
Fort Bliss, Texas 
20 July 1943 
 
Dear Mother and Father, 

This may have to be only a short note now and finish anything I have to say later.  I am 

sure you understand that I have been too busy for any job except my duties.  I have had time 

and strength and energy for only one thing.  My Lieutenant has been holding sick-call orders 

and making kitchen and mess inspections, etc, etc.  I have been devoting every minute to 

Reclassification procedure. 

 So far this month I have processed and obtained Certificates of Disability and 

recommendations for discharges from the Army for 123 men.  They are men who never should 

have been taken into the Army in the first place, and now at last the War Dept. is doing what 

should have been done six months ago.  They must have been in a panic last fall to let in the 

men they took during Aug., Sept., and October.  They evidently see they have a large enough 

army now and are clearing out those who by some stretch of the imagination even cannot do 

any service in the Army.  This makes a total of over 400 men I have returned to civil life.  They 

are mostly farmers.  The same process is going on all over the country apparently and it is going 

to alleviate the labor shortage immeasurably.  At the same time it is going to do the Army as 

much good as the major victories as far as the morale of the rest of us is concerned.  I have 

even been working some nights and almost all day last Sunday.  There are something around a 

hundred more men yet in the Bn who should be out but I have cut almost all of those who 

couldn’t even hike, ???  The remainder are almost all men who have somewhat defective vision 

or who have one good eye and one poor or blind.  I am not touching any of those in our Band.  

They are almost all seriously defective.  But they sure can play and we automatically drop them 

when we move out for foreign fields.  We have a 40 piece band, mostly composed of old army 

men of more than 20 years’ service, who are unable to do any other duty.  It boosts the morale 

to new heights to march to a good band. 

 I think I can take it a little easier now that I have the worst misfits out of the Bn.  Instead 

of 120 men since the 6th I’ll work about 30 a week.  I can do that without any overtime at all I 

think. 



 Believe it or not, the weather here for the last two weeks or so has been most 

delightful.  We have had about three rains a week and the temperature has hovered between 

80 and 95 which feels delightfully cool.  The nights have still required a sheet at least and many 

nights a blanket.  No day can be too hot if the nights allow a restful sleep. 

 I have already spoken to the Colonel, have his OK, and will take as many days leave as 

necessary when our next girl is born.  I can stay at home here most of the time and look after 

these four little devils.  That is sure guarantee that we will have five youngsters left after that 

two weeks period.  I will probably go nuts away from any work that long and playing nurse-

maid until Margaret is here to direct operations again.  But I am partly responsible and don’t 

intend to deny my obligation in any way.  I have stopped 73 ½ times while writing this – to put 

the girls to bed, etc. etc. etc., so now they are all quiet and supposedly going to sleep and this is 

all the paper I have been able to find here at the house.   

 It is nice to have someone who writes and keeps us in touch with home and doesn’t wait 

for a letter before writing again.  Whenever I don’t write you for some days you may rest 

assured it is because I am entirely too busy to do anything but work.  

I thought all the girls were asleep but I hear Rica singing, ‘Yes, Jesus loves me’, so Grace, 

her room-mate, will probably be singing, too, in a moment. 

 Best of luck to you both and all our love. 
 Your son, Ted 
 





 


