stories with a grain of salt and think of them as propaganda. Some may be colored a little but a lot of that stuff does happen. Our boys are probably not above reproach either but am sure they never go to such extremes.


Someone said we might get some mail tonight but so far it hasn’t come in. Sure hope there’ll be some. It’s kind of hard to write when there’s no incoming mail.


I wrote a V-mail a couple days ago to tell you I got the package with the robe and film in it. Just thought I would repeat it.


I suppose you will be having a little get together on your birthday Ida.


Guess I better get ready for duty now. Hope the New Year will be a glad one for everybody.


Love,


May

