
THURSDAY, JUNE 8, 1944

Letters From Oar Boys In The Service

Anzio Beachhead
May 22, 1944.

Dear Editor:
Just a letter from a gang of

Letcher County boys who
have been sitting around talk-
ing of home and Kentucky in
general. Some of the guys
wanted to Avrite to The Eagle
and it looks as though I have
been elected io write.

I don't know Just how to
start this letter, but the main
thing we have in mind is a
gripe, that we think we have
coming, there isn't any use
of beating around the bush, so
here it comes.

We have been away from
the States for more than two
years and from home a while
longer, and we can't under-
stand why we have to spend
the best part of our life over
here with so many other guys
still in the States who will
probably still be there when
this thing is over, and .never
see any action or overseas
service- -

We realize that this is no
time to gripe about it, but it's
really getting tiresome.

At the present rate in which
we are sending men home on
this rotation oftroops busi
ness, it will take us anywhere
from three to four years before
we will be able to even think
of getting home. At present we
are sending one-ha- lf of one
percent each month.

I have received a letter from
a friend of mine who was for
tunate enough to get home on
this rotation, he has been in
the States for over a month
and is already sweating out
being sent back overseas, he
also says that lie sometimes
had rather be back with us
boys, because half of the peo-

ple didn't realize that there
was a war on, and that there
was an awful lot of griping
about gas," whiskey, beer, etc.

Somehow we just can't seem
to figure that all out, with as
many men in the armed forces
as they claim to have, why
should he be sent back?

Now they are writing us
asking if we want to vote in I

the coming election. How are!
we to know what's going on?
After all we have been gone
better than two years.

If they expect us to vote
which I doubt we will now,
the leest they could do would
be to send us back and let us
find out what's happening be-

fore we choose the men or
women which ever it may be,
to run our Government. After
all, if I remember correctly
that is one of the things we
are supposed" to be fighting
for. Right?

We were in battle thru all
of the African affair, and from
there to the Cassino front un-
til the landing was made here
at Anzip, and have been here
from then on.

We have been under shell
fire since the day we arrived
here and the Jerries are look-
ing down our throats, we
can't even eat chow, but what
Jerry knows what we are hav
ing for dinner.

But sometime in the near
future we are going to push
them back so we can breathe
without inhaling some krouts
breath. .

We know the folks at home
are doing their share, at least
most of them, so we still say
keep up the good work and
we will continue to do our
best.

There are times when sol-
diers just must gripe about
something in order to get
along, so we wrote this hoping
that someone with enough
pull, might use it and start the
ball to rolling, and maybe one
of these days we too will see
old Whitesburg.

This has passel for quite a

number of us guys, but there
wouldn't be room in the paper
to print all of their names.

Well, I guess I had better
call this off for now, candle is
burning low, and things are
getting hot and I don't mean
the weather.

From three Whitesburg
Boys.

Cpl. Durward Banks
Qpl. Raymond Banks.
Pfc. Ward Collins.

P. S. Keep The Old Eagle
coming, and tell everyone we
are still 6. K.

Dear Editor:
I want to take tmie to say

hello to all of my friends of
Letcher County and to all my
friends in the armed forces,
wherever they may be fight-
ing for freedom and to make
this world a better place to
live in. I am glad that it is
possible for me to read the
letters from the boys in ser-

vice through your fine paper,
and believe me I am always
glad to get the "Old Bird" and
regardless of the other mail I
get The Eagle is the first thing
I read. I want to comment
Pvt. P. A. Sergent on his fine
letter in one of your recent
issues. There are a lot. of us
that really understand what
he wrote. I do for one and I
agree with him one hundred
per cent.

Please print this poem if
you have space:

COULD IT BE THAT HE IS
HINTING

Now here we are a few thou-
sand men

Who've been over here since
God knows when

We've been in the jungle and
on the range

Promised a relief but there is
never a change.

Now what of the millions left
over there

Living like kings and spouting
hot air

Oh, what they could do when
they get over here

'But keep dodging the draft
when their time is near,

And then come the fellows
left in camp

Living in Glory while we live
like tramps

Eating and sleeping like
wolves on the trail

Without any kind words and
so little mail.

When we get news all we hear
of is Joe

Who has spent a nice time on
another furlough.

To us over here he is better
known,

As the U.S-O- . soldier who
never leaves home.

So what about sending a few
of those across

To replace these men and the
ones that we've lost,

To give us a chance for a well
earned rest .

And get back in shape to finish
the rest.

Pvt. J. Ralph Clay.

Co. C 133 Inf.
May 19, 1944.

The Mountain Eagle,
Whitesburg, Ky.
Dear Sirs:

This is to inform you that
T!Sgt. France Ison, ASN,
6888053 of your city is a mem
ber of this organization, and
has performed creditably in
the Alrican and Italian cam-
paigns. He has been awarded
the Silver Star, Purple Heart
and Oak Leaf Cluster. He has
served in Panama and-Hawai- i,

and is one of the few soldiers
that have served in three The
ater of operations. Your town
can be justly proud of the
achievements of this soldier.

By writing you, I am hoping
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that, any resultant publicity
mjght in some manner express
our appreciation of the loyal-
ty and cooperation shown by
Sgt. Ison.

I am his immediate superior
officer, and any favors along
these lines will be deeply ap-
preciated.

Edwin M. Brown,
1st Lt. Inf.

Dear-Edito- r:

I think this is my first time
to write to you. I thought I
would write while Jonah
Caudill was writing you and
put it in with his. I don't get
the paper myself but he does
and of course I get to read it.
It is a wonderful paper arid I
enjoy it very much. I live at
Blackey, Ky. I have been
around Whitesburg quite a lot
PI sure would like to be back
there but I'm no better than
any one else. Maybe some of
us will get back and the rest
can't get back. This is a very
hot place over liere but it
rains quite a lot. This isn't a
bad place at all but I guess
that it could be better. I want
to say hello to all my friends.

Pfc. Buford Elam.

FROM TWO KY. BOYS
Pvt. Lee Caudill
Pvt. Ben J. Miles

Lee:
I was called to the Army April

25, 1944
I left a lovely little wife and

it's her I want to see
oncemore.

She's the one whome I mar-
ried Oct. 1943

And she was a darling little
wife, the sweetest of all
to me.

But I had to leave her and go
far away

But I hope I can come back
and live with her some
day.

Ben:
I left a little girl who was so

lovely and sweet.
I hated to leave her standing

on old Smoot Creek.
There I hope to come back

and meet her once again
After this cruel war, for Uncle

Sam says that we must
win.

Now listen all you boys
Ihis training is hard to go

through
The mud and water we wade

we are so used to.
And your rifle in your hand
Ihen you'll wish that you

were dead. .

In the army we are driven
like a mule

That is one thing that we Ky.
boys are not used to

But we have, to take it no
matter what we do

For they are based over us
which you all know is
true- -

When our training is over
ana tms cruel war is
won, .

Our fathers and mothers will
be thankful for what
each son has done.

But when the war is over.
We may not'be seen any more
But we hope to meat our loved

ones on that bright and
happy shore.

May 26, 1944
The Mountain Eagle,
Whitesburg, Ky.
Dear Sir:.

Sgt. Hite Maggard, son of
Mr. and Mrs. Shade Maggard
of Van, Ky., his been serving
overseas with the 502nd Mili-
tary Police Battalion since
July, 1943, and at present is
doing his community proud
in India.

Sgt. Maggard is celebrating
his eighth year of Army ser-
vice this year, five of which
were spent in duty at Walter
Reed Hospital. Washington,
D. C. He served another year
at Moore General Hospital,
Asheville, North Carolina.
The remainder of the service
has been dutifully divided
among Camp Croff, South
Carolina, Camp McCain, Miss,
issippi, Camp Anza, California,
and Station Number Four,
India.

The sterling quality of mod-
est Sgt. MaBeard's militarv
performance and devotion to
duty are amply attested not
only by his appointments " as
Platoon Squad Leader and
Station Sergeant of the Guard,

but also by the following
much-covete- d awards which
now repose on his uniform as
symbols of the Service's rec-
ognition "of his worth: the
Presidenti1 Citation, the
Bronze Star, the Good Con-
duct Medal, the American De-

fense Ribbon, and the Asiatic-Pacifi- c

Theater Ribbon.
Respectfully submitted,

ANDREW J. MCSWEEN,
Pfc, Air Corps,

Provost Marshal Clerk.

To the dearest of all Mothers:
In next month is a day de-

voted to the Mothers of our
land. I am overcome with
joy to write that I am fortun-
ate enough to still have a dear
mother to love and appreci-
ate. On Mother's Day, we
usually have some kind of
service, and in yourhonor. 1

will make every effort to at-

tend that service. Although
we' are thousands of miles
away, that love of mother and
love for Mother never falters.
Tears swell in my eyes when
I think of the grief I caused
you in my boy-hoo- d days. A
son always thinks of those
things in later life. Well I re
member when I was a little
tot, you often said, "son don't
take any thing that doesn't
belong to you without asking
for it, son always be kind to
all people, son always be kind
to those less fortunate than
you. Those words Hother, I
will never forget. If I could
only be a little boy sitting on
my mother's knee once more,
and enjoy those boyhood days
when you were so tender and
understanding, then life would
be worth while. Mother you
may not live on this earth
much longer, but a better
place awaits ior you, and in
this heart of mine you will
live lorever. I hope all the
other children can be with
you and dad on that day. Al
though I can't be there. I want
you to feel and know that my
neart is with you both always,
I'm wishing for the best of
luck and everything for you
ana i nope you nave many
more happy days together.
The love I have for you dear
mother is" beyond expressing".

I would like very much for
preacher Bennett to read this
letter.

Your son,

Herbert Webb.
(Note Herbert is a son of

Mr. and Mrs. Big Nelt Webb
of Mayking and is a member
of the U. S. Armed Forces
overseas) .

MT. SGT. G. E. SHEPPERD
VISITS EAGLE
MT. Sgt. George E. Shepperd
a U. S. Marine who has been

overseas more than two years
paid us a visit th-i- week and
stated that his trip home
the first in some 22 months
was the nicest thing that
could have happened to him.

Sgt. Shepperd said he ap-

preciated the Eagle while he
was away and wanted to thank
us sincerely.

"TWO-FACE- D WOMAN"

A two-fac- ed woman will never
do

When you are called to the
service they will cheat
on you.

They tell you they love you,
They will tell you they are

true,
But while you're away tlay

will be cheating on you.

Boys let me tell you, a two-fac- ed

woman will never do,
Take a tip from me, and "you"

will never be blue.

They go out with 4F's still
telling you they're true,

While all the time you're gone,
they're playing up to you.

When you are called to the
Service, take a tip from
me.

Forget that two-face- d woman,
and. you'll have no worry,
and you will always be
free. . . ..

Take me, myself, I'm single,
And always will be, because

that two-face- d woman
made a fool out of me.

Bill Taylor."
Somewhere in Italy.

A SERVICEMAN'S
PRAYER

Dear Saviour I have left my
home and those whom I
loved dear.

Guide thou me with Thy lov
ing hand.

And me thou" ever near.

So let me live from day to
day .

In steadfast love of Thee,
Forbid that I may grieve the

hearts o
Of those who "pray at home

for me.

Keep me frpm every harm
and sin,

That never I may roam from
Thy pure words which I
have learned,

In my dear Christian home.

Grant me success in all I do
If Thou wilt have it come,
But let me value more than

this
My dear Christian home.

-- Pvt. William P. Craft.
(Son of Joe Craft).

Have a Coca-Col- a

May 21, 1944.
Somewhere in Italy.

The Mt. Eagle,
Whitesburg, Ky.
Dear Friends:

I'm somewhere in Italy now,
floating around in a Replace,
ment Depot. I've been over-
seas almost seven months now
and haven't been assigned to
an outfit.

The Ole Eagle has flown
over Italy to me"the first time
this week. Yep, it sure does
make me feel good to be get-

ting the home town news. It
gives me a general idea how
every thing is going back
home, and I find out where a
lot of my good friends are.

I see that they are still draft-
ing a big portion of the boys
from around home. There
couldn't possibly be very
many boys'left.

I live in the lower part of
the County on Linefork. A
wonderful place, that Ole
Creek is. I've spent a many
of a happy day there. I used
to go to school at Ole King-
dom Come High. Yes, a many
of a good time I've had there.
But most of my school mates
are in the "Armed .Forces now
I liked one year graduating.
But as soon as this horrible
strife is over I plan to finish
High School, and take up ag
riculture at Berea College.

It's Sunday, and nothing
unusual is happening. I'm
sittmg m a half truck at this
moment 'writing, and thinking
what I could be doing today if
I were only home again. I
would probably be at Church
some place. I would give
anything on earth if I could
only hear some of those Ole
Regular Baptist preachers
preach agam. I'll never for-
get the last good meeting I
attended. It was on Defeated
Creek, last November, while
I was home on furlough. We
had Rev. Kirby Ison and Rev.
Tip Cornett that Sunday.
know I never heard any bet'
ter preaching in all my life. I
will never forget the advice
they gave me that day, for it
was only a few days afterward
that I sailed for overseas duty.

Well, I Hope and pray it's
not too long until all of us

I boys are coming home, and
living like people should live
agam.

But until that "day comes,
let's every one keep praying
and trusting in God. He is
the only one that can carry
you through your trouble and
strife. I truly believe in Him
and I got hopes that He will
carry me safely home to my
dear parents and girl friend

I want to sincerely thank
the .Editor of The Mt. Eagle
for makmg it possible for me
to get the paper.

I'm sending my love to my

on

. . . or at
Keeping young folks happy at home is mostly a matter of having a house in
which they and their friends feel welcome. So don't forget Coca-Col- a . . . it's
always a big attraction for the young crowd. It says better than words, Come

on over to our house . . . we're glad to see you. Be sure there's "Coke" in your
icebox. There's no more cordial invitation, nor one more refreshing; than
the three simple words . . . Have a "Coke".

BOTTLED UNDER AUTHORITY OF THE COCA-COL- COMPANY

COCA-COL- A BOTTLING WORKS, Phone 9 Whitesburg, Ky.

01944TbeC-CCb- ..

dear father and mother, sisters
and brothers. Also to all of
my friends. There is a sweet
little girl back there I would
enjoy being with today.

Here's hoping every one
the best of luck and May God
Bless you.

Cpl. Eugene Cox.

Dear Editor:
This is a very pretty place

here down below the Equator
in New Guinea, but there is
no place in the world as pret-
ty as the good old mountains
of Kentucky. No one will
ever know how hard it is to
be so far away from their
loved ones until they try it.
This is all our war and I am
doing, my best down here
again. I say the scenery here
is very pretty and the tall
coconut trees are right out of
doors. So when we feel like
climbing a tree we can eat
coconuts in their crudest
fresh farm- - I want to say
hello to my wife nd parents
who are so dear to me.

Homer ISaxon Spangler.

A MOTHER WRITES:
I am the mother of three

sons in service, one is in the
Medical Corps, one in Tank
Battalion, the other in Cacal-ry- .

I hope them all the best
of luck in service. I am pray-
ing all the time for their saf
ety and return. A few words
concerning the sailors, mar
ines, and the rest: their fath
ers and mothers "are longing
to see this cruel war over so
they all can return home
again1 in peace. Every farmer

doing his est this year. My
sons in service are: Coy, Cecil,
and Can Martin. The mother
and children are just fine and
trying to farm.

Mrs. Maryland Martin
Democrat, Ky.

By preserving fruits
and berries I'm
SAVING FOOD and
SAVING POIN7SI

Fruits and berries pre-
served NOW will mean
points tavaj later onl

Dixit Twenty p&urds extra
5 Crjstalt sugar per person al-

lotted for this purpose.
1. Apply now to your lo-

cal Rationing Board.I i ---

M iiemJiiirr:ia

It's natural for popular names
to acquire friendly abbrevia-
tions. That's why you hear
Coca-Col- a called "Coke".

- Come over

keeping youth happy home
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