the curfew club, as they called it, wasn't anything but
a jail, though it wasn't a regular jail but a great big
building with marble floors and marble walls and not
a chair to sit on.

“And it was cold, and [ didn’t have an overcoat. I
just sat on the floor until daylight, and 1 almost froze
to death; and to make it worse, I ran out of cigarettes.
When a sergeant came on duty and took oft his over-
coat, I asked him to let me borrow it a while, but he
wouldn't let me have it. T asked him for a cigarette
and he refused me. So just before he went off duty I
said to him, “Sergeant, I'm in the X-ray department in
a hospital. I hope I see the day that you come in there
for treatment. If you do, I'l turn that machine loose
on you and, brother, you won't be any good from then

As the year 1943 began, the 35th was still encamped
at 5t. Cloud, though letters home from members of the
unit still carried the less identifying address of North-
west Africa. Many of these letters, along with snatches
of diaries kept, usually with little regularity, by per-
sonnel of the 38th, provide interesting close looks at
the routing daily life of an Army field hospital that
nome of the official records can reveal. They often dis-
elose, too, how well or poorly the soldier on foreign
duty is able to keep in communication with family and
friends at home. Examples of these letters are five that
Captain Pickens wrote to relatives and friends in the
states. These letters, as were many others written by
the men and women of the 38th—and, unfortunately,
most of them have been lost or destroyed—reveal what
the soldiers are doing, seeing, thinking, aside from their
grim duties related directly to the war. They speak of
the places and the people and of the soldiers’ reactions
to them, and since they are so intimately related to
people, they are of the essence of historical documen-
tation. They provide the flesh and clothing for the
factual frame of events and thereby give life and
warmth and color and movement to what without them
would be little more than a recital of places and dates
and cold statistics that for many persons makes the
study of history somewhat forbidding,

Yet these letters often between the lines reveal also
that the unit’s business was going on at a pace that

on, Il promise you that.” But I never saw that sergeant
again,”

When another soldier came on duty, however, he
lent the freezing Sergeant Davis his overcoat.

“And in the moming they took me to MP head-
quarters and questioned me a little and then they called
the hospital. George Snyder was detachment com-
mander at that time, and he told them he would have
a truck pick me up. When I got back I told him the
story. 'T just wasn't coming out of Oran in the night,” 1
said. ‘T was sure that if T tried it those Arabs would
have stuck a knife in me.” And T still figure they would
have. I suppose Captain Snyder did too; at any rate, he
didn’t do anything about it and I went back to my job.”

would continue to gain the approval and admiration of
the professional military men and the war correspon-
dents as a highly eficient hospital providing a tremen-
dous serviee to the nation's military effort. Perhaps the
fact that the people of the 38th writing home were not
permitted to say much of the unit’s war activities caused
them to write of the small, intimate, personal happen-
ings and impressions. At any rate, the letters contribute
happily to the recording of the 38th’s lively and im-
portant story.

“I was over in the neighboring town the other day
and went to see Ensign Henry Belk for a short visit,”
Captain Pickens disclosed in his letter of January 4,
1943, “He had called me a few days before and said he
had tracked the 38th down and wanted to see a Char-
lotte face again. 11e had left the states only a few days
before and had the latest news. He had seen Mr, Mat-
thews in New York and had brought news to Stokes
Munroe from his father-in-law. Henry was in good
health and after a short stay on this side of the world
appeared to like it. He had not been here long enough
to get fed up on the sorry wine and see plenty of the
hunger and flth that is scattered about the country-
side. . . .

“George (Snyder) came in the other day with some
Coca-Cola syrup from the plant. We have been busy
trying to find some carbonated water but so far un-
successfully. No "Vichy' water available in the town,
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Casanova Park was the undlattering but highly descriptive name given by Colonel Bauchspies to this area at St. Clond in
which patients with venereal disense were treated—behind barbed wire.

Charlie Gay is trving to figure out some way of manu-
facturing some in his laboratory. 5o Far we have been
forced to drink with just plain water, highly decorated,
It still tastes good and I remember old man Candler
used to take his that way, We are reverting to type, We
dicd not think about catching some rainwater until it
stopped. We have had two days of clear weather and
it was a reliel after a month of mud.

“Paul {Sanger) has just come into my tent, which is
a supply tent, and is now stealing some tangerines. We
were thrilled about his promotion, and also about
George Woods', Bill Leonard was prumuttd to major,
since he had the longest record in the Arnny, That is
one thing I won't have to worry about, since it is im-
possible for any of the MACs to move any further.”

Captain Pickens began his next letter— of January 12,
1943 —with the E'.‘-{I_}Il"l]'l-cltilﬂil'l that he had little he could
write about, because of the watehful eves of the censor
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and also because “there has developed a monotonous
calm over our place and no one seems to be inspired to
do anvthing.” He hinted at an impending moving of the
hospital: “We are gradually letting our patients ran out
in preparation for closing and with nothing building
up here there is no inspiration to do anything, Then
there is so little to write about when you are afraid that
the information might be of value to the enemy or
strike the censor wrong, [ wm not interested in building
up a good story to have some bright faced young chap
eud it to picces.”

But, said he, he had two principal reasons for writing
this particular letter. "Col. White had tuken some pic-
tures the other day and I got hold of the two negatives
and had a set made with enlargements. [ am preparing
to send them on to you as soon as I get suitable mailing
wear. They are mostly of Col. White, but there ave
enough of the others to give vou some idea about our



way of life in the mud. You will also get to see Miss
Russell, I.E'|L> q]ii_‘litiuh, who works For me ;!'l'l:l ni]nm-. a lot
of my work, She is from Presbyvterian Hespital and if
vou get by there some time, vou might show her pic-
ture to any of the group left there who are interested.
She has done o good job for me and for the Army. |

There is ome picture of Paul cleaning out his tent after
i particularly heavy raine .00 The others are just or-
dinary seenes and folks around the camp with no mili-
tury secrets being shown,

He went on Lo sav what his second reason was for
writing: “Today o lot of mail came in and with it some
piackages for me. The one with the blue Kodak and the
films came in and 1 will try to give vou back some real
seenes when we get a dey dav, oL L Then another pack-
age came with some additional outing pajumas and
set of boot shoes from Mellow's, The shoes are the thing.
Ceorge got some a few davs ago and has bragged about
them so mueh that Lam doubly happy about mine, They
fit. They are worn under the galoshes and make work-
mg and walking so rauch casier, It gets tiresome drag-
sing the old Gl shoes around under heavy galoshes
with about ten pounds of mud on the outside,”

Another package recently received, said he, was
“light paper and some air mail envelopes which I was
beginning to need. We get from two to Tour stamps
week and sometimes when [ make copies of my letters
and send them all over the coumtry it takes more stamps
amd envelopes than it appears on the surface. Many
thanks. . . . T will try 1o repay with good letters and
SOITH g_n:}d lﬁ[c-tul'L-.L Until we do some moving around
I will not be able to get much deseription in what 1
AV, ..

He thanked relatives and briends for other presents—
a razor, an electric heater, and other gifts {‘Hl',:l-:,"(t.;i]]".'
usetul. "t so happens that my socalled u{hc w15 com-
mon meeting place for the whole camp, In the morm-
ing we have an extra ot of coffee on the stove here
and most of the bovs will stop I some time during the
morning for an extra cup. Even Paul has developed
mto @ coflee drinker and sits for an hour sometimes
while it cools For him. Stokes u}ﬂml[:-.' Ig_:;:;*t_*-; |'_r'|. az woell as
Jack Montgomery, Preston, Bill Pennington and Bub-
ber Fleming, Tt's streaom Tor most of the
nmming anel |'nl'.=-1'|'u]1-t.~. the w [:]'1-:[115{ i aomost ]]-]i*il?-illlli
way, but it also keeps me from hm'inf_[ any privacy. ...

a stewdy

= a4 I::;l:'”r:;:'l' i““:t [ Il-'l'l.'!" I}ji_"'ll'l:l.' l_}f I'f:ll::l{]__ II[I:"]'_I:I_[':'L
candy, and we are overrun with cigarettes and pipe
tobacco, OF course, it has all uneled up on s, in-
clading packages direct from home and those that went
to England and then came down here, Tt appears that
most of our things are coming thru in spite of the
enemy claims about sinking our ships. But there 1 get
off on the wrong subyject. We are not supposed to talk

about any of the mancuvers of the war or to have any
itdeas on how to run it. OF course, we hear the mdu}
from England every morning and at night a short wave
broadeast from Boston and ]"ith;lnu'gh. I guess we keep
up fairly well. The Charlotte Ghservers have been pour-
g . | ot about ten }-‘:*Hi{'rilu:v' and more !ndﬂ}', 50
new T am reading about what we did when we came in,
as well as many of the letters written by our folks that
W l}uh“ﬁhq‘d, I have even read my letter to vou
which the Observer printed. Many of the people have
commented on it to me here, Thev seem to think that it
was conservative enough and a hi]:lh- good pictore of
our U-:pn]l:nu without giving away any military in
lormation,

Heavy rains and high winds of early January added
to the discomtorts and problems of the 3%th in its en-
campment at 5t Cloud. In a long letter written January
15 Captain Pickens pictures the period just before he
sat down to record life in the 35th:

“The rain has left for a few days and the wind has
been taking its place. When T sav wind, 1 mean real
wind, not a gt-nﬂr* e, Did vou ever try to get four
pieces of thin paper and three pieces of carbon paper
together in a flimsy tent in a high wind? Well, it’s no
casy job and if a part of this letter seems to run sidewise
of the copy. blame it on the African wind.

“As I said, the rain has let up for a few davs but for
a while it looked as if we had arrived in the wrong
service: we thought we should have been in the Nawvy,
We literally swam and waded around the camp, Now
il this wind keeps up we will wiadde around in dust a
mile deep. However, vou get used to all things in the
Army and dust and mud make little difference,”

Although he pointed out the difficulty of trving to
tell much about the 38th's position hecanse of the rules
of censorship, he did manage to give an interesting
andl revealing report of the hospital’s rouline from the
viewpoint of the mess olficer,

“T have a set place to be most of the day and some
parts of the night,” he began this section of the letter,
It s a tent, ealled o ward tent, about 13 x 40 in size.
It is set up right next to the main kitchen tent and
two-thirds of it is taken up with the storage of food-
stuffs, There are cans and boxes packed in as high as
the tent will stand. In the rear is a large wooden ice
refrigerator, which containg the various bypes af Fruit
juices. In the front is my socalled office. T have a small
stove which sits ('[m--:l:hf in the dirt with the pipe run-
ning out the top of the tent. It will put out plenty of
]*.{u!.t if vou can find the el We have had some coal
inn limited guantities, and we sometimes resort to burn-
ing our crating when it gets very cold and damp. Of
course, there are no forests anvwhere in this part of
Africa. But, back to the office, T have a large table built

65



from our crates, with a stool for a chair, Next to me sits
my dictitian, ene of the older nurses in our organiza-
tion. She does most of the work, sinee T have little
knowledge of the dilference between a soft, liguid,
high-calorie, and bland diets. That is, she looks after
the patients’ food, but that still leaves me fifty officers,
fifty nurses and over 300 men to feed. They keep me
busy. We have a telephone sitting on the tent pole
which conneets with the rest of the hospital and the
outside world. T could eall Charlotte or Washington
or Atlanta from my desk if T had the proper pull and
the proper luck.

“The day starts officially at 8 AM, or, a5 the Army
puts it, 0500 hours, It ends oflicially at 5:30 PM or 1730
hours. T find that T spend abiout three nights a week
here at my socalled desk. At 0900 hours I have a meet-
ing each dav with my sergeants, of which 1 have three,
We go over the menus for the next day, plan the meals
and assign the cooks and cook’s helpers for each kitchen,
Then I see my corporal, who has the responsibility for
getling the foed in bulk inte the camp. We get out
requisitions for the number of people we expect to feed
two days hence. All of this takes probably an hoor and
then the working boys get out and the doctors deseend
on our little office. T keep a pot of colfee on the stove
(as he related in his previous letter) and a few eups,
sugar-and canned cream handy, They drop by for a
cup whenever they have time in the morning. At the
same Lime they talk diets of patients, location of wards,
and other things that might come up. We combine
business with pleasure. It takes the place of Coca-Cola
time at home, and frankly, during the height of the
rainy season, [ welcomed i, Something hot when
everything around was cold and wet was very comfort-
ing. I will never develop into the coffee drinker that
maother is, since it tastes diEfﬁr::nt]y cach time. By the
way, [ see in the papers that you are rationed on coffee
now., . . .

“When the others have cleared ont, then come the
special diet slips that have to be filled out. There are
some patients with jaundice who have to eat six and
eight times a day and all of them different types of
food with lots of candy and sweets thrown in for goo:l
measure.”

Andl s0, the mess officer’s recital reveals, his morning’s
routine is Luml}]utud. But this general schedule, he
adds, “develops during the afternoon and with this the
bulk food comes in by truck and has to be checked
and stored, During the day we check food out to the
various kitchens also. At one time we operated four
separate kitchens. Now we have only three. With each
kitchen there is a dishwashing problem and a depart-
ment to take care of it This causes more trouble than
all of the rest of the work put together, sinee we have
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the problem of water, getting it hot, and net the least
of the problems is that of keeping men at work washing
dishes, T can't fuss much at them myself when they
cumpl:.ain, since I hate the job as much as they do.

"During the afternoon I make an inspection of all
mess properties and personnel. That is a real job, keep-
ing everything running smeothly. And when the day
i5 thru and there has been only a minimum amount of
complaint, T have the pleasant prospeet of doing the
same: thing all over the next day. Truly, the mess offi-
cer’s job is never done. [ have staved awake at night
and thought of the times I have complained with Mary
about how the colfee tastes or about the types of fond
she has had or say to her, ‘if it were on a menu, T would-
o't order it Each time I think of my complaints to her,
[ turn over and try to kick myself in the pants. T pray
that I may be forgiven for all that has passed and
promise that it will never happen again. I also pray
that T may never have to go near a kitchen again or
think of a menu or listen to a complaint. Forgive the
raving of a kitchen knave who smells of kitchen grease!”

Recent letters from the states, Captain Pickens ob-
serviedd, had revealed that to the coffec rationing had
been added gasoline rationing, “I also lean that your
gas rationing is getting to brass tacks. When I piece
together the fragments from everyone and get the
true picture, 1 have to ]augh about vour hardships,”
he added. T laugh more heartily when I start from my
tent to go to the latrine at night and wander around
with a flashlight and think about the comforts of home
in the same situation,”

He returned to expressing how delightful to a mem-
ber of the 35th would be the experience of o hot bath
in the shower or tub at home:

“We had showers for a while with good, honest cold
water, but the water gave out in spite of the rains, so
now I resort to my old method of Saturday night bath-
ing in my tent. When I think about hot and cold run.
ning water in a nice tile bathroom, well heated, I laugh
again aboeut yvour hardships in doing without gasoline
anel a little less eoffee. When I stumble thro the mad or
try to get the dust out of my hair I think about the
paved streets and electrie lights you have to put up
with, When the planes pass overhead I think of the
casual attention vou pay to the same passing there, . . .
When T think about being able to change clothes each
day and the convenient laundries and dry cleaning
service and the choice of colors to wear even down to
the tie, T still laugh, When I think about the news
being delivered to your door each morning and the
raclios without any interference and to your knowledge
of what goes on all over the world, I smile, at least.
Don’t misunderstand me, [ am not -::ump]a:iuing; I am
just laughing, and that is the way you must learn to



do. Oh, we do our share of griping and fussing. I don’t
take all these things lying down. I complain loud and
hard but 1 come up laughing. We are getting the gaso-
line here and we have plenty of coffee, but T'll ex-
change all of my day’s supply for one goad bath and a
change of clothes.”

Captain Pickens closed this long mid-January, 1943,
letter with a further description of the natives and the
geography of the St. Cloud area, which he was still
referring to simply as Northwest Africa.

“I have wanted to write something of the impressions
in the city 1 get to visit occasionally, T think Ernie
Pyle has stolen my thunder on this, since I see where
his articles are appearing in the Charlotte Obsercer,
and then he gets better pay for his writings. 1 think
told you he was here at our hospital for several visits.
He had a good story on it that never has appeared as
far as I know. . . . But back to thé city. The French
women are better dressed and better groomed than
the English. They go in for more makeup and wild-
colored hair. They can really look like chorus girls
when they get all their to-de on, This is true of the
classes from the low to the high. The men are no more
conservative. They go in for londd colors both in dress
and hair dye. Most of them wear the familiar tam-o'-
shanter instead of a regular hat.”

His experiences in trying to eommunicate with the
folk in the 5t. Cloud area and to understand better the
people and their homeland were doubtless shared by
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Diress for chow ling in North Africa is
informal—and varied.
bruises.

1t enced bloodlessly. T. DL Tyson and
Colin Munroe get more sunshine than

the others, officers, nurses, and enlisted persomel of
the Charlotte unit. Some of his experiences and im-
pressions he reveals:

“They rattle their French at you entirely too fast for
comfort. I arm myself with a few phrases that should
ret me along and then I run into trouble. I do better
when I stick to American, as they say. However, 1 still
try, and think it is best to practice, altho they must
langh at me as much as Iwould at a Greek cafe opera-
tor who had been in America for ten days.

“The shops are almost empty. They have lad little
merchandise since the war started. The stores have
unusual designs on their windows with the tape that
protects them from air raids. The English never thought
about that, bmt these folks make the place look attrac-
tive. They go in for plenty of photographs, since there
are usually two or three places in each block where you
can get your picture made. In these same shops they
will fit your glasses. The opticians and the photograph-
crs are the same people. There are the same sidewalk
cafes as vou sce in France, but there is little food. T
have eaten one meal in town, T had a sort of salad to
start with, consisting of a small tomato and some green
stuff that resembled lettuce, and not much of either.
Then came the main course, fish that was like Mobile
Bay catfish, and a pot of spaghetti. No bread or butter
and nothing to drink if you didn’t like their very poor
wine, vin rose or vin rouge; after that a small tangerine.
That was all. Now you know why I scldom eat any-
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Nurses Barbara Wingo and Elva Wells
velaxing at Santa Lucia, Africa,
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where but in my own backyard out of good American
tin cans.

“The hotels have been taken over by the Americans.
They must have opened them when they came, since
they look as if they had not been cleaned up since the
war started, The streetcars run two together like they
do in Boston, with the last car open. The people pack in
worse than a New York subway, with little Arabs
hanging on everywhere. There is little indication of
anyone working except the people mending the streets
and these helping unload American vessels in the har-
hor.

“There are a good many French soldiers in si ght now
and they appear to be a determined lot. They make
a better military appearance than we do, but T guess
we will take care of our share of the load. Every little
Arab has a shoeshine box. 1 Fﬂrg.r:t them when T said
there were few people working. They will shine your
shoes at every comer for two francs or one cigarette or
one stick of gum. They really get in the way. . . . The
Arabs have an open air market where they trade horses
and donkeys. There are few good horses in sight. It
sounds like an American tobacco anction. . . ."

Enclosed in his next letter, written January 24, 1943,
were pictures of members of the 35th made by Captain
Pickens with the blue Kodak that he had received from
home. This letter serves further to reveal the African
people of that area and the feelings of the Americans
toward them.

“The reason or inspiration for this letter is the en-
closed group of pictures,” he hﬁgan. “You will see that
Paul, George Wood, Bob Miller, Tom Tyson and I were
off together. Bob Miller had had a letter from Mrs.
Dravison, wife of the Dean of the Medical School at
Duke, stating that she had a friend over there, a class-
mate from Bryn Mawr, and she wanted Bob to try and
see her”

So the group set out in search.

"We went to a neighboring town to the east and some
thirty to fifty kilometers and tracked the good lady
down. On the way over we had lunch on the beach,
which you can see from the pictures, These are the first
pictures from the blue Kodak and are much better in
the negatives but the developing over here now is very
peor—shortage of developing paper. However, you can
see us and see that we are being fed well and that we
are happy and healthy.

“The trip was taken last Sunday, January 17th. We
had a time finding the lady but she finally turned up
as the wife of a French colonel in charge of the garrison
in that particular town. . . . The visit with her was most
instructive, since she gave us the viewpeint of the
French about our coming here in November, Her hus-
band was up at the front with the French troops which
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are Iu_*lping our men and the English. We had a t}rpi:}ﬂl
Sunday afternoon tea; she said she was able to get a
supply of tea but very little else. We had some cheese
and white bread left from our pienic lunch and Miller
had some fruit cake left over, so we contributed our
share to the tea party. Her oldest daughter, age 17 or
19, was there and had a good time talking English with
us, The mother said she went hack to Cincinnati about
once in every ten vears. She married after the last war
in Germany while her hushand was in the army of oc-
cupation and has been in Syria and France and North
Africa ever since. She was in the class of 1916 at eol-
lege. ... They went for the cheese, just plain old Kraft's
at cheese, and the white bread, which they had not
scen for three vears, Of course, the fruit cake was the
piece de resistance, TF we get an other chance to vo back
I will take her a little sugar, bread, and some corn beef
and spam. We have plenty of the latter and can spare
it.”

One of the pictures they had made showed Dr.
Sanger with a herd of goats and sheep, "We tried to
cateh a small lamb and have him hold it for the picture,
but were unable to get it done,” Captain Pickens wrote,
“The Arabs minding the flock did not understand
French and I think thought we either wanted to buy
the lamly or shoot it and put up a great deal of inter-
ference with our plan for proving to Mary Ann that she
wis not the only one that could have a lamb. You
would have laughed to see us trying to comer enough
of the flock to get the picture. Paul was running with
the animals, Tyson was trying to get behind them and
shoo them toward me and | was trying to stay in front
of them in order to snap at the proper time. Miller
stayed in the jeep and George Wood was r_]riving nlr.}ng
behind us enjoving the show,

“The other pictures are of George Snyder near our
tent, and to finish the roll and get it developed in a
hurry I eaught one of our nurses shining her shoes back
of her tent. 1 hope vou will he able to add these to the
collection of pictures in the album, T have given all of
the boys copies so they can send them to their wives if
they wish. As a matter of fact, they very likely have
already sent copies along, since they seem to have more
time than T do for such things.”

The final paragraph in the letter was revealing:

“You have mdicated an interest in our new CO and
have said that no ene had written about him. There is
little that can be said except that he is better in many
respects than the old one and not so good in others. His
personal conduct is better and he gets the work done,
although we dont always agree with his methods. e
is very profane, which always indicates a lack of vo-
cabulary and consequently poor edueation or poor
thought. e is good natured almost to a fanlt; he wants



to be liked and respected and admired and doesn’t
know exactly how to get it across. He is moody, either
up in the clouds or down in the dumps. You can never
tell just which way he will get out of bed, but all in all
I think we gained in the trade. 1 wonder if all CO are
selfish, conceited, egotistical, and consider their troops
as being a bunch of dumbhells.”

The preoccupation through the years of American
service men and women on duty in foreign lands, par-
ticularly those in the field, with the idea of surviving
long enough to obtain somewhere a hot bath with soap
is revealed in countless letters home, During World
War I American fighting men holed up in the trenches
in France dreamed of escaping some day into the
steaming warmth of a hot shower bath and after that
into the clean sheets of a real bed.

In World War IT in Africa, members of Charlotte’s
35th Evacuation Hospital unit, sloshing through the
mud and perspiring in the dust of Algiers as they la-
bored to keep the hospital operating at peak efficiency.
were likewise soon obsessed with one consuming de-
sire. Evervbody was hoping and dreaming and figuring
and scheming how to get a hot bath, In their bunks
they dreamed of oceans of hot water and clouds of
foaming soap suds.

And one day—it was January 30, 1943—a group of the
officers and nurses decided to fashion their fantasies
into realities. They decided to drive southward, though
it meant a trip of many miles, to get baths.

Captain Pickens describes in considerable detail this
unusual journey. The letter was written the next day:

“Never did I think T would ride 140 miles for a hot
bath, but that is exactly what I did yesterday. 65 miles
down to the spot and 73 miles back on a small truck
with ten other people is the story’s beginning.”

Then he tells the story:

“Our commanding officer had made arrangements
for us to make the trip. One half of our officers and one
half of the nursing stalf were to go. One half of the
reason for the trip was to get a hot hath and the other
half was to see the scencry. The bath outweighed the
scenes in my estimation, but that is beside the point
now. I will try to give vou a picture of the trip.

“Lt. Col. White, Major Pitts, Capt. Medearis, Capt.
Snyder, Lt. Schirmer and four of the nurses were on
the truck with me. It is what the Army calls a weapons
carrier and normally would accommodate about eight
people comfortably, We were after a hot bath, so we
put up with the inconvenience of being packed in.
There were two other large trucks in the movement
filled equally as well, I had made arrangements for us
to stop along the way and have some sandwiches and
some fruit juice for lunch.

“The spa to which we were headed is almost due

south of our station. It was one of the Trans-Atlantic
hotels built to take care of the tourists for a day or two
off the boats making Mediterranean cruises. The water
comes from the earth at an even temperature of 130
degrees, summer and winter. The place has been used
a% 1 watering spot sinee the days of the Romans. . ..

“The roads down and back are surprisingly good.
They are well paved and cover some rough and hazard-
ous territory, We were on our way to the desert and
passed over the northern part of the Atlas mountains.
OF course, the desert is far to the south, but the vegeta-
tiom gels more sparse as you go south, The roads are
well marked. On the way we passed thru two very
fertile valleys. There were many orange groves and
olive groves, the first 1 had seen. There were few, if
any, grapefruit trees and few lemons, but plenty of
tangerines in sight. Also seen for the first time in Africa
were two large cotton ficlds with a little cotton still
left on the stalks, I did not get a chance to sec if it was
long or short staple, but 1 would guess that it was long.
There is plenty of grain growing and there was some
grazing land with sheep and goats in sight. Where there
was i little water there were truck farms with tomatoes,
artichokes, caunliflower, turnips, carrots, and cabbage.
These items were being harvested. As a matter of faet,
we have recently had an issue of fresh cauliflower and
cabbage for our mess.

“We saw large numbers of quail that looked more
like English grouse. They were large and healthy look-
ing, but of course we could not take a shot at them. The
flowers were heautiful—roses that looked like sunflow-
ers in size, bougainvillea, hibiscus that reminds me of
Florida. The children in the towns and along the roads,
whether Arabie or French, have a chant which is cither
‘shooing gum’ or "OK Americano. Some of them ven-
ture a ‘shocolot’ or ‘cigarette” occasionally. Capt. Snyder
had a good time throwing chewing gum and candy to
them as we passed, He said that possibly someone
might do the same for his children sometime. We had
to keep riding when this was done; otherwise we would
have had a mob around us in ten seconds. I think the
people are beginning to like us a little better since they
have gotten used to the American ways.

“But back to the trip,” his letter continues. “On almost
every mountain top there is a small mosque with its
white dome shining in the sun. It is said that the
Moslems make a trip to these places of worship once a
vear, They are so inaccessible that this is well under-
stood. I would hate to make the trip up one of those
barren peaks even once in a litetime to say my pravers
in public.

“There were plenty of Arabs in view, along with the
incvitable donkey, the man usually riding and the wom-
an walking and carrving the burdens, We stopped
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for lunch in a sort of canyon overlooking a small stream
far below. Before we had been there ten minutes there
were at least six Arabs peeking at us from around the
racks, children mostly. They grew bolder as time went
on and came out into full view, One little girl had so
little with which to clothe herself that our chief nurse
finally broke down and gave her scarf to the waif to
help her keep warm and decent, OF course, they fell
upon the food we did not eat and made for the empty
tin cans. When we prepared to leave they disappeared
as quickly as they came and there was no indication
of where they had gone. They were beautifully camou-
flaged, since they look like the dirt that surrounds them
and usually have a great deal of it on them.

“But back to the bath, sinee we had begun to look
somewhat like them. We arrived at the spa, which had
been taken over by one of our general hospitals. They
had some 300 patients. They were cordial to us, since
they, too, had seen some life in the mud and dust before
being set up here. There were many baths available,
almost ene for each of our entire party, We had a choice
of shower, tub, or one of those walkdown petit swim-
ming pools. I took the latter, then finished with a eold
shower. The water was just right for a good lather. It
was a little hard but not bad enough to interfere. I
actually took two while I was there, since during one
washing I thought about the last time I had had a real
bath. Discounting the saltwater baths on the boat com-
ing down, it was back in October in England when I
last stepped under a hot shower. I was afraid that an-
other delay might be my part again and I tried to
prepare for it. Twashed my head as well and discovered
that I was more gray-haired than I thought, But it was
worth it. There was singing all along the line while the
water poured on, the first I had heard from any of our
group since our days in England. The women had
armed themselves with lemens, vinegar and all sorts of
bath salts and had equally as good a time.

“We were rosy when we came out of the hotel. Some
of us could have passed for broiled lobsters, we soaked
so long, On the outside we looked around the place for
a while, ate some oranges, took some pictures, and then
started back, Tt was a grand trip, this 140 miles for a
Lath.”

While the unit was still at St. Cloud the work of the
hospital began to gain the attention of not only the war
correspondents and visiting generals but also of Army
officialdom in Washington,

In his letter of January 31, 1842, Captain Pickens
referred to the letter received some days before by
Major Pennington from Brigadier General Fred W.
Rankin, a member of the Surgeon General's staff. Gen-
cral Rankin was a first cousin of Charlotte’s well known
Dr. W. 8. Rankin, pioneer leader in North Carolina
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public health service, and before entering the Army
had achieved a national reputation as an authority in
the treatment of cancer. Ilis home was in Lexington,
Kentucky, but he was a native North Carolinian.

“I think I can quote from a letter received by Major
Pennington written by Brigadier General Rankin about
our unit,” the Charlotte officer wrote, “General Rankin
is on the staff of the Surgeon General. He is writing
about what the Surgeon General said about us alter
a trip to Africa, Here is a part of the letter: "1 was very
much pleased and delighted to receive a message from
the Surgeon General’s own hand [rom you, Paul Sanger,
George Wood, Pat Imes and the other officers of the
38th Evacuation Hospital. T was even more pleased
at the praise the General showered upon your outfit
for the manner in which you are carrying on in that
theatre of war. He not only told me how beautifully
vour hospital is being run and what splendid work is
being done, but he told the assembled staff here in
the Surgeon General’s office. In fact, the only other
hospital he mentioned by name was Staige Blackford's
Evacuation Hospital from the University of Virginia.
He obviously was impressed with the manner in which
you people are doing business, and I was delighted, of
course, since I feel I am closely associated with vou.
His deseription of your location and your diffieulties
and yvour spirit flattered you very much and would have
pleased you, I am sure, had you heard him.””

Tn the last weeks of the 38th’s stay at St. Cloud they
initiated the practice of having movies twice a wecek.
Since no tent was large enough to accommodate the
personnel of the unit, the movies were shown outdoors
and even though at that time of the year it was rather
cold, the shows were well attended. Although Captain
Pickens considered himself no movie fan, he attended
regularly the screen showings at St. Cloud. "It helps get
your mind off the worries of the day or thinking too
much of getting home,” he reasoned. "Of course, the
latter is uppermost in all of our minds all of the time.”

The Post Exchange at St. Cloud was opened onee
a week for the issuance free of such items as soap, razor
blades, candy, writing paper and envelopes. Other
things that were available but enly for purchase in-
cluded powder, cigarettes, cigars, and after-shaving
lotions. The Quartermaster had opened a place, too,
where additional uniform equipment might be pur-
chased.

The 35th's personnel was beginning, too, to under-
stand better and appreciate the Arabs around the
hospital encampment, particularly the children who
frequently came on various pretexts to visit the encamp-
ment. One youngster was a ten-year-old boy named
Abduk, who came regularly to collect and deliver laun-
drv. Captain Pickens was one of the youth’s regular



customers. In a letter to the homefolk he spoke ap-
preciatively of Abdulk:

“I think I told you some time ago I was having most
of my laundry done by a neighboring Arabic family.
They have a young son named Abduk, aged 10, who
comes to collect and deliver. He has made friends with
all of the unit and has developed a real business. He
has learned English in the weeks we have been here
and has an amazing conception of what it is all about,
He has the brightest face you can imagine and breaks
into a quick smile which shows his white teeth. He
now knows the value of the dollar with respect to the
franc and keeps up with his accounts in good order. He
has been at this so long now he can tell whose clothes
belong to whom. He is rank conscious and looks after
the higher ranks first, altho he says the lower ranks are
nicer to him. He is not particularly interested in the
money and is now tired of eating candy and chewing

Early on a morning in mid-November of 1942 Louie
Dennison, the Swiss architect, and his Colorado-horn
wife heard the disturbing sounds of gunfire from the
direction of the nearby Algerian town of 5t. Cloud.

“I wonder what the commotion over there is about,”
he said to his wife. “T think 'l ride over and see.”

“Well, be carelul,” she cautioned. “And remember
your liver.”

He got on his horse and rode into St. Cloud. After
some hours he was home again.

“What was the commotion about? Mrs. Dennison
asked him.

“The Americans are coming,” he told her.

“Now, Louie, I told you to remember your liver.
Drinking this early in the morning doesn’t help it. You
should have stayed away from those cafes.”

“But the Americans are coming,” he insisted. “In fact,
theyre already here. That's what the shooting was
about.”

“Oh, Louie, your liver. You should think of vour
liver.”

But a few minutes later, when she saw along the road
a group of refugees streaming out of St. Cloud, she
believed her husband. And she was overjoyed to realize

gum, He much prefers to come and visit and talk and
get a lesson in “Americano,” as he calls our language.
He wants to know the why of everything, why wear
leggings, why your insignia is at a certain spot, why so
much saluting (here I wonder, too, since according to
the regulations we are not supposed to salute in a war
theatre, but “orders is orders’), why we wash so much,
why so much laundry, why we have so much soap, and
so on. I get a great kick out of spending some time with
him and telling him. He will never forget his experience
with the American troops. His father works for the
planter on whose property we are encamped. He makes
37 franes per day, the father does; that's about 50 cents.
There are at least six in the family. They seem to do all
right. Abduk is being well fed now and some of the
nurses are working on some clothes for him. Ie has for
the time being developed into the mascot of the 38th,

that at last her fellow Americans—though now she was
a naturalized Swiss citizen—had arrived to challenge
the MNazis,

This was the story Mrs. Dennison herself told to four
of the officers of the 35th Evacuation Hospital unit some
two months later as the four were guests at dinner in
the Dennison home. The four American officers were
enjoying an interlude in the hospital routine. Captain
Pickens, who had referred in an earlier letter home to a
visit he and Colonel Bauchspies had made to the Den-
nisons, relates the story in a long letter dated “North-
west Africa, Feb, 5.8, 1943.7

“Lt. Col. Paul Sanger, Lt. Col. George Wood, Major
Vaiden Kendrick and I had been invited to come up on
the mountain to the Dennison home for dinner. It was
a change and we had heard from Col. Bauchspies what
sumptuous meals they could prepare and serve, so we
looked forward to the visit. We were not disappointed.
The house is comfortable, with tile floors and pleasant
furniture on the modern manner,” he continued his
narration of the visit away from the unit’s encampment.
“The servants are all Arabic. Rosalic, a middle-aged
Arab, is a marvelous cook, with just the right touch
for proper seasoning. We had in times past given Mrs.
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