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Hell Again! 
 
So Len Howard is over here. That A.P.O. of his will change soon to a much smaller 
number. And it gives me no clues.  
 
Censorship is strict and rightly so, considering the chance that one careless word 
might be important to an enemy ear. The English civilians know more about the 
location of our troops than we do. American boys really get around. In some towns 
there are more Americans than English men – the Revolution in reverse. 
 
The countryside has been beautiful in spite of a sudden cold spell. For awhile we 
thought that we were going to go back to that old fog again. The winter was something 
to remember. Fog just like the movies – but now the days are clear – sunny and very 
long. It help our morale plenty. Before the weather confirmed to us that the dreary 
cold billets and 14 men can get pretty sick of looking at each other. Now we can go 
biking along good road until 10 or 10:30 without a light. It is swell and good exercise. 
 
Don. 


