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My Dearest Darling –  
 
I didn’t get to write you Thursday or Friday night.  And this won’t go out until Monday, but it 
still will make better time than v-mail I believe.  I have been hoping you would take my cue and 
write air-mails.  The boys have been getting air-mails from home in seven days.  I have been 
hoping that mine were coming to you in good time.  Have they? 
 
We have closed down our second dispensary and I had to go down there Thursday to make 
proper dispositions.  Stayed overnight and came back Friday.  It was lovely.  The rooms our 
medical officer occupied and which I used for the night, has a large circular wall of glass facing 
the channel about 50 feet above the beach.  It was most beautiful.   
 
Yes, dearest Margie, I often have periods of severe mental depression, but I try my best to 
throw them off.  The best way is to keep busy and live only each day through.  The truth is I am 
trying to make up my mind that the odds are against my coming home any time very soon.  As I 
have said, there are many medical officers who have been overseas more than two years, more 
than three years.  They deserve to come home before we newcomers.  There is a tendency for 
all of us to forget that medical personnel are a class to themselves and cannot be replaced as 
easily as the line soldier or officer.  Many rumors are current around here but nobody in my 
circle knows a darn thing.  The latest rumor is that those who have been here over two years 
will be sent home after the European conflict is over, for a 30 day leave, reassignment to the 
CBI.  Those who have been here 1 to 2 years will be sent direct to CBI.  Those who have been 
here less than a year will become part of the army of occupation.  But as I say that is only 
another rumor.  I do believe my chances of earliest return to you will be the best if I stay here in 
Europe.  The CBI is so far away it will probably mean at the very least another year or more of 
service.  I think we will be better off all around if we don’t’ consider the matter any further until 
we have more to go on or have some definite news or knowledge.  Let’s just hope for the best 
and not expect too much.  What must be will be and we must bear it and like it – at least make 
the best of it.  We have stood it for almost a year now and can do it for another if we have to.  I 
don’t want to seem too pessimistic yet.  I don’t want to be too optimistic, either.   
 
The radio indicates that the Russians are practically in Berlin and that a link up will come very 
soon.  Whatever happens, our best bet for reunion is an end to the wars here and in the East.  It 
is coming and that is sure, so let’s be patient and resigned to whatever fate hands us thereafter.  
We only hurt ourselves by resenting and bemoaning our lot in life.   
 
Never worry about my sex life, Margie, no matter how long I am gone.  Until I meet you again it 
is completely dead.  You are the only one in the world who can revive it.  
 
Always, I am your true and faithful, ever-loving husband, 
Ted 
 











 


