
	  	   	  



	  
WWII	  letters	  from	  the	  Scafuro	  and	  Vultaggio	  families,	  1943	  -‐	  1944	  

	  
Allendale,	  NJ,	  had	  its	  own	  Band	  of	  Brothers	  serving	  in	  the	  Armed	  Forces	  during	  World	  War	  II.	  	  With	  so	  many	  
family	  members	  to	  keep	  informed,	  “Frank	  &	  Fil”	  Scafuro	  gathered	  news	  from	  siblings	  and	  extended	  family	  
members	  and	  sent	  out	  frequent	  newsletters	  to	  those	  serving	  as	  near	  as	  the	  Newark	  shipyards	  and	  as	  far	  as	  
China,	  the	  South	  Pacific,	  and	  Europe.	  	  Filippa	  preserved	  much	  of	  the	  family	  correspondence	  as	  well	  as	  photos	  
from	  this	  period.	  	  In	  the	  interest	  of	  preserving	  the	  documents,	  they	  are	  presented	  here	  in	  simple	  chronological	  
order	  with	  a	  few	  explanatory	  notes	  on	  items	  that	  piqued	  my	  curiosity,	  e.g.,	  	  who/what	  was	  the	  HOLC	  man	  
lurking	  around	  Allendale	  looking	  for	  Uncle	  Vic?.	  

Much	  of	  the	  writing	  is	  repetitive	  –	  “assure	  Mom	  I’m	  O.K”,	  “don’t	  worry	  about	  me”	  –	  or	  deals	  with	  home-‐front	  
shortages	  and	  Victory	  Gardens	  –	  “two	  quarts	  of	  onion	  sets	  are	  in	  the	  ground	  and	  tomatoes,	  celery,	  cabbage,	  
kale,	  kohlrabi	  	  “hatching”	  in	  the	  cellar”.	  	  Correspondence	  on	  the	  progress	  of	  the	  war	  was	  necessarily	  censored	  
and	  hence,	  frequently	  bland.	  But	  taken	  altogether	  –	  and	  with	  the	  gift	  of	  hindsight	  to	  fill	  in	  some	  of	  the	  gaps,	  the	  
letters	  weave	  a	  rich	  tapestry	  of	  a	  family	  torn	  by	  war	  but	  bound	  by	  love.	  	  	  	  

Putting	  the	  various	  writers’	  letters	  together	  in	  chronological	  order	  provided	  a	  few	  new	  insights.	  	  At	  first	  reading	  
Albert’s	  October	  9,	  1944,	  letter	  asking	  after	  a	  Mr.	  Wagner	  seems	  unremarkable.	  	  However,	  Frank’s	  September	  9,	  
1944,	  newsletter	  includes	  this	  passage:	  

ALBERT:	  I	  learned	  from	  Allendale	  tonight	  you	  had	  to	  give	  up	  your	  luxurious	  room	  with	  hot	  
water	  and	  clean	  sheets	  at	  Bagnoles.	  	  That’s	  tough.	  	  You	  should	  never	  fall	  for	  those	  swanky	  
places.	  	  They	  soften	  you	  up.	  If	  you	  are	  going	  into	  Germany	  couldn’t	  you	  say,	  “Au	  revoir,	  
Paris.“	  If	  you	  are	  in	  Belgium	  say,	  “Boy,	  I’m	  so	  dry.	  	  I	  can’t	  get	  this	  phlegm	  out	  of	  my	  throat.”	  
Phlegm	  for	  Flemish.	  	  If	  in	  Holland,	  “I	  almost	  got	  in	  Dutch.”	  If	  you	  are	  on	  the	  Seigfried	  line	  
ask	  me	  how	  Mr.	  Wagner	  is.	  	  All	  this	  goes	  for	  you	  too,	  Willie.”	  

Items	  currently	  available	  but	  not	  yet	  incorporated	  are:	  	  
• a	  few	  letters	  from	  Uncle	  Victor	  and	  
• letters	  from	  several	  cousins,	  	  e.g.,	  	  

– Frankie	  A.	  Scafuro	  (stationed	  in	  New	  Guinea)	  and	  	  
– Dominic	  Magro	  (stationed	  in	  China)	  	  
	  

I’ll	  	  update	  this	  document	  as	  pieces	  surface	  and	  time	  permits.	  If	  you	  have	  additional	  letters	  –	  or	  stories	  or	  
photos	  -‐	  from	  this	  period	  that	  you	  would	  like	  to	  share,	  please	  send	  me	  a	  copy.	  	  	  In	  particular,	  I	  would	  be	  grateful	  
if	  you	  would	  send	  copies	  of	  any	  of	  	  "The	  Scafuro	  Home	  Front"	  Newsletters	  not	  listed	  below	  :	  	  
	  

	  	  yyyy	  	  -‐	  mm	  -‐	  dd	  	  -‐Volume	  -‐	  #	  -‐	  Page	  	  

1 9 4 3 -‐ 0 7 -‐ 0 8 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I -‐ 8 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 2 -‐ 2 2 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I -‐ 8 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 4 -‐ 1 8 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 1 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 4 -‐ 2 5 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 2 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 5 -‐ 0 3 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 3 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 5 -‐ 1 1 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 4 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 5 -‐ 1 6 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 5 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 5 -‐ 3 0 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 6 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 6 -‐ 0 8 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 7 -‐ 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 6 -‐ 1 3 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 8 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 6 -‐ 2 2 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 9 	  

	  	  yyyy	  	  -‐	  mm	  -‐	  dd	  	  -‐Volume	  -‐	  #	  -‐	  Page	  	  

1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 6 -‐ 2 7 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 1 0 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 7 -‐ 0 5 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I I I -‐ 1 1 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 8 -‐ 1 2 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 3 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 8 -‐ 2 8 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 4 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 9 -‐ 1 9 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 5 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 0 9 -‐ 2 6 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 6 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 1 0 -‐ 0 5 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 7 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 1 0 -‐ 1 5 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 8 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 1 1 -‐ 0 1 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 9 	  
1 9 4 4 -‐ 1 1 -‐ 2 1 -‐ S H F -‐ V o l _ I V -‐ 1 0 	  
	   	   	   	   –	  missing	  second	  page	  

	  
Thank	  you,	  
Liz	  (Scafuro)	  Webbink	   	  



	  
	  
	  
	  
CAST	  OF	  CHARACTERS	  
	  
SCAFURO	  
	  
Mom	   Maria	  Scafuro	  
Sons:	  
	   Frank	   wife	  Fil	   daughter	  MaryFil	  
	   Tony	   wife	  Angie	   son	  Ralph	  
	   Victor	   wife	  Rose	  
	   Larry	   wife	  Jo	   daughter	  Barbara	  Ann/Bobbie	  
	   Albert	  
	   Ralph	  
	   Ange	  
	   Lindy	  
Daughters:	  
	   Maggie	   husband	  Jim	   daughters	  Nancy,	  Mary,	  Angelina/Bubbles	  
	   Jo	   fiancé	  Charlie	  
Cousins:	  	  	   	  
	   Frankie	  A.	  Scafuro	  
	   Dominic	  Magro	  
	  
VULTAGGIO	  
	  
Mom	  
Daughters:	  
	   Filippa	  Scafuro	  (Frank’s	  wife)	  
	   Jo	   husband	  Dominic	  Ciaravella	  
Sons:	  
	   Willie	  
	   Frank	  
Cousin:	  Joe	  Alcuri	   	  



	  



	  
	  



	  

	  



	  

	  

From Filippa to her sister Josephine in California 

 

 



	  
	  

 



	  
	   	  

 



	  
	   	  

 



	  
	  

 



	  
	  

 



	  
	  

 



	  
	   	  

 



	  
(REFERENCE:  http://www.worldwar2database.com/) 

	  
Classified	  4-‐F	  (health	  deferment)	  because	  of	  poor	  eyesight,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  

was	  a	  second	  year	  law	  student	  at	  the	  University	  of	  Virginia	  in	  1942	  when	  
“several	  of	  us	  went	  down	  to	  the	  induction	  center	  and	  volunteered.”	  

“The	  dean	  of	  the	  college	  was	  the	  head	  of	  the	  draft	  board	  in	  Charlottesville	  
(Va.),”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  explained.	  	  “I	  told	  him	  ‘Look,	  I’ll	  sign	  any	  kind	  of	  waiver.	  I	  
don’t	  have	  enough	  money	  to	  finish	  the	  term	  anyway.’	  Somehow	  he	  put	  me	  
through.”  
May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  started	  out	  at	  Camp	  Lee,	  Va.,	  in	  September	  1942,	  then	  served	  
as	  a	  clerk	  in	  the	  Commandant’s	  Office	  for	  a	  balloon-‐barge	  regiment	  at	  Camp	  
Tyson,	  Tenn.	  However,	  a	  talkative	  nature,	  sharpened	  as	  a	  member	  of	  the	  
debating	  team,	  soon	  got	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  a	  spot	  on	  a	  bond-‐selling	  tour	  with	  
famous	  actors	  and	  sports	  figures.	  	  This,	  in	  turn,	  led	  to	  his	  nomination	  for	  

Officers	  Candidate	  School.	  May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz 

After	  spending	  a	  few	  months	  in	  a	  barrage	  balloon	  battalion	  stationed	  in	  Tennessee,	  he	  was	  
assigned	  to	  the	  Judge	  Advocate	  School	  near	  Washington.	  	  	  
REFERENCE: http://www.skylighters.org/barrageballoons/	  

Before	  completing	  his	  officer	  candidate	  course,	  however,	  he	  was	  called	  out	  of	  classes	  on	  day,	  given	  
his	  lieutenant	  bars	  and	  discovered	  he	  was	  now	  training	  for	  a	  drop	  behind	  the	  Allied	  lines	  in	  Italy	  to	  
work	  with	  the	  Italian	  partisans.	  
May 27, 1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer 

Sent	  to	  Harvard	  to	  study	  history	  and	  language	  so	  he	  could	  be	  sent	  behind	  enemy	  lines	  and	  work	  
with	  partisans	  in	  Italy,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  had	  to	  change	  studies	  when	  “Italy	  capitulated,	  so	  I	  was	  changed	  
over	  to	  France.”	  
May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz	  

Fortunately,	  however,	  he	  says,	  Italy	  capitulated	  before	  the	  completion	  of	  his	  training	  for	  this	  
project	  and	  subsequently	  he	  was	  transferred	  to	  Harvard	  University	  to	  begin	  training	  as	  an	  American	  
military	  government	  officer	  for	  future	  duties	  in	  France.	  (Ed:	  See	  Civil	  Affairs	  Training	  School,	  
Harvard)	  
May 27, 1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer 

REFERENCE: U.S. Civil Affairs Training School, Stanford University Records, 1942-1945: As United States involvement in the Second World 
War deepened, the American military began to make contingency plans based on the likelihood of an eventual Allied victory and the need for 
qualified personnel to administer the occupation of liberated countries in Europe and Asia. In 1943, a training program for such personnel was 
established at Stanford and other universities (including Harvard and the Universities of Chicago and Michigan) under the authority of the Office of 
the Provost Marshal General of the United States Army. This program, known as the United States Civil Affairs Training School (or CATS) program, 
drew upon military personnel with experience in civil affairs or with special language abilities. The schools' curricula involved intensive courses in 
the languages, history, sociology, and culture of the various countries which were considered likely to be occupied by Allied forces. Particular 
emphasis was placed on the study of the economies of these countries, and exercises were conducted which simulated the kinds of problems likely 
to be encountered by occupation authorities. http://www.oac.cdlib.org/findaid/ark:/13030/tf8t1nb33h/ 
 

After	  leaving	  Harvard	  he	  was	  assigned	  to	  the	  American	  School	  Center*	  and	  Oxford	  University	  in	  
England	  where	  he	  continued	  his	  training.	  	  May 27, 1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer 
 
N.B.:  See several pages towards the end of this document describing the American Center School in Shrivenham near Oxford.  Assuming this is 
where Albert was sent initially, it provides an interesting background to his commentary on life in England in subsequent letters.  Accommodations 
were described as subpar for American military personnel.  Even some field grade officers were put in 16-bed rooms, which sometimes doubled as 
classrooms.  The average age of the Civil Affairs trainees was in the upper thirties, the youngest was 22. Albert would have been one of the 
youngest at 24 upon his arrival.   REFERENCE: The US Army in the Occupation of Germany, 1944-1946 
(Hardcover ...books.google.com/books?isbn=0160872669... give its location in relation to Swindon, ... at Shrivenham, ETOUSA had established 
the American School Center 



1944-‐01-‐04	  
January	  4,	  1944	  
Dear	  Josie,	  

Well	  Christmas	  and	  New	  Year	  have	  come	  and	  gone	  and	  by	  the	  way	  you	  have	  said	  nothing	  about	  
the	  package	  we	  sent	  you.	  	  I	  do	  hope	  you	  have	  gotten	  it	  by	  this	  time.	  	  It	  was	  mailed	  out	  on	  the	  13th	  of	  
December.	  	  We	  had	  a	  rather	  quiet	  New	  Year’s	  Eve.	  	  The	  usual	  thing	  –	  had	  dinner	  at	  Mom’s,	  waited	  for	  
twelve	  o’clock,	  then	  went	  calling	  next	  door	  and	  at	  Tripi’s	  and	  we	  got	  home	  about	  1:30	  AM.	  	  New	  Year’s	  
Day	  we	  had	  to	  wait	  until	  Frankie	  got	  home	  from	  work	  at	  about	  5:30.	  	  Then	  we	  had	  dinner	  and	  left	  for	  
Allendale	  about	  7	  o’clock.	  	  Ralph	  came	  in	  on	  New	  Year’s	  Eve	  for	  a	  short	  leave	  and	  then	  has	  to	  report	  to	  
Seattle	  and	  then	  will	  probably	  be	  shipped	  to	  the	  South	  Pacific.	  	  You	  know	  he	  is	  a	  tail	  gunner	  on	  a	  
bomber.	  	  It	  certainly	  isn’t	  an	  easy	  assignment	  but	  he	  is	  plenty	  thrilled	  and	  excited	  about	  his	  work.	  	  God	  
be	  with	  him	  and	  the	  best	  of	  luck.	  	  And	  you	  just	  think	  about	  this,	  too.	  	  You	  certainly	  did	  a	  great	  deal	  of	  
crabbing	  in	  that	  last	  letter.	  	  You	  forget	  that	  Dom	  is	  in	  the	  Army	  and	  under	  Army	  rules	  and	  that	  as	  
much	  as	  he	  would	  love	  to	  be	  with	  you	  he	  has	  to	  obey	  rules	  and	  regulations.	  	  I’m	  sure	  that	  if	  he	  doesn’t	  
call	  you	  it	  isn’t	  because	  he	  doesn’t	  want	  to	  but	  because	  he	  can’t.	  	  You	  ought	  to	  thank	  your	  lucky	  starts	  
that	  he	  hasn’t	  been	  sent	  overseas	  as	  yet.	  	  Did	  you	  know	  that	  Dee	  is	  on	  his	  way	  out	  and	  he	  has	  only	  
been	  in	  a	  few	  months?	  	  And	  lots	  of	  other	  cases	  we	  could	  enumerate	  for	  you.	  	  Think	  of	  the	  times	  and	  
the	  situation	  and	  not	  of	  yourself.	  	  There	  is	  a	  war	  going	  on	  and	  your	  own	  selfish	  desires	  must	  be	  lost.	  	  I	  
know	  its	  hard	  but	  crabbing	  about	  it	  won’t	  help	  you.	  	  Just	  keep	  hoping	  that	  he	  will	  come	  home	  as	  often	  
as	  he	  can	  and	  that	  he	  will	  stay	  in	  this	  country.	  

We	  just	  got	  a	  letter	  from	  Albert	  and	  he	  is	  on	  his	  way	  out.	  	  He	  thinks	  he	  is	  going	  to	  England	  so	  we	  
gave	  him	  Will’s	  address.	  	  It	  would	  be	  nice	  if	  Albert	  could	  locate	  him.	  	  Also,	  did	  you	  hear	  that	  Genie	  is	  
somewhere	  in	  England.	  	  I	  bet	  both	  Will	  and	  Gene	  would	  be	  tickled	  pink	  if	  they	  could	  meet.	  	  A	  little	  
news	  item	  I	  read	  in	  the	  paper	  last	  week	  –	  Prospect	  Mule	  was	  wounded	  somewhere	  in	  Italy.	  	  That’s	  
something	  else	  to	  think	  about.	  

Sunday	  night	  we	  took	  some	  pictures	  of	  the	  baby	  –	  wait	  till	  you	  see	  them.	  	  As	  soon	  as	  I	  have	  some	  
developed	  I’ll	  send	  you	  the	  one	  we	  think	  is	  the	  nicest,	  and	  when	  you	  get	  home	  we’ll	  show	  you	  the	  rest.	  	  
Is	  she	  getting	  to	  be	  vain.	  	  Anytime	  we	  put	  something	  new	  on	  her	  she	  says:	  	  “See	  –	  mirror.”	  And	  Talk	  –	  
boy	  oh	  boy!	  	  And	  what	  a	  politician:	  	  Did	  I	  tell	  you	  that	  it	  is	  almost	  no	  use	  spanking	  her	  because	  she	  
only	  turns	  around	  and	  says:	  	  Hello	  Mommie.	  	  Hello	  peetie	  pie	  (her	  version	  of	  sweetie	  pie)	  or	  
sweetheart!	  	  Mrs.	  Hughes	  is	  certainly	  teaching	  a	  great	  many	  things.	  	  We	  think	  she	  is	  learning	  a	  lot	  for	  
her	  age.	  	  You	  won’t	  recognize	  her	  at	  all.	  

Mom	  has	  been	  feeling	  all	  right.	  	  She	  has	  been	  working	  hard	  trying	  to	  finish	  up	  a	  sweater	  that	  Will	  
asked	  for.	  	  She	  expects	  to	  send	  it	  out	  tomorrow.	  	  She	  only	  started	  it	  on	  Sunday.	  	  Last	  week	  one	  night	  
she	  went	  to	  Alma’s	  with	  Kay.	  	  She	  seems	  to	  have	  had	  a	  good	  time.	  	  At	  any	  rate	  she	  stayed	  out	  until	  12	  
o’clock.	  	  She	  manages	  to	  get	  around	  and	  she	  is	  still	  going	  to	  the	  movies	  on	  Friday	  to	  finish	  your	  set.	  	  
Mary	  was	  over	  one	  day	  last	  week	  to	  bring	  Mom	  some	  figs	  you	  people	  sent.	  	  I	  cooked	  some	  for	  the	  baby	  
tonight.	  	  I	  hope	  they	  do	  her	  some	  good.	  

I	  think	  I’m	  going	  to	  say	  goodnight.	  	  I	  want	  to	  get	  a	  letter	  out	  to	  Will	  tonight.	  	  How’s	  the	  weather	  out	  
there?	  	  Have	  we	  had	  a	  snow	  storm	  here	  and	  did	  I	  have	  a	  time	  getting	  to	  school	  this	  morning.	  	  How	  
about	  sending	  us	  a	  little	  heat	  from	  there?	  

Frank	  sent	  out	  a	  check	  for	  your	  hospitalization	  and	  I	  think	  this	  squares	  us.	  
Good	  night	  –	  the	  best	  to	  you	  both	  and	  be	  good.	  

	   Love,	  
	   Frank	  and	  Fil	  and	  
	   Lots	  of	  kisses	  from	  MaryFil	  
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Well,	  this	  time	  the	  slow	  down	  can	  be	  blamed	  on	  the	  Home	  Front.	  	  But	  it	  wasn’t	  exactly	  a	  sit	  down	  
strike.	  	  Both	  the	  editor	  and	  the	  printer	  have	  been	  extremely	  busy.	  	  Meetings,	  income	  tax	  reports	  (and	  
thank	  your	  lucky	  star	  s	  you	  don’t	  have	  to	  go	  slowly	  but	  surely	  crazy	  over	  the	  report)	  on	  top	  of	  that	  
Frank	  just	  finished	  his	  25	  page	  report	  to	  that	  steel	  company	  and	  we	  are	  now	  awaiting	  results.	  

The	  last	  time	  we	  went	  to	  press	  was	  on	  Feb.	  7.	  	  On	  Sunday	  Feb.	  13th	  we	  went	  to	  Allendale	  (with	  our	  
hearts	  in	  our	  mouths	  –	  there	  was	  about	  a	  foot	  of	  snow	  on	  the	  ground).	  	  The	  anniversary	  mass	  for	  Papa	  
was	  said	  at	  St.	  Luke’s	  at	  10:30	  –	  communicants:	  	  Mom,	  Frank,	  Jo,	  Lindy,	  Ange;	  -‐	  Tony,	  Maggie	  and	  
Lawrence	  were	  at	  the	  Mass	  but	  had	  not	  been	  able	  to	  go	  to	  confession.	  	  We	  hope	  the	  other	  Scafuros	  in	  
the	  Armed	  Forces	  were	  able	  to	  join	  us.	  

On	  Sun.	  Feb	  20	  we	  went	  over	  to	  Mom	  Vultaggio	  to	  prepare	  for	  Jo’s	  homecoming.	  	  She	  arrived	  at	  
Penn	  Station	  at	  11:30	  AM.	  	  The	  two	  Franks	  and	  Mom	  V.	  picked	  her	  up	  by	  car.	  	  We	  then	  had	  dinner	  
with	  Jo’s	  in-‐laws	  at	  Mom’s.	  	  	  Jo	  looks	  well	  and	  it	  appears	  that	  she	  may	  be	  home	  for	  a	  little	  while	  Dom	  is	  
relatively	  close	  by	  for	  the	  present	  at	  least.	  

Albert	  hasn’t	  written	  to	  us	  direct	  but	  there	  is	  still	  a	  pretty	  steady	  stream	  to	  Allendale.	  	  That’s	  good.	  	  
Keep	  it	  up,	  Albert.	  	  It	  seems,	  Al,	  you	  are	  among	  friends	  wherever	  you	  go.	  	  Since	  you	  found	  one	  of	  your	  
law	  professors	  there	  and	  a	  few	  of	  your	  U	  of	  Va.	  classmates	  why	  not	  establish	  an	  overseas	  branch	  of	  
your	  Law	  School?	  	  Quite	  interesting	  to	  hear	  about	  that	  experience	  you	  had	  at	  the	  church.	  	  Sure	  must	  
have	  been	  surprising	  to	  see	  Al	  Biangardi	  at	  the	  altar	  rail	  with	  you.	  	  How	  are	  your	  studies	  going?	  

* N.B.:  The Civil Affairs Center in Shrivenham was activated in December 1943 … “Col. Hardy C. Dillard, who had been associated with civil 
affairs training since its early days in the Provost Marshal General’s Office and at Charlottesville, was transferred from the United States to head 
the division.  On his arrival in December along with the 48 –officer faculty and staff, most of them also from the United States, the division opened 
at Shrivenham with no students.  When the first forty students came in mid-January, they were outnumbered by the faculty.  .   REFERENCE: The 
US Army in the Occupation of Germany, 1944-1946 (Hardcover ...page 62 and 64 Hardy Cross Dillard (23 October 1902 – 12 May 1982) was an 
American lawyer who served as a judge on the International Court of Justice from 1970 to 1979.[1] He previously served as Dean of the University 
of Virginia School of Law from 1963 to 1968. Dillard completed his Bachelor of Science degree at West Point in 1924, but resigned his commission 
because of the limited military activity of the time. He earned his J.D. from University of Virginia in 1927 and joined the faculty that year. 

Victor	  at	  last	  report	  was	  still	  at	  Newport	  and	  we	  hope	  he’ll	  continue	  to	  report	  from	  Newport.	  	  Vic	  
expected	  to	  go	  to	  Communion	  on	  Sun.	  the	  13th	  and	  we’re	  sure	  he	  got	  there.	  	  Vic,	  about	  those	  Navy	  
allotments	  –	  you	  wanted	  to	  know	  the	  story	  they	  gave	  me.	  	  The	  reason,	  it	  seems,	  is	  that	  they	  decided	  
that	  neither	  you	  nor	  Ange	  gave	  substantial	  support	  before	  entering	  the	  service.	  	  I	  have	  Photostats	  of	  
the	  reports	  and	  copies	  of	  letters	  I	  sent	  them.	  	  Would	  you	  like	  me	  to	  send	  them	  to	  you?	  	  IT	  might	  be	  
easier	  to	  go	  over	  them	  with	  someone	  at	  the	  base.	  	  	  It’s	  true	  that	  no	  one	  of	  four	  boys	  in	  the	  service	  gave	  
individually	  substantial	  support	  but	  the	  four	  as	  a	  group	  did	  give	  majority	  support.	  	  Rules	  are	  rules	  but	  
it	  seems	  to	  me	  they	  could	  be	  made	  to	  fit	  an	  unusual	  case	  such	  as	  Mom’s.	  	  	  I’m	  sure	  it	  is	  not	  the	  intent	  to	  
create	  hardship	  if	  it	  can	  be	  avoided.	  



	  
Ange	  is	  still	  residing	  at	  the	  hospital.	  	  The	  last	  time	  we	  saw	  him	  he	  looked	  extremely	  well.	  	  His	  

chances	  of	  being	  assigned	  to	  Newport	  have	  pretty	  well	  faded	  out.	  	  He	  doesn’t	  know	  himself	  exactly	  
what	  disposition	  they	  will	  make	  of	  him,	  but	  it	  seems	  to	  us	  he	  might	  be	  able	  to	  make	  himself	  useful	  in	  
and	  about	  his	  present	  post.	  	  Ange,	  if	  you	  are	  going	  to	  be	  assigned	  to	  land	  duty	  there	  is	  no	  other	  more	  
useful	  spot,	  next	  to	  the	  fighting	  fronts	  than	  where	  you	  are	  right	  now.	  	  Why	  don’t	  you	  have	  a	  good	  talk	  
with	  Nick?	  	  If	  you	  wait	  too	  long	  you	  may	  regret	  it.	  

Ralph	  has	  been	  very	  conscientious	  about	  his	  writing	  since	  our	  last	  issue.	  	  We	  received	  letters	  
dated	  Feb.	  7,	  13,	  and	  15.	  	  He	  expects	  to	  be	  moving	  on	  to	  his	  next	  base	  (probably	  his	  last	  land	  base)	  
about	  Mar.	  1.	  	  He’s	  gotten	  himself	  a	  new	  pilot	  –	  another	  Lt.	  	  I	  don’t	  know	  whether	  we	  got	  the	  story	  
right	  but	  it	  seems	  Ralph’s	  been	  starting	  up	  airplanes	  at	  the	  base	  and	  one	  of	  them	  got	  balky	  and	  started	  
running	  away	  with	  Ralph	  all	  alone	  in	  the	  plane	  but	  the	  unruly	  craft	  was	  brought	  to	  a	  safe	  halt	  by	  Ralph.	  	  	  
How’s	  that	  little	  mascot.	  	  What	  color	  dog	  is	  he?	  "Gremlin"	  is	  a	  good	  name	  for	  him	  but	  be	  sure	  he	  
remains	  a	  good	  Gremlin.	  	  We	  were	  happy	  to	  learn	  that	  you	  are	  doing	  a	  good	  job	  keeping	  up	  the	  morale	  
of	  the	  girls	  on	  the	  Home	  Front.	  

Will,	  we	  hope	  you	  get	  this	  by	  your	  birthday	  –	  March	  3.	  	  Have	  you	  thought	  about	  it?	  	  Your	  birthday	  
came	  sooner	  where	  you	  are.	  	  You	  can	  start	  celebrating	  about	  4	  hours	  earlier	  than	  you	  would	  here.	  	  
Isn’t	  that	  something?	  	  By	  the	  way	  the	  package	  containing	  the	  things	  you	  asked	  for	  was	  mailed	  and	  
should	  be	  reaching	  you	  soon.	  	  Albert	  writes	  that	  he	  has	  begun	  efforts	  to	  contact	  you.	  	  Have	  you	  any	  
ideas	  as	  to	  your	  relative	  positions?	  	  MaryFil	  is	  at	  this	  moment	  holding	  your	  last	  V-‐mail	  letter	  jabbering	  
away	  as	  though	  she	  were	  reading	  it	  and	  has	  just	  ended	  up	  by	  saying:	  	  “I	  write	  Uncle	  Willie	  card.”	  	  But	  I	  
imagine	  it	  is	  going	  to	  take	  quite	  a	  while	  to	  polish	  her	  handwriting.	  

Charlie	  is	  incommunicado	  as	  far	  as	  we	  are	  concerned.	  	  We	  haven’t	  talked	  to	  Jo	  so	  we	  haven’t	  had	  a	  
chance	  to	  get	  in	  on	  any	  of	  the	  private	  correspondence.	  	  We	  did	  see	  that	  nice	  birthday	  gift	  he	  sent	  Jo	  –	  a	  
lovely	  gold	  bracelet	  with	  her	  birthstone.	  	  Very	  fine	  taste,	  Charlie!	  

Lindy	  needs	  some	  back	  talk	  from	  the	  boys	  in	  uniform.	  	  He’s	  wasting	  entirely	  too	  much	  time	  on	  
basketball	  and	  Curley.	  	  Sports	  are	  O	  K	  but	  his	  studies	  must	  come	  first	  and	  the	  second	  first	  is	  to	  earn	  
some	  money	  to	  take	  up	  the	  slack	  from	  the	  allotments	  that	  didn’t	  materialize.	  	  So	  each	  of	  you	  Scafuros	  
make	  it	  a	  point	  to	  write	  him	  a	  letter	  and	  jolt	  him	  to	  his	  senses.	  	  I	  have	  a	  feeling	  he’ll	  listen	  to	  you.	  	  It’s	  
true	  he	  has	  done	  quite	  a	  bit	  with	  the	  ornaments	  but	  (and	  you	  might	  note	  this,	  Vic)	  when	  I	  saw	  him	  last	  
–	  Feb.	  13	  he	  said	  he	  lacked	  certain	  supplies.	  	  The	  point	  is	  he	  might	  get	  a	  job	  in	  a	  store	  in	  the	  afternoon	  
and	  do	  his	  studying	  and	  ornaments	  making	  at	  night.	  	  The	  other	  important	  reason:	  	  Mom	  and	  Josie	  are	  
alone	  and	  he	  should	  be	  home	  nights.	  

Is	  it	  possible	  for	  you	  to	  send	  some	  snapshots	  of	  yourselves?	  	  Why	  don’t	  you	  make	  it	  a	  regular	  
practice	  periodically	  so	  we	  can	  build	  up	  a	  scrap	  book	  you	  can	  all	  look	  back	  upon	  in	  years	  to	  come?	  	  
We’ve	  got	  all	  your	  letters	  and	  copies	  of	  the	  “Home	  front”	  what	  we	  need	  is	  some	  color.	  

Fil	  is	  itching	  to	  get	  into	  the	  kitchen.	  	  It’s	  an	  odd	  time	  to	  be	  writing	  this	  thing.	  	  It	  is	  123:30	  in	  the	  
afternoon	  on	  Washington’s	  birthday.	  Lunch	  is	  partially	  on	  its	  way	  and	  MaryFil	  is	  beginning	  to	  call	  for	  
her	  “lamb	  chop”.	  	  The	  “lamb”	  she	  pronounces	  with	  a	  broad	  “A”	  like	  “lahmb”.	  	  She’s	  picking	  up	  quite	  a	  
bit	  of	  Scotch	  from	  her	  nurse,	  Mrs.	  Hughes.	  

	  Love	  to	  you	  all	  and	  Good	  Luck,	  
	   	   Frank,	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil	  
	  
	  
	   	  



	  
	  

13	  March,	  1944	  

Hi	  Joe,	  

Heard	  from	  Tony	  today.	  He	  said	  that	  he	  expects	  to	  be	  in	  
the	  Army	  around	  March	  18	  or	  so.	  	  Not	  bad.	  Can’t	  exactly	  
picture	  him	  in	  the	  army.	  	  However,	  I	  don’t	  think	  it’s	  the	  worst	  
thing	  that	  could	  happen	  to	  him.	  	  He’ll	  be	  O.K.	  and	  do	  alright	  

As	  for	  myself	  all	  goes	  well.	  	  If	  you	  have	  the	  address	  of	  Uncle	  
Angelo’s	  son,	  send	  it	  along.	  	  I	  doubt	  that	  I	  shall	  ever	  be	  in	  a	  
position	  to	  meet	  anyone,	  ????,	  Willie	  or	  anyone	  but	  there	  is	  no	  
harm	  in	  getting	  hold	  of	  the	  address.	  	  Just	  in	  case	  you	  know.	  

I’ll	  be	  waiting	  to	  hear	  from	  you.	  	  Tell	  then	  so	  long	  for	  a	  day	  
or	  so.	  

Brother	  
	  Albert	  

Sister	  Josie	  and	  brother	  Ange	  Scafuro	  

	   	  



14	  March	  1944	  

Dear	  Josephine:	  

I	  had	  a	  tough	  day	  today	  and	  feel	  quite	  tired	  now,	  almost	  
too	  tired	  to	  write.	  I	  was	  glad	  to	  hear	  today	  that	  you	  are	  
sending	  me	  a	  package.	  	  I’m	  sure	  everything	  will	  be	  very	  
welcome.	  

Gosh	  I	  said	  in	  a	  pervious	  letter	  that	  I	  was	  going	  to	  start	  
sending	  more	  money	  home.	  	  But	  I’m	  just	  beginning	  to	  
discover	  how	  much	  it	  costs	  to	  live	  in	  this	  country.	  	  So	  I	  guess	  
I	  had	  better	  hold	  in	  for	  a	  while	  longer	  to	  see	  how	  things	  
develop.	  Love	  to	  Mom	  &	  all.	  

Albert	  

	  

17	  March	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe:	  

Happy	  St.	  Patrick’s	  Day!	  Listen	  today	  I	  cabled	  you	  $40.	  	  
You	  should	  get	  it	  in	  about	  two	  weeks.	  

When	  you	  do	  please	  see	  if	  you	  can	  start	  an	  account	  in	  the	  
Allendale	  Bank	  for	  me.	  Deposit	  $35	  for	  me	  and	  keep	  $5.00	  
for	  Mom.	  

If	  I	  have	  to	  sign	  any	  papers	  tell	  the	  Bank	  to	  send	  me	  the	  
necessary	  papers.	  	  Give	  them	  my	  address.	  	  See	  Mr.	  Hamilton	  
preferable.	  	  That’s	  all	  for	  today.	  	  Love	  to	  Mom	  &	  all	  

Brother	  Al	  

	  



	   	  
	   	  

	   	   Somewhere	  in	  England	  	  
	   	   19	  March	  1944	  
Hello	  again:	  

It’s	  a	  dreary	  Sunday	  afternoon	  and	  nothing	  much	  to	  do,	  but	  just	  sit	  around	  and	  reminisce	  of	  how	  much	  I	  
used	  to	  look	  forward	  to	  these	  week-‐ends	  back	  in	  the	  states.	  Week-‐ends	  come	  and	  go	  here	  and	  nothing	  
much	  to	  do	  except	  taking	  a	  walk	  into	  the	  country,	  going	  to	  a	  picture	  show	  perhaps,	  or	  spending	  a	  few	  
hours	  in	  a	  very	  crowded	  “pub”	  drinking	  “bitters”.	  	  Yes	  -‐	  life	  here	  is	  indeed	  different	  than	  I	  knew	  it	  just	  a	  
few	  short	  weeks	  ago.	  	  Already	  it	  seems	  so	  long	  ago.	  

Of	  course	  I	  realize	  only	  too	  well	  that	  not	  much	  more	  can	  be	  expected	  in	  this	  country.	  	  The	  people	  have	  
given	  themselves	  over	  entirely	  to	  the	  war.	  	  I	  don’t	  believe	  there	  is	  a	  family	  that	  has	  not	  been	  touched.	  	  
Everyone	  is	  doing	  something	  including	  the	  age,	  women	  and	  even	  children.	  	  These	  people	  have	  been	  doing	  
this	  for	  nearly	  five	  years	  now	  and	  there	  is	  good	  reason	  therefore,	  and	  I	  can	  easily	  understand,	  why	  there	  
is	  so	  little	  time	  and	  why	  they	  are	  not	  just	  in	  the	  mood	  to	  pay	  much	  attention	  to	  the	  gayeties.	  

Here	  are	  a	  few	  observations	  I	  have	  made	  about	  England	  so	  far	  

1. England	  is	  more	  in	  the	  war	  than	  we	  are.	  	  As	  a	  people	  I	  mean.	  	  That’s	  natural	  though	  for	  the	  war	  is	  
very	  close	  to	  them.	  	  England	  is	  on	  the	  “front	  lines”.	  

2. Although	  the	  people	  have	  suffered	  more	  than	  our	  people	  at	  home,	  they	  have	  adjusted	  themselves	  
and	  do	  less	  bitching	  and	  complaining	  than	  Americans	  at	  home.	  

3. The	  ordinary	  Englishman	  doesn’t	  appreciate	  our	  American	  sense	  of	  humor	  and	  “carefree	  spirit”.	  	  
We	  speak	  “almost”	  the	  same	  language	  but	  the	  English	  character	  is	  different	  than	  our	  own.	  It	  is	  
more	  “continental”	  I	  suppose.	  	  I	  don’t	  think	  that	  the	  average	  American	  would	  like	  to	  stay	  here	  
permanently.	  	  A	  nice	  place	  to	  visit.	  

4. Education	  in	  /England	  is	  poorer	  than	  in	  America.	  	  Ninety	  percent	  of	  the	  population	  only	  go	  to	  
school	  until	  the	  age	  of	  14.	  	  They	  know	  very	  little	  or	  any	  history	  outside	  of	  England.	  	  Their	  
knowledge	  of	  America	  is	  little.	  	  It’s	  difficult	  for	  them	  to	  believe	  some	  of	  the	  common	  knowledge	  
things	  about	  America	  

5. American	  music	  is	  popular	  and	  American	  films	  very	  much	  preferred	  to	  their	  own.	  
6. American	  homes	  are	  much	  more	  comfortable	  than	  the	  English.	  	  Their	  plumbing	  is	  atrocious,	  and	  

central	  heating	  almost	  non-‐existent.	  
7. The	  Englishman	  loves	  his	  “Emerald	  Isle”	  intensely.	  	  I	  am	  looking	  forward	  to	  the	  beauties	  and	  

comforts	  of	  Allendale.	  

Best	  Regards	  to	  all.	  
Al	  



	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  
U.S. ARMY 	   ALLENDALE, N.J. 

Somewhere	  in	  England	  	  
	   	   19	  March	  1944	  

Hello	  Frank	  –	  hello	  Fil:	  

How	  do	  you	  like	  this	  stationery?	  	  Quite	  dignified,	  don’t	  you	  think?	  	  Please	  note	  that	  civilian	  address	  in	  
upper	  right	  too.	  

I	  have	  just	  come	  back	  from	  a	  glorious	  week-‐end,	  or	  holiday,	  as	  the	  
English	  like	  to	  say.	  	  I	  went	  to	  the	  Riviera,	  the	  English	  Riviera	  I	  mean.	  	  A	  
heavenly	  spot	  called	  Torquay	  (Torqui)	  in	  Devon,	  England’s	  most	  elite	  
resort.	  	  I	  hated	  to	  leave	  the	  place.	  	  I	  guess	  it’s	  the	  closes	  thing	  to	  Palm	  
Beach	  in	  England,	  although	  I	  must	  admit	  I	  have	  never	  been	  to	  Palm	  
Beach	  Imaging	  seeing	  Palm	  Trees	  and	  other	  tropical	  foliage	  here!	  
There	  was	  a	  fine	  beach	  too,	  and	  many	  fine	  hotels.	  	  Flowers	  were	  in	  full	  
bloom	  and	  lazy	  people	  like	  myself	  just	  lying	  about	  sunning	  themselves.	  	  
I	  met	  a	  woman	  doctor	  from	  London,	  quite	  young	  too,	  and	  we	  enjoyed	  
ourselves	  immensely,	  sipping	  cocktails,	  tea	  at	  intervals,	  dancing	  to	  a	  
good	  orchestra	  and	  generally	  having	  a	  good	  time.	  	  I	  needed	  some	  
relaxation	  as	  my	  nerves	  were	  beginning	  to	  get	  a	  bit	  taut.	  	  Well	  I	  got	  
my	  relaxation	  and	  just	  that	  taste	  of	  “normal	  life”	  did	  wonders	  for	  me.	  

I	  hope	  you	  all	  had	  a	  fine	  Easter.	  	  I	  guess	  it	  will	  be	  Easter	  by	  the	  time	  
you	  receive	  this.	  	  Remind	  Maryfil	  that	  she	  has	  an	  Uncle	  Albert.	  	  I	  send	  
my	  love	  to	  you	  all.	  

Sincerely,	  	  
Albert	   	  

	  
MaryFil and Filippa 



March	  20,	  1944,	  Monday	  nite	  
	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   I	  haven’t	  much	  time	  to	  write,	  but	  I	  just	  wanted	  to	  tell	  you	  that	  I	  am	  fine	  and	  am	  getting	  all	  of	  your	  
letters.	  	  Got	  one	  from	  Charlie	  today.	  	  Sends	  you	  his	  love.	  
	   I	  am	  leaving	  for	  Canada	  in	  the	  morning	  but	  will	  be	  back	  in	  a	  couple	  of	  days.	  
	   Give	  mom	  my	  love.	  	  Glad	  to	  hear	  you	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  Mary	  Lou.	  
	   Got	  to	  catch	  a	  loco	  now.	  	  Bye	  for	  a	  while.	  

	  
Love	  to	  all,	  
Bro	  Ralph	  

	  
March	  26,	  1944,	  Sunday	  

	  
	  
Hi	  Ange,	  
	  
	   Thanks	  a	  lot	  for	  all	  the	  letters	  and	  the	  sports	  page.	  	  Try	  and	  send	  me	  some	  more	  sports	  pages.	  
	   Well	  Ange	  I	  wish	  you	  could	  have	  read	  the	  letter	  I	  send	  to	  Sister	  Al.	  	  I	  only	  hope	  she	  doesn’t	  get	  
mad	  at	  me	  for	  what	  I	  said	  about	  that	  team.	  	  I	  guess	  it	  must	  have	  been	  some	  of	  Bob	  Curley’s	  work.	  	  Can	  
you	  imagine	  them	  trying	  to	  compare	  that	  “grammar”	  school	  team	  with	  the	  teams	  that	  Jim	  Kosch,	  Bud	  
Rawl,	  Tim	  Driscoll	  and	  all	  used	  to	  play	  on.	  
	   We’re	  leaving	  this	  dump	  for	  Holtville	  Calif.	  The	  day	  after	  tomorrow.	  	  We’ll	  be	  down	  there	  only	  one	  
month,	  just	  for	  nite	  flying	  alone.	  	  
	   It’s	  going	  to	  be	  darn	  tough	  leaving	  this	  girl	  that	  I	  have	  been	  going	  with	  here.	  	  We’ve	  had	  a	  heck	  of	  a	  
lot	  of	  fun	  together.	  
	   I	  swear	  you’re	  the	  luckiest	  guy	  in	  the	  whole	  darn	  Navy.	  	  I	  never	  heard	  of	  a	  guy	  that	  got	  so	  many	  
leaves	  as	  you.	  	  Someday	  when	  you’re	  stationed	  way	  out	  of	  civilization	  like	  I	  am	  you’ll	  look	  back	  and	  
wish	  you	  had	  just	  one	  of	  those	  days	  back.	  
	   I	  am	  sending	  Mom	  some	  pictures	  of	  myself	  for	  her	  birthday.	  	  I’m	  also	  sending	  her	  my	  air	  crew	  
wings.	  	  The	  pictures	  are	  pretty	  damn	  big.	  	  I	  got	  them	  done	  pretty	  cheap.	  	  Tell	  Jo	  to	  save	  the	  ones	  she	  
doesn’t	  want	  because	  I	  may	  need	  it	  some	  time.	  
	   I	  hope	  Kane	  and	  you	  both	  had	  a	  good	  time.	  	  How	  does	  he	  look?	  
	   I	  doubt	  if	  I	  can	  find	  any	  gas	  coupons	  for	  you.	  	  A	  lot	  of	  the	  group	  are	  driving	  to	  California	  and	  need	  
the	  gas.	  
	  
	   Well	  take	  it	  easy	  now.	  	  I’ll	  write	  later	  again.	  
	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  

	  
April	  1,	  1944,	  	  

Saturday	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   I	  wish	  I	  could	  think	  of	  some	  good	  April	  Fools	  joke	  to	  pull	  on	  you.	  	  But	  I	  can’t	  
	   Well	  we	  were	  all	  set	  on	  moving	  out	  of	  here	  last	  Wednesday	  but	  we’re	  still	  here.	  	  And	  I	  have	  no	  
idea	  when	  we’ll	  be	  leaving	  for	  Cal.	  That’s	  the	  Navy	  for	  you.	  



	   The	  weather	  here	  is	  just	  like	  summer	  and	  boy	  is	  it	  beautiful.	  	  I	  certainly	  would	  like	  to	  play	  some	  
baseball.	  	  Tell	  mom	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  and	  give	  her	  my	  love.	  
	  
	   All	  my	  love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  
	  
Apr.	  2,	  1944,	  
Sunday	  
	  
Dear	  Frank	  and	  Family,	  
	  
	   Your	  Vol.	  #II	  #12	  Home	  Front	  news	  has	  arrived	  and	  now	  acknowledging	  receipt	  of	  same.	  
	   Again	  must	  say	  that	  it	  was	  enjoyable	  and	  getting	  to	  be	  where	  I	  expect	  it	  once	  a	  week,	  otherwise	  I	  
may	  lose	  sleep	  knowing	  that	  something	  has	  happened	  to	  it,	  so	  keep	  up	  the	  good	  work	  Frank,	  and	  I	  will	  
anxiously	  await	  its	  delivery.	  
	   Frank	  enclosed	  you	  will	  find	  a	  clipping	  which	  ought	  to	  interest	  you	  very	  much	  and	  I	  believe	  it	  to	  
be	  from	  good	  source	  as	  it	  came	  out	  of	  an	  army	  magazine	  and	  all	  statements	  are	  true	  and	  confidential.	  	  
This	  magazine	  is	  for	  Army	  use	  only,	  but	  my	  purpose	  of	  sending	  you	  this	  clipping	  is	  to	  give	  you	  inside	  
information	  on	  what	  is	  happening	  and	  what	  chance	  a	  fellow	  has	  in	  this	  war,	  also	  you	  will	  find	  the	  
latest	  news	  reports	  from	  the	  united	  press.	  
	   Well	  until	  we	  meet	  again	  must	  close,	  but	  before	  must	  apologize	  that	  I	  can’t	  enclose	  a	  piece	  of	  palm	  
on	  Palm	  Sunday	  not	  being	  able	  to	  go	  to	  church	  due	  to	  a	  hurricane	  storm	  early	  this	  morning,	  so	  as	  
always	  before	  closing	  hoping	  MaryFil	  will	  be	  all	  better	  before	  you	  get	  to	  reading	  this	  phrase	  and	  
remember	  me	  to	  all	  at	  home	  and	  all	  you	  brothers.	  
	   I	  remain	  always	  the	  same,	  until	  I	  get	  home	  to	  exchange	  some	  army	  talk	  Frank,	  which	  may	  be	  the	  
second	  half	  of	  June.	  
	   Always	  sincere	  in	  thought.	  
	  
	   Charlie	  
	  
	   	  



	   LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  
             U.S. ARMY	   	  	  ALLENDALE, N.J.	  

2	  April	  	  1944	  
	  
Hello	  Frank,	  
Received	  your	  bulletin	  Vol.	  II,	  #14.	  
I	  don’t	  have	  much	  to	  talk	  about.	  	  I	  sent	  some	  

money	  home	  for	  my	  share	  of	  Mom’s	  gift.	  	  A	  
swell	  idea.	  	  This	  letter	  is	  quite	  indicative	  of	  
how	  I	  feel	  today	  –	  to	  wit	  –	  lousy.	  	  Just	  one	  of	  
my	  blue	  days	  I	  guess.	  
I	  said	  I	  didn’t	  have	  much	  to	  say	  and	  I	  

haven’t,	  so	  this	  is	  yours	  truly	  –	  “little	  tiddle	  di	  
Wee”	  	  signing	  off	  

Brother	  
Albert	  

	  

	  

	  

Somewhere	  in	  England	  
	   	   4	  April	  1944	  

Hello	  People:	  
I	  have	  written	  very	  few	  

letters	  recently.	  	  I	  probably	  
don’t	  have	  to	  mention	  that	  as	  
you	  know	  it	  very	  well	  from	  the	  
frequency,	  or	  shall	  I	  say,	  
infrequency	  with	  which	  my	  
letters	  are	  received.	  	  I’m	  not	  
being	  lazy	  or	  anything	  –	  it	  just	  
had	  to	  be.	  
Received	  a	  letter	  from	  Willie,	  

which	  I	  have	  not	  answered	  yet.	  	  
Had	  we	  contacted	  one	  another	  
sooner	  I	  believe	  we	  could	  have	  
gotten	  together.	  	  I	  think	  we	  must	  have	  been	  very	  close	  by.	  	  
Possibilities	  of	  catching	  up	  with	  him	  from	  this	  point	  seem	  
remote	  at	  present.	  
Incredibly,	  I	  haven’t	  received	  your	  bulletin	  in	  quite	  some	  

time.	  	  I	  trust	  the	  mail	  man	  will	  be	  more	  generous	  today.	  
I’m	  getting	  quite	  well	  established	  here.	  	  In	  the	  course	  of	  my	  duties	  I	  have	  “befriended	  a	  certain	  “Lord	  &	  

Lady”	  (no	  kidding)	  and	  I	  have	  been	  out	  to	  play	  golf	  with	  them	  several	  times;	  also	  tea.	  	  But	  my	  spare	  time	  
is	  so	  little	  that	  I	  can’t	  have	  the	  opportunity	  as	  much	  as	  I	  should	  desire.	  	  I’ve	  had	  opportunities	  of	  getting	  
“hitched”	  (very	  favourably0	  several	  times,	  but	  I	  think	  that	  I	  owe	  it	  to	  my	  country	  to	  save	  myself	  for	  the	  
benefit	  of	  the	  home	  market.	  	  Sold	  American!	  

Sincerely,	  	  
Al	  

	  



April	  4,	  1944,	  	  
Thursday	  	  

Hi	  Jo,	  
Received	  two	  letters	  from	  you	  and	  also	  the	  swell	  birthday	  cards.	  	  It	  makes	  me	  feel	  pretty	  good	  to	  
know	  that	  you	  all	  think	  of	  me.	  	  Do	  you	  know	  I	  sent	  mom	  my	  wings,	  pictures,	  card	  and	  Frank	  the	  $5	  for	  
her	  birthday	  and	  forgot	  altogether	  that	  it	  was	  my	  birthday	  too	  until	  I	  got	  the	  cards.	  	  I	  thought	  they	  
were	  Easter	  cards.	  
	   I	  haven’t	  received	  your	  package	  as	  yet	  but	  will	  probably	  get	  it	  tomorrow.	  
	   Well	  Jo	  I	  want	  to	  drop	  a	  line	  to	  my	  girl.	  	  The	  weather	  here	  is	  just	  swell.	  	  Don’t	  let	  anybody	  use	  my	  
baseball	  glove.	  	  I	  hope	  mom	  has	  a	  grand	  birthday.	  	  Tell	  me	  about	  it.	  	  Give	  her	  my	  love.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  

April	  9,	  1944	  
Easter	  Sunday	  

Hi	  Jo,	  
	   Well	  this	  makes	  the	  second	  Easter	  Sunday	  I’ve	  missed	  being	  home.	  	  But	  let’s	  hope	  I’ll	  be	  there	  for	  
the	  next	  one.	  	  I	  hope	  mom	  received	  the	  Easter	  telegram	  and	  also	  the	  birthday	  telegram	  that	  I	  sent	  her.	  
I’m	  sorry	  that	  I	  had	  to	  spoil	  it	  by	  sending	  it	  collect,	  but	  I	  had	  to	  phone	  it	  into	  Western	  Union	  and	  
besides	  I’m	  pretty	  low	  on	  funds.	  
	   I	  hope	  everyone	  had	  a	  very	  nice	  Easter—nicer	  than	  I	  had.	  	  It	  was	  the	  same	  old	  work	  day	  here	  
except	  that	  I	  got	  a	  chance	  to	  go	  to	  Mass	  this	  morning.	  	  We	  never	  have	  a	  holiday	  around	  here.	  
	   Tell	  Ange	  I	  received	  his	  letter	  yesterday	  and	  to	  keep	  writing.	  	  The	  newspaper	  that	  you	  sent	  me	  
had	  the	  sports	  section	  missing.	  	  That	  was	  what	  I	  wanted	  most.	  
	   Jo,	  if	  you	  haven’t	  written	  to	  my	  girl	  yet,	  try	  to	  soon.	  	  I	  want	  your	  opinion	  of	  her	  picture.	  	  She	  looks	  
twice	  as	  cute	  in	  person,	  and	  I	  hope	  you	  can	  meet	  her	  someday.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  

April	  10,	  1944	  
Hi	  Frank,	  
	   Received	  the	  swell	  birthday	  card	  and	  also	  the	  money,	  which	  came	  in	  handy.	  	  So	  thanks	  a	  lot	  for	  
both.	  	  Thank	  Fil	  for	  me	  too.	  	  I	  hope	  mom	  had	  a	  happy	  birthday	  and	  also	  a	  nice	  Easter.	  
	   I	  haven’t	  received	  the	  “Home	  Front”	  for	  quite	  a	  little	  while	  now	  and	  am	  going	  stale	  in	  the	  news.	  	  
What’s	  wrong?	  Slacking	  up	  on	  us?	  
	   We	  were	  supposed	  to	  leave	  here	  the	  29th	  of	  March.	  	  But	  as	  you	  can	  see	  we’re	  still	  here.	  	  By	  now	  
you	  ought	  to	  know	  how	  fast	  the	  Navy	  changes	  its	  mind.	  I	  don’t	  know	  how	  long	  we’ll	  be	  here	  now.	  	  
Anyway	  it	  doesn’t	  make	  much	  difference.	  	  It	  isn’t	  too	  bad	  here,	  although	  I’d	  like	  to	  get	  to	  some	  
civilized	  place	  where	  I	  can	  play	  some	  good	  baseball.	  	  Boy	  I	  miss	  it.	  
	   I	  guess	  by	  this	  time	  you’ve	  already	  seen	  my	  pictures.	  	  They’re	  pretty	  stingy	  but	  I	  got	  a	  break	  on	  
the	  price.	  	  Hope	  you	  like	  the	  one	  of	  Mary	  Lou.	  	  She	  really	  is	  twice	  as	  nice	  as	  she	  looks	  in	  that	  picture.	  
	   When	  I	  joined	  the	  Navy	  I	  told	  you	  I’d	  be	  in	  this	  country	  for	  at	  least	  a	  year,	  remember?	  	  Well	  it’s	  16	  
months	  now	  and	  I’m	  still	  here	  and	  I	  ought	  to	  be	  around	  for	  another	  three.	  	  Guess	  I’m	  pretty	  lucky.	  
	   That’s	  all	  I	  can	  think	  of	  at	  present.	  	  The	  weather	  here	  is	  pretty	  nice	  except	  that	  the	  wind	  blows	  and	  
it	  rains	  once	  in	  a	  while.	  	  But	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  and	  looking	  for	  some	  exercise.	  	  Hope	  everyone	  back	  home	  
is	  OK.	  	  
	   Regards	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   	  



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  
U.S. ARMYALLENDALE, N.J. 

	   	   Somewhere	  in	  England	  	  
	   	   11	  April	  1944	  
Hello	  Frank	  &	  Fil:	  
I	  was	  very	  sorry	  to	  hear	  about	  Maryfil’s	  illness	  in	  your	  last	  bulletin.	  	  I	  hope	  that	  she	  is	  well	  by	  now.	  
I	  received	  a	  very	  nice	  package	  from	  Mom	  last	  week	  or	  so.	  	  I've	  been	  highly	  popular	  with	  its	  contents	  

and	  it	  didn’t	  take	  too	  long	  to	  diminish	  its	  “contents”.	  
Although	  I	  am	  theoretically	  still	  in	  school,	  I	  might	  assure	  you	  that	  I	  am	  really	  busy	  these	  days	  and	  find	  

plenty	  to	  keep	  me	  busy.	  	  The	  last	  bulletin	  stated	  that	  I	  wanted	  to	  break	  out	  in	  local	  print	  for	  some	  
“mysterious”	  reason.	  	  You	  all	  don’t	  think	  that	  it’s	  really	  mysterious	  do	  you.	  	  After	  all	  one	  must	  think	  of	  his	  
future	  constituents	  mustn’t	  one?	  
I	  had	  a	  “lovely”	  letter	  from	  Janine	  the	  other	  day.	  	  She	  is	  about	  {as}	  

unpredictable	  as	  myself.	  	  I	  guess	  I	  told	  you	  that	  I	  was	  through	  with	  
Lord’s	  daughter.	  	  I	  didn’t	  like	  her	  background!	  
I	  trust	  that	  under	  the	  circumstances	  your	  Easter	  was	  as	  pleasant	  as	  

it	  possibly	  could	  be.	  	  I	  went	  to	  communion,	  in	  fact	  I’ve	  started	  to	  go	  
every	  morning.	  	  Astounding	  –	  eh	  what.	  	  No	  atheists	  in	  fox	  holes	  or	  
something	  like	  that.	  
Glad	  to	  hear	  that	  your	  report	  is	  receiving	  some	  notice	  –	  especially	  

in	  such	  high	  places.	  	  Incidentally	  –	  did	  a	  Major	  friend	  of	  mine	  contact	  
by	  phone	  in	  New	  York.	  He’s	  former	  State	  Treasurer	  of	  Illinois.	  	  Best	  
wishes	  to	  all	  of	  you.	  

Sincerely,	  
Al	  

Frank	  and	  Maryfil	  



TIVERTON,	  UK	  	  BBC: WW2 People's War - Tiverton Museum of Mid-Devon Life Tiverton Museum of Mid-Devon Life is in partnership with 
the BBC's People's War and is actively involved in collecting World War 2 memories of local people. 
www.bbc.co.uk/history/ww2peopleswar/user/22/u1260522.shtml  
	  

	   	   	  
18	  April	  1944	  

Hello	  Frank:	  

As	  you	  likely	  already	  know	  I	  have	  a	  new	  address.	  	  We	  have	  been	  kept	  pretty	  busy	  getting	  oriented	  
here	  and	  as	  a	  result	  I	  have	  had	  to	  let	  my	  correspondence,	  which	  has	  never	  been	  anything	  to	  brag	  about,	  
slip	  a	  bit.	  	  Excuse	  please	  

I	  like	  this	  place	  and	  what	  I	  am	  doing	  much	  more	  than	  my	  last	  post.	  	  I’m	  finally	  beginning	  to	  do,	  in	  the	  
best	  way	  possible,	  that	  work	  for	  which	  I	  came	  here	  for	  and	  for	  which	  I	  trained.	  

I	  live	  in	  a	  private	  home.	  	  The	  surroundings	  are	  excellent,	  and	  the	  people	  fine.	  	  It’s	  a	  very	  beautiful	  
home	  and	  very	  comfortable,	  even	  though	  it’s	  over	  300	  years	  old.	  	  It’s	  situated	  on	  top	  of	  a	  hill	  and	  
overlooks	  the	  town	  a	  short	  distance	  away.	  	  The	  people	  are	  retired	  folk	  and	  quite	  well	  to	  do.	  

My	  office	  is	  located	  in	  the	  village	  in	  one	  of	  the	  main	  buildings	  there.	  	  Naturally	  I	  am	  looked	  upon	  as	  
one	  of	  some	  importance	  by	  the	  local	  gentry	  and	  of	  course	  I	  do	  my	  best	  to	  uphold	  that	  impression	  or	  mis-‐
impression.	  	  I	  have	  already	  met	  all	  the	  local	  people	  of	  any	  importance.	  	  You	  know	  just	  part	  of	  my	  job.	  	  I	  
have	  a	  fine	  group	  of	  enlisted	  men	  to	  assist	  me	  and	  we	  get	  along	  fine.	  	  They	  don’t	  realize	  I	  censor	  their	  
mail,	  and	  so	  far	  I	  have	  read	  some	  glowing	  accounts	  of	  myself.	  	  Hey	  Frank	  –	  aren’t	  I	  conceited?	  

Well	  I’ll	  close	  now,	  but	  will	  write	  again	  as	  soon	  as	  I	  get	  the	  opportunity.	  	  I	  just	  about	  have	  time	  for	  
one	  or	  two	  letters	  a	  day.	  	  Love	  to	  all,	  Fil,	  Maryfil	  and	  all	  the	  rest.	  

Cheerio,	  
Al	  
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It’s	  been	  so	  long	  since	  thee	  last	  issue	  (3/28/44)	  that	  we	  thought	  we	  might	  just	  as	  well	  stop	  with	  #12	  
and	  begin	  Vol.	  III.	  
	  
We’re	  glad	  to	  report	  health	  on	  the	  home	  Front	  generally	  better	  especially	  after	  one	  week’s	  “vacation”.	  	  
As	  the	  Army	  and	  Navy	  gobbles	  people	  up	  civil	  life	  becomes	  busier,	  tougher;	  time	  more	  scarce	  and	  
precious	  but	  again	  we	  will	  strive	  to	  make	  this	  thing	  what	  it	  started	  out	  to	  be	  –	  a	  weekly.	  	  However	  we	  
want	  some	  cooperation	  from	  you	  fellows	  out	  there.	  	  You	  can’t	  be	  half	  as	  busy	  as	  I	  am	  with	  apologies	  to	  
some.	  	  Please	  try	  to	  send	  one	  letter	  a	  week	  with	  some	  bit	  of	  interesting	  news	  that	  will	  help	  us	  make	  
this	  sheet	  more	  interesting	  to	  read.	  
	  
The	  Easter	  holidays	  passed	  quietly	  and	  relatively	  happily	  at	  least	  with	  the	  thought	  that	  we	  were	  all,	  
though	  scattered,	  well	  in	  body	  and	  united	  in	  spirit.	  	  We	  spent	  Holy	  Saturday	  with	  Mom	  Vultaggio	  until	  
1:30,	  then	  dashed	  to	  the	  doctor’s	  for	  a	  final	  check	  up	  on	  MaryFil’s	  ears	  to	  make	  sure	  she	  could	  travel.	  	  
On	  to	  the	  International	  House	  where	  from	  3:00	  P.M.	  to	  5:00	  P.M.	  	  MaryFil	  enjoyed	  a	  hilarious,	  
diversified	  children’s	  Easter	  party.	  	  There	  were	  real,	  live	  rabbits,	  golden	  little	  chicks	  and	  ducks,	  
musical	  numbers,	  dances,	  etc.	  	  MaryFil	  watched	  a	  stage	  show	  for	  about	  a	  half	  hour,	  quiet	  as	  a	  mouse	  
and	  serious	  faced.	  	  Suddenly	  during	  a	  dancing	  skit	  MaryFil	  turned	  to	  Daddy	  and	  declared	  solemnly	  
and	  with	  great	  assurance:	  	  MaryFil	  do	  it.	  	  I	  go	  up	  there,	  too”.	  	  Well	  the	  result	  was	  we	  had	  to	  leave	  the	  
room.	  	  She	  was	  too	  persistent.	  
	  
The	  week	  from	  April	  8	  to	  April	  16	  we	  spent	  tin	  Allendale.	  	  The	  weather	  wasn’t	  what	  we	  hoped	  for.	  	  
There	  were	  2	  sunny	  days,	  one	  very	  windy	  day	  with	  a	  capricious	  sun,	  darting	  behind	  gathering	  storm	  
clouds,	  a	  couple	  of	  raw	  days	  and	  finally	  a	  drenching	  Saturday	  and	  Sunday.	  	  But	  with	  it	  all	  the	  garden	  
was	  cleared	  of	  all	  debris,	  the	  old	  flower	  garden	  space	  spaded	  and	  the	  place	  otherwise	  made	  ready	  for	  
plowing.	  	  Two	  quarts	  of	  onion	  sets	  are	  in	  the	  ground	  and	  tomatoes,	  celery,	  cabbage,	  kale,	  kohl	  rabi	  	  
“hatching”	  in	  the	  cellar.	  	  (Needless	  to	  say	  Fil	  got	  a	  terrific	  kick	  out	  of	  this	  week.	  	  She	  was	  so	  thrilled	  she	  
marked	  only	  one	  set	  out	  of	  3	  stupid	  examinations.)	  
	  



O.K.	  	  That’s	  all	  for	  the	  Home	  Front!	  	  Sorry,	  fellers,	  a	  little	  more.	  	  We	  almost	  forgot	  to	  report	  on	  Mom’s	  
birthday.	  	  You	  know	  it	  fell	  on	  Wed.	  	  Josie	  was	  instructed	  to	  take	  her	  out	  Holy	  Sat	  and	  buy	  her	  a	  
complete	  outfit.	  	  For	  some	  reason	  she	  didn’t	  do	  it.	  	  So	  Easter	  Sunday	  we	  slipped	  a	  birthday	  card	  under	  
her	  dinner	  plate.	  	  With	  it	  was	  a	  cute	  little	  paper	  wallet	  containing	  a	  crisp	  $50.00	  bill	  and	  one	  ten	  dollar.	  	  
She	  was	  speechless	  and	  we	  all	  solemnly	  warned	  her	  that	  it	  was	  to	  be	  used	  only	  to	  buy	  herself	  wearing	  
apparel.	  
	  
Thanks	  all	  of	  you	  for	  subscribing	  to	  the	  idea	  and	  also	  to	  those	  of	  you	  who	  sent	  her	  greetings.	  	  She	  
appreciated	  them	  all.	  
	  
ALBERT:	  	  Your	  letters	  are	  much	  too	  slow.	  	  Use	  air	  mail.	  	  That’s	  the	  latest	  thing	  you	  know.	  	  Your	  
messages	  have	  taken	  about	  a	  month	  to	  reach	  here	  while	  Willie’s	  average	  6	  to	  10	  days	  by	  air	  –	  not	  V-‐
mail	  either.	  	  Your	  letters	  of	  Mar.	  19	  and	  the	  other	  on	  your	  new	  letterhead	  were	  very	  interesting.	  	  Glad	  
you	  and	  Will	  finally	  got	  in	  touch.	  	  Too	  bad	  your	  leaves	  were	  cancelled	  and	  your	  date	  at	  the	  Roman	  
Baths	  put	  off.	  	  Try	  again.	  	  Have	  you	  seen	  that	  cousin	  of	  ours	  there	  yet?	  
	  
VICTOR	  and	  Rose	  spent	  Holy	  Sat.,	  Easter	  and	  Mon	  and	  Tues	  at	  Allendale.	  	  Had	  hoped	  to	  team	  up	  with	  
him	  in	  the	  garden	  but	  instead	  we	  teamed	  up	  on	  his	  car.	  	  O.K.	  Vic	  when	  you	  come	  up	  the	  next	  time	  you	  
can	  have	  the	  leaves	  from	  that	  old	  car	  spring	  for	  your	  salad.	  
	  
RALPH	  is	  still	  at	  that	  little	  jerk	  town	  of	  North	  Bend,	  Oregon.	  	  Says	  the	  weather	  is	  beautiful,	  the	  wind	  
strong,	  girls	  fine.	  	  Got	  your	  letter	  of	  April	  9	  tonight.	  	  That’s	  right	  you	  have	  been	  in	  now	  for	  16	  months	  
and	  you’re	  still	  in	  good	  old	  US.	  	  Keep	  your	  fingers	  crossed.	  	  Hope	  you	  will	  be	  here	  more	  than	  three	  
more	  months.	  	  Do	  you	  mean	  to	  tell	  me	  there	  aren’t	  enough	  of	  you	  out	  there	  to	  play	  baseball?	  	  	  We	  
liked	  the	  picture	  of	  you	  with	  the	  big	  broad	  smile.	  	  It’s	  a	  honey	  and	  that	  picture	  of	  Mary	  Lou	  is	  very	  
sweet.	  
	  
ANGE:	  	  We	  called	  up	  the	  Bklyn	  Navy	  Yard	  tonight	  to	  get	  the	  address	  listed	  above.	  	  Hope	  it’s	  right.	  	  We	  
are	  all	  keeping	  our	  fingers	  crossed	  and	  pray	  that	  that	  will	  be	  your	  permanent	  address	  for	  the	  duration.	  	  
Even	  if	  you	  get	  home	  only	  twice	  a	  month,	  that	  won’t	  be	  too	  bad.	  	  Don’t	  be	  jealous	  you	  fellers,	  give	  the	  
boy	  a	  break.	  	  After	  all	  he	  did	  see	  some	  action.	  
	  
WILLIE:	  	  You	  are	  our	  most	  faithful	  outpost	  correspondent.	  	  Thanks	  a	  lot.	  	  We	  enjoy	  your	  letters	  some	  
of	  which	  get	  to	  us	  in	  astonishing	  short	  time.	  	  Do	  you	  find	  yourself	  losing	  your	  Bklyn	  accent?	  	  How	  
about	  sending	  us	  a	  recording?	  	  A	  cockney	  accent	  would	  be	  tough	  on	  the	  boys	  at	  the	  corner	  but	  then	  
Gene	  is	  there	  too.	  	  Your	  requests	  for	  further	  shipments	  of	  provisions	  will	  be	  complied	  with	  promptly.	  
	  
AT	  this	  point	  received	  a	  call	  from	  Ange	  who	  will	  be	  at	  Bklyn	  Navy	  Yard	  about	  one	  week.	  	  He’s	  taking	  
classification	  test	  tomorrow	  and	  very	  likely	  will	  be	  assigned	  to	  New	  York	  Area.	  
	  
CHARLIE:	  	  Thank	  you	  for	  your	  G	  I	  Reports.	  	  They	  certainly	  are	  up	  to	  the	  minute	  but	  some	  days	  behind	  
New	  York	  newspapers.	  	  But	  it	  is	  good	  to	  see	  they	  keep	  you	  fellows	  posted.	  	  Do	  I	  understand	  you	  are	  
coming	  home	  in	  May	  or	  June?	  	  Will	  be	  looking	  for	  you.	  	  How	  is	  that	  broken	  finger?	  	  That’s	  what	  comes	  
from	  too	  much	  leisure	  time.	  	  Since	  when	  do	  you	  play	  ball?	  
	  
Lt.	  and	  Mrs.	  Ciaravella	  returned	  to	  their	  Harrisburg,	  Pa.	  quarters	  last	  Thurs.	  but	  a	  strict	  censorship	  
surrounds	  them	  except	  that	  Dom	  has	  had	  a	  cold	  which	  we	  hope	  is	  better.	  
	  
FRANKIE:	  	  We	  have	  had	  no	  news	  from	  you	  since	  Mar.	  21.	  	  We	  know	  you	  lost	  your	  pen,	  what	  did	  you	  
do,	  break	  your	  pencil	  now?	  



	  
DOMINIC	  Magro	  you	  are	  a	  tough	  man	  to	  reach.	  	  We	  thought	  we	  would	  be	  hearing	  from	  you	  in	  a	  month	  
but	  no	  word	  yet.	  	  You	  are	  excused	  however.	  	  We	  know	  things	  are	  pretty	  tough	  in	  your	  neck	  of	  China.	  	  
(Well	  boys,	  lack	  of	  space	  and	  the	  shortage	  of	  paper	  compels	  us	  to	  cut	  it	  short.	  	  There	  is	  more	  to	  tell	  but	  
will	  keep.	  	  Greetings	  and	  salutations	  and	  prompt	  replies,	  If	  you	  want	  the	  next	  issue	  in	  a	  week.	  	  	  	  
	   Frank,	  Fil,	  MaryFil	  
	  
V.E. Scafuro Sp 3/c 
R& A dept. Unit 1, Bks B 
U. S. NAVAL TRAINING STATION 
NEWPORT, R. I. 
April 20, 1944 
Hello Frank, Fil & Mary Fil: 
We arrived back in Newport safe and sound, as a matter of fact the fliver got us here two hours before schedule.  i think the new 
fuel pump and the Spring put new life in it. 
Received your copy of the Scafuro Home fron and it was interesting to read.  Was glad to hear that you got the garden cleaned up, 
let me know when everything is ready to eat and I will put in for a leave. 
By the way I noticed that you mention not hearing from Dominic Magro.  Well I was surprised the other day by receiving a letter 
from him. I don't have it here with me now or I would send it to you.  He didn't have much to say only that he was having a good 
time with the Chinese girls, he said "Boy some of these China girls are good" He also mentioned receiving the Scafuro Home 
Front and he was glad to hear from us. 
I wrote to him on Feb 26th and he said he received my letter that day meaning April 16th the date usedon his letter.  He also asked 
about Mom how she was etc.  Well i guess you will hear from him soon. 
Well I'm back to the same routine up here and Rose has gone back to work.  I think her boss must have really missed her working 
and maybe didn't think she was coming back to work for him.  Clear out of a blue sky he told her that he was going to give her a 
raise in pay starting May 1st.  He told her this the day she came back.  Wouldn't it be nice if the Navy felt the same about me. 
Well folk well close now haven't much else to say. 
Give Mary Fil a big kiss for us both. 
Love, 
Brother 
Vic 

fliv·ver 1. Older Slang. an automobile, especially one that is small,inexpensive, and old. 2. Slang. som
ething of unsatisfactory quality or inferior grade. Origin:   1905–10,  Americanism; origin uncertain 

April	  22,	  1944	  
	  

Hi	  Frank,	  
Well,	  as	  you	  can	  see,	  I’m	  still	  here	  in	  North	  Bend.	  	  Boy	  it	  will	  really	  feel	  nice	  to	  get	  back	  to	  a	  big	  city	  
again.	  	  Our	  squadron	  is	  the	  only	  squadron	  that	  has	  remained	  here	  over	  one	  month.	  	  It’s	  going	  on	  to	  the	  
fourth	  month	  now	  and	  I	  don’t	  know	  how	  much	  longer	  we	  will	  be	  here.	  
	   One	  thing	  I	  miss	  a	  lot	  out	  here	  is	  baseball.	  	  Oh	  they	  play	  plenty	  of	  it	  our	  here	  but	  not	  in	  this	  
particular	  town.	  	  I	  miss	  reading	  about	  it	  too.	  	  In	  the	  N.Y.	  Times	  each	  weekend,	  on	  the	  sports	  page	  a	  
short	  summary	  for	  the	  whole	  week	  is	  given.	  	  It	  isn’t	  so	  big	  but	  I	  could	  appreciate	  it	  if	  you	  could	  mail	  it	  
to	  me	  each	  week.	  I	  think	  it’s	  Sat.’s	  Times.	  	  
	   Well	  I’m	  glad	  to	  hear	  that	  you’re	  getting	  the	  garden	  in	  shape.	  	  Home	  wouldn’t	  be	  what	  it	  is	  without	  
a	  garden.	  
	   It	  rains	  here	  quite	  steadily	  but	  I	  don’t	  mind	  it	  in	  the	  least.	  
	   Hope	  everyone	  is	  feeling	  fine.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  MaryFil	  and	  Fil.	  
	   Regards	  to	  all,	  	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
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V.E.	  Scafuro	  Sp	  3/c	  
R	  &	  A	  dept.	  Unit	  1,	  Bks	  B	  
U.	  S.	  N.	  T.	  S.	  	  Newport,	  R.	  I.	  
	  	  
Hello	  Frank,	  Fil	  &	  Mary	  Fil	  
I	  don't	  even	  know	  how	  to	  start	  this	  letter	  as	  there	  is	  hardly	  a	  thing	  new	  or	  exciting	  that	  I	  can	  tell	  you	  
about.	  Oh!	  yes	  I	  might	  mention	  that	  last	  Monday	  May	  1st	  i	  was	  recommended	  for	  a	  commission.	  	  As	  
yet	  i	  haven;t	  been	  called	  for	  an	  interview,	  but	  I	  know	  that	  I	  was	  officially	  recommended.	  	  I	  don't	  think	  
that	  it	  has	  gone	  to	  Washington	  as	  yet	  because	  usually	  we	  are	  interviewed	  by	  an	  officer	  in	  the	  
personnel	  dept.	  before	  it	  is	  sent	  to	  Washington.	  	  The	  commissions	  have	  been	  coming	  in	  quite	  fast	  for	  
men	  with	  a	  college	  degree.	  	  The	  one	  I	  was	  recommended	  on	  was	  an	  order	  from	  Washington	  asking	  for	  
recommendations	  from	  heads	  of	  departments	  for	  men	  having	  a	  good	  background	  4.0	  in	  conduct	  and	  a	  
good	  leader,	  education	  did	  not	  matter.	  	  I	  was	  one	  of	  six	  recommended	  out	  of	  approximately	  120	  
men.	  	  If	  mine	  should	  go	  through	  it	  will	  be	  in	  the	  Supply	  or	  Commissary	  dept.	  	  Believe	  it	  or	  not	  I'm	  not	  
too	  anxious	  to	  get	  it.	  
Rose	  and	  I	  are	  in	  fine	  health	  and	  hope	  the	  same	  is	  true	  with	  you	  all.	  	  I	  am	  sending	  the	  H.O	  check	  for	  
May	  &	  June.	  Give	  our	  love	  to	  all.	  
Bro.	  Vic	  
	  
UNITED	  STATES	  NAVY	  
May	  5,	  1944	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
Well	  at	  last	  it	  seems	  like	  I'm	  settled	  	  in	  my	  permanent	  station.	  	  And	  so	  far	  I	  like	  it	  an	  awful	  lot	  
	  	  This	  station-‐-‐	  although	  large	  has	  not	  got	  many	  	  INCOMPLETE	  LETTER	  	  
	  
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Home_Owners'_Loan_Corporation	  .	  	  
What	  is	  the	  Home	  Owners	  Loan	  Corporation?	  
As	  part	  of	  President	  Roosevelt's	  New	  Deal	  legislation,	  Congress	  passed	  the	  Homeowners	  Loan	  Act	  of	  
1933,	  which	  in	  turn	  created	  the	  Home	  Owners	  Loan	  Corporation	  (HOLC).	  This	  federal	  agency's	  main	  
task	  was	  to	  refinance	  home	  mortgages	  that	  were	  in	  default	  or	  at	  risk	  of	  foreclosure	  due	  to	  the	  1929	  
crash	  and	  the	  collapse	  of	  the	  housing	  industry.	  	  
Loan	  Repayments	  and	  Foreclosure	  Policies	  
Between	  1933	  and	  1935	  the	  HOLC	  made	  slightly	  more	  than	  one	  million	  loans.	  At	  that	  point	  it	  stopped	  
making	  new	  loans	  and	  then	  focused	  on	  the	  repayments	  of	  the	  loans.	  The	  typical	  borrower	  whose	  loan	  
was	  refinanced	  by	  the	  HOLC	  was	  more	  than	  2	  years	  behind	  on	  payments	  of	  the	  loan	  and	  more	  than	  2	  
years	  behind	  on	  making	  tax	  payments	  on	  the	  property.	  The	  HOLC	  eventually	  foreclosed	  on	  20	  percent	  
of	  the	  loans	  that	  it	  refinanced.	  It	  tended	  to	  wait	  until	  the	  borrower	  had	  failed	  to	  make	  payments	  on	  
the	  loan	  for	  more	  than	  a	  year	  before	  it	  foreclosed	  on	  the	  loan.	  When	  the	  HOLC	  foreclosed,	  it	  typically	  
refurbished	  the	  home.	  In	  many	  cases	  it	  rented	  out	  the	  home	  until	  it	  could	  be	  resold.	  The	  HOLC	  tried	  to	  
avoid	  selling	  too	  many	  homes	  quickly	  to	  avoid	  having	  negative	  effects	  on	  housing	  prices.	  Ultimately,	  
more	  than	  800,000	  people	  repaid	  their	  HOLC	  loans,	  and	  many	  repaid	  them	  early	  officially	  ceased	  
operations	  in	  1951,	  when	  its	  last	  assets	  were	  sold	  to	  private	  lenders.	  HOLC	  was	  only	  applicable	  to	  
nonfarm	  homes,	  worth	  less	  than	  $20,000.	  HOLC	  also	  assisted	  mortgage	  lenders	  by	  refinancing	  
problematic	  loans	  and	  increasing	  the	  institutions	  liquidity.	  When	  its	  last	  assets	  were	  sold	  in	  1951,	  
HOLC	  turned	  a	  small	  profit.	  	    



	   	  
 
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  
U.S. ARMY 	   ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  
	   	   1	  May	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe:	  

It’s	  Sunday	  afternoon	  and	  nothing	  much	  to	  do.	  	  All	  the	  theaters	  (2),	  are	  closed	  till	  6	  P.M.	  I	  have	  a	  date	  
to	  play	  golf	  this	  evening,	  so	  I’m	  looking	  forward	  to	  that.	  	  I	  played	  gold	  last	  nite	  too	  and	  am	  slowly	  
improving	  my	  game.	  

We	  have	  had	  some	  fairly	  decent	  weather	  here	  lately,	  although	  it	  has	  never	  really	  gotten	  warm	  here.	  	  
It	  is	  still	  quite	  chilly.	  	  It	  gets	  pretty	  cold	  at	  nite	  and	  these	  English	  homes	  are	  not	  heated	  very	  well.	  	  I’m	  
thankful	  that	  Uncle	  Sam	  has	  supplied	  with	  four	  warm	  blankets.	  

Next	  time	  you	  write	  Vic	  and	  Ralph	  tell	  them	  I’ve	  been	  asking	  about	  them.	  	  I	  will	  write	  them	  first	  
chance	  I	  get.	  	  Tony	  and	  Lawrence	  are	  on	  my	  list	  to	  get	  around	  to	  also.	  	  But	  just	  think	  of	  the	  quandary	  I	  
would	  be	  in	  if	  I	  had	  to	  worry	  about	  writing	  Tony,	  Vic,	  Ralph,	  Lawrence	  etc.	  	  I	  hope	  you	  give	  them	  news	  of	  
me	  and	  that	  they	  understand.	  	  I	  have	  all	  to	  do	  to	  keep	  up	  with	  my	  letters	  home	  to	  you	  and	  a	  girl	  friend	  or	  
two,	  or	  three,	  or	  four.	  

Sincerely,	  

Al	  

	  
	   	  



 
  



 
  



 
UNITED STATES NAVY 
May 5, 1944 
Dear Frank, 
Well at last it seems like I'm settled  in my permenent station.  And so far I like it an awful lot 
  This station-- although large has not got many   … 
 
Victor Emmanuel Scafuro, Birth:  1914, Death:  8/1965 SPOUSE: Rose Torregrossa Scafuro Sankus 1914-81 
owned a house on Boroline Road that had been built in 1932.  later lived at 132 E Allendale Ave. He served in WWII and 
was VP and director of Sternco Industries of NY; founder and president of the Aquarium Supply Co at Allendale. He was 
a well-known baseball figure.  During the 40's and early 50s he was one of the best know semipro baseball managers 
in NJ.  While still in his teens he organized his first baseball team, the Allendale Blue Sox  Later he formed the Allendale 
BBC which played in the Bergen County Baseball League.  After WWII he organized several teams, the first of which was 
the Allendale Legion, another entry in the BCBL.  Other teams with which he was connected during the late 1940s and 
early 1950s were the Paterson Silk Sox, East Orange BBC, Madison Colonels, and the Bushwicks.  It was during this 
period that he made headlines by bringing to the area such players as Harvey Haddix and Whitey Ford, soon to become 
major league standouts. "Vic loved baseball," said his brother Angelo, "He refused to admit that semipro baseball was 
a dying sport in those days, and he often spent his entire paycheck to pay his players and to bring top talent to Bergen 
County." SOURCE:  Allendale, Background of a Borough, Fell House 
  
V.E. Scafuro Sp 3/c 
R & A dept. Unit 1, Bks B 
U. S. NAVAL TRAINING STATION, NEWPORT, R. I. 
May 11, 1944 
  
Hello Frank, Fil & Mary Fil, 
Hope this letter finds you all well and behaving.  Rose and I have been quite busy this past week 
trying to find a place to live.  We  have to move from where we are by the  1st of June.  Mr. and Mrs. 
Hazel have been quite sick lately and haven't been able to care for the house so they are having a 
daughter move in with them which means we must move.  I got some good news today though from 
Tomony Homes Authority, this is a Navy project but the catch has been that they don't take 
anything in under a chiefs rating.  WWell through a bit of maneuvering, I was promised to get an 
apartment there by the end of next week..  They are very nice apartments right near the station. Just 
about 3 to 5 minutes away and only a 10 minute ride on the bus for Rose to go to work.  They have 3 
rooms and bath. I'm not sure but I think its going to cost me $28.00 per month compared to about 
$50.oo which it's been costing us.  The only thing is that I have to furnish it.  We are going to do with 
as little as possible..  a bedroom suit and a few chairs i about ll I'm going to buy. Mr. Ferretti promised 
Rose a kitchen set that they are not using, and it's a pretty nice set at that. 
Well I hope that the promise isn't just another promise. 
I woill probably be taking a quick week  end trip home to pick up a few things from home, however, 
I'm not doing anything until I am absolutely sure. 
Haven't heard anything about the commission yet at took my athletic test  last week  and got 3.84 out 
of a possible 4.0 the next score was 3.76 several men had the same score but as usual i was hight 
man out of 42 men (stop bragging I know) Now this doesn't give me my next stripe until I take the 
Petty officer test on May 20th.  That's the tough one.  If I pass it I will then be petty officer 2nd 
class.  this is the equivalent of a Staff or Technician Sergeant in the Army.  From there on it will take 9 
months to make 1st class petty officer and the 18 months to make Chief P.O. which is the same as 
Master Sergeant in the Army. Do you think the war will last that long?  I'd rather be discharged P.O. 
2nd class. 
Well I think I'll knock off for the night I have to put out the light in this building and secure it for the 
night.  Boy we really have a heavy fog our here tonight it looks like large clouds of heavy white 
smoke.  I'm on duty in what they call the station palace the newest building on the station 3 decks of 
beautiful  furniture 8 bowling alleys in the lower deck and about 20 pool tables on the 3rd deck t.  The 
1st deck is beautifully furnished with heavy maple furniture with real leather cushions on the chairs a 
nice big radio.  i have a gold fish aquarium on one of the tables but not gold fish they all died someone 
must have tried to feed them billiard balls. 
It's 9 PM and have to close now, so good night and God bless you all. 
Love, 
Bro Vic 



TOMONY HOMES 
 
 	  	  
 

1. Army and Navy Chronicle - Volume 6 - Page 232 - Google Books Result 
books.google.com/books?id=Q_kRAAAAYAAJ 
1838 -  Military art and science 
In the vicinity of Newport, is a celebrated hill, now called Tammany Hill, a name which devotion to 
St. Tammany has probably corrupted from Tomony or Tonomy, ... 
 
aka "Tammany Hill", after indian sachem Miantanomi, once ruled this portion of the island but was probably 
home of his son Wannemetonomie, a son of Miantanomi.  
 
Built for WW2 Navy Housing, turned into "Section 8" housing since the Navy pulled out in 1973 and relocation 
of Chad Brown project residents from Providence was put into place... 
	  

	  
 
 
 
 
	   	  



	  
	   	  



	  
	   	  



	  
	  
May	  12,	  1944.	  	  

Friday	  nite	  
	  
Hi	  Frank,	  
	  
	   I	  received	  your	  letter	  today	  and	  was	  glad	  to	  get	  some	  news	  from	  back	  home.	  	  Sorry	  I	  haven’t	  
written	  sooner	  but	  I’ve	  been	  kept	  pretty	  busy.	  
	   I	  guess	  by	  now	  your	  already	  know	  that	  I’m	  down	  here	  in	  Holtsville,	  Cal.	  	  Yeah,	  way	  the	  hell	  down	  
here	  in	  the	  desert.	  	  We’re	  just	  six	  miles	  from	  the	  Mexican	  border.	  	  The	  flies	  are	  so	  bad	  here	  that	  I	  am	  
afraid	  to	  fall	  asleep	  for	  fear	  they	  might	  carry	  me	  away.	  	  And	  some	  are	  awful	  big	  and	  mean	  too.	  	  For	  
example	  –	  the	  other	  morning	  I	  was	  awakened	  by	  two,	  big	  flies	  on	  my	  chest	  who	  were	  arguing.	  	  One	  
was	  saying	  to	  the	  other,	  “Let’s	  take	  him	  outside	  and	  eat	  him”	  but	  the	  other	  replied:	  	  “Naw,	  let’s	  eat	  him	  
right	  here,	  a	  little	  at	  a	  time.”	  
	   But	  it	  isn’t	  too	  bad	  Frank.	  	  It’s	  kinda	  warm	  –	  140°	  in	  the	  mid-‐afternoon.	  	  But	  it	  cools	  off	  at	  nite.	  	  
Now	  I	  understand	  why	  in	  Mexico	  the	  people	  have	  a	  noon	  “Siesta”	  (Is	  that	  how	  you	  spell	  it?)	  
	   No,	  I’m	  not	  on	  any	  ship	  yet.	  	  But	  I	  know	  what	  I’m	  going	  to	  be	  on.	  	  It’s	  going	  to	  be	  a	  CVE	  or	  what	  
you	  call	  a	  “Baby	  Carrier.”	  	  We’ll	  be	  doing	  mostly	  convoy	  or	  escort	  duty.	  	  But	  I	  don’t	  have	  to	  worry	  
about	  leaving	  the	  states	  yet.	  	  It	  will	  be	  quite	  a	  while	  yet.	  	  Anything	  could	  happen.	  	  I	  could	  even	  be	  
transferred	  to	  another	  squadron	  and	  start	  all	  over	  again.	  	  What	  we’re	  here	  for	  now	  is	  to	  get	  the	  last	  bit	  
of	  training.	  	  This	  is	  our	  last	  training	  base	  –	  definitely.	  
	   Well	  if	  I	  had	  some	  money	  I	  would	  go	  across	  the	  border	  to	  Mexicali	  and	  get	  some	  souvenirs.	  	  They	  
also	  have	  silk	  hose	  there	  for	  the	  women.	  	  But	  I	  am	  completely	  broke	  and	  I’m	  sorry	  I	  can’t	  send	  you	  any	  
souvenirs.	  	  I	  doubt	  if	  I’ll	  ever	  leave	  this	  base	  as	  long	  as	  we	  are	  here.	  
	   I	  was	  glad	  to	  see	  that	  Ange	  got	  such	  a	  good	  break	  and	  is	  stationed	  in	  N.J.	  I	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  Al	  
yesterday.	  	  My	  but	  he	  just	  loves	  to	  make	  them	  short.	  
	   Well	  Frank,	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  and	  have	  a	  	  nice	  tan.	  	  I’ll	  bet	  you	  wish	  you	  had	  it.	  	  We	  have	  a	  pretty	  
nice	  gym	  here	  and	  I	  get	  a	  little	  exercise.	  And	  for	  your	  information	  the	  only	  two	  girls	  I	  write	  to	  are	  
Mom	  and	  Mary	  Lou.	  	  Hope	  everyone	  is	  fine.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  Fil,	  MaryFil	  and	  all.	  
	  
Bro	  Ralph	  
	  
	  
	   	  



	  
	  

LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  
U.S. ARMY 	   ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  
	   	   13	  May	  1944 

Dear	  Frank:	  
Received	  your	  last	  bulletin	  and	  was	  happy	  to	  receive	  all	  the	  news	  of	  the	  home	  front.	  	  As	  for	  myself	  

everything	  is	  progressing	  satisfactorily	  and	  there	  isn’t	  anything	  to	  talk	  about.	  
I	  am	  enclosing	  a	  letter,	  which	  I	  received.	  	  I	  was	  wondering	  whether	  or	  not	  it	  might	  not	  be	  a	  good	  idea	  

for	  you	  to	  drop	  over	  and	  see	  Mr.	  Bourne	  for	  me.	  	  Maybe	  you	  can	  get	  some	  dope	  for	  me	  and	  make	  a	  good	  
contact.	  	  You	  know	  –	  be	  my	  “liaison	  officer”	  temporarily.	  

I	  guess	  the	  garden	  in	  Allendale	  
will	  be	  keeping	  you	  busy	  for	  the	  next	  
few	  months.	  	  Honestly	  if	  I	  were	  home	  
now	  I	  should	  have	  no	  qualms	  at	  all	  
about	  going	  into	  that	  garden	  and	  
spading	  the	  whole	  damn	  thing	  all	  by	  
myself.	  	  Yes	  sir	  –	  it	  would	  be	  a	  real	  
pleasure.	  

You	  have	  a	  birthday	  in	  the	  next	  
few	  days,	  don’t	  you.	  	  This	  letter	  will	  
probably	  reach	  a	  few	  days	  late,	  but	  al	  
any	  rate	  “buona	  fortuna”.	  	  Regards	  to	  
Fil	  &	  baby	  and	  lets	  hear	  more	  news	  
soon	  
Sincerely,	  
Al	  

Frank	  and	  Maria	  “Mom”	  Scafuro	  in	  the	  garden	  



	   	  
	  

14	  May	  1944	  
Hello	  Everybody	  and	  Good	  Morning,	  
	  

I	  have	  just	  returned	  from	  Mass	  and	  thought	  that	  I	  would	  stop	  by	  the	  office	  and	  knock	  off	  a	  little	  letter.	  
You	  know	  it	  did	  not	  occur	  to	  me	  until	  yesterday	  that	  today	  would	  be	  Mother’s	  Day.	  IT’s	  so	  difficult	  to	  

remember	  dates	  and	  things	  like	  that.	  Time	  seems	  so	  unimportant	  here.	  If	  one	  kept	  worrying	  about	  
tomorrow	  all	  the	  time	  he	  would	  soon	  go	  “nuts”.	  

Anyway	  I	  went	  to	  Mass	  and	  offered	  up	  Holy	  Communion	  for	  Mom	  today.	  	  While	  I	  was	  in	  Church	  this	  
morning,	  you	  people	  were	  still	  snoozing	  away	  in	  sweet	  slumber.	  	  And	  I	  tried	  to	  picture	  you	  all	  that	  way	  in	  
my	  mind	  this	  morning.	  	  Yes	  –	  I	  tried	  to	  ?????	  Mom	  &	  Josie	  at	  home,	  Lindy	  in	  his	  bed,	  	  ????	  Ange.	  	  I	  
endeavored	  to	  forget	  the	  3000	  miles	  of	  water	  and	  be	  with	  you	  all	  this	  morning	  as	  much	  as	  I	  could	  expect	  
to	  be.	  

Josie	  –	  I	  hope	  you	  are	  doing	  as	  I	  say	  with	  my	  money.	  	  Next	  month	  I	  shall	  be	  sending	  you	  about	  $80	  or	  
so.	  	  Every	  time	  I	  send	  money	  hoe	  each	  month	  now	  I	  want	  you	  to	  deduct	  $5	  for	  Mom’s	  personal	  expenses.	  	  
The	  rest	  you	  can	  apply	  to	  my	  debts	  as	  I	  inform	  you	  periodically.	  	  I’ve	  got	  to	  clear	  myself	  with	  Virginia.	  	  It’s	  
on	  my	  conscience.	  	  I	  think	  we	  should	  pay	  the	  Honors	  Loan	  Fund	  $10.00	  per	  mo.	  And	  the	  same	  $10.00	  
amount	  to	  be	  paid	  on	  my	  ???Part	  note.	  	  This	  will	  still	  leave	  me	  about	  $50	  for	  the	  savings	  account	  each	  
month.	  	  I	  intend	  to	  send	  $80	  per	  month	  to	  you	  for	  this	  purpose.	  

Well,	  I	  guess	  I’ve	  said	  enough	  of	  nothing.	  	  Censors	  should	  have	  no	  trouble	  with	  me.	  	  Love	  to	  Mom	  on	  
Mother’s	  Day	  and	  every	  other	  day	  for	  that	  matter,	  and	  when	  I	  get	  married	  if	  I	  get	  a	  get	  girl	  like	  that	  girl	  
that	  married	  pop	  –	  I’ll	  be	  one	  helluva	  lucky	  guy.	  

Sincerely	  
Umberto	  

Just	  got	  a	  letter	  from	  you	  dated	  May	  1st.	  	  Going	  to	  Communion	  for	  me	  was	  real	  nice.	  	  I	  thank	  you	  all,	  I	  
know	  it	  will	  help	  me	  in	  my	  Civil	  Affairs	  work.	  	  Don’t	  worry	  –	  I	  don’t.	  
	  



May	  15,	  1944	  
Monday	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil,	  
	  
	   First	  I	  hope	  that	  my	  apologies	  are	  excepted	  for	  not	  writing	  sooner,	  but	  your	  “Home	  Front	  News”	  
arrived	  this	  morning	  which	  prompted	  me	  to	  write,	  however,	  this	  news	  is	  Vol.	  #III	  #4	  date	  of	  the	  
5/11/44	  
	   Before	  going	  any	  further,	  your	  letter	  arrived	  just	  on	  the	  date	  of	  your	  advancement	  to	  your	  new	  
dept	  and	  at	  this	  time	  wish	  to	  congratulate	  you	  and	  lots	  of	  luck	  for	  the	  future.	  
	   Here’s	  hoping	  that	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil	  are	  just	  as	  nice	  and	  well	  as	  when	  I	  saw	  them	  last	  and	  I	  do	  wish	  
to	  be	  remembered	  to	  them.	  
	   The	  opportunities	  of	  writing	  are	  very	  few	  as	  we	  are	  working	  both	  day	  and	  night	  taking	  in	  almost	  
everything	  and	  anything	  in	  music	  and	  soldiering,	  at	  present	  half	  the	  band	  is	  now	  attending	  
Camouflage	  School	  etc.	  which	  after	  tomorrow,	  I	  expect	  to	  be	  in	  the	  other	  group.	  
	   Frank	  I	  will	  say	  that	  time	  is	  nearing	  when	  we	  will	  meet	  again	  I	  hope,	  and	  as	  far	  as	  I	  remember	  it	  
will	  be	  on	  or	  about	  June	  4or	  5th	  	  and	  if	  possible	  I	  may	  fly	  from	  this	  base	  either	  to	  Sta.	  Louis	  or	  Penn.	  	  
However,	  I	  will	  keep	  you	  posted	  by	  wire	  if	  I’m	  in	  or	  around	  New	  York.	  
	   Before	  closing	  must	  also	  add	  that	  the	  big	  surprise	  of	  all	  our	  engagement	  will	  be	  announced	  during	  
the	  course	  of	  the	  furlough	  when	  you	  will	  be	  present.	  
	   As	  you	  probably	  know	  I’m	  working	  extra	  hard	  to	  do	  this	  up	  right	  as	  Jo	  is	  deserving	  of	  the	  best	  and	  
I	  do	  think	  a	  log	  of	  her,	  so	  let’s	  keep	  our	  fingers	  crossed	  until	  we	  meet,	  again	  will	  have	  to	  close	  as	  I’m	  
Charge	  of	  Quarters	  and	  kept	  busy.	  
	   Until	  we	  meet	  again	  remember	  me	  to	  the	  Vultaggio	  family	  and	  Vito	  and	  always	  my	  best	  to	  MaryFil	  
and	  Fil	  
	   Good	  Luck	  to	  you	  again,	  Frank	  
	  
	   Sincerely	  in	  thought	  
	   Charlie	  

	  



	  



	  
	   	  



	  
May	  18,	  1944,	  	  

Thursday	  morning	  	  
	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
I	  received	  two	  letters	  from	  you,	  one	  from	  Vic,	  one	  from	  Frank	  and	  the	  sport	  sheets	  and	  a	  letter	  from	  
Lindy	  yesterday.	  	  Not	  bad	  huh?	  	  Tell	  Lindy	  I’ll	  answer	  his	  letter	  soon.	  	  Well	  I	  started	  on	  a	  new	  schedule	  
yesterday.	  	  I	  don’t	  have	  to	  report	  to	  work	  until	  2:30	  in	  the	  afternoon	  and	  quit	  around	  10pm.	  	  It’s	  not	  
bad	  at	  all.	  	  I	  haven’t	  done	  a	  single	  thing	  since	  I’ve	  been	  down	  here	  except	  write	  and	  go	  to	  a	  show.	  	  In	  
between	  those	  hours	  I	  usually	  go	  to	  a	  movie.	  	  	  
	   I	  don’t	  know	  for	  sure	  how	  long	  we’ll	  be	  here	  but	  the	  squadrons	  that	  were	  here	  before	  us	  usually	  
stood	  here	  about	  six	  or	  seven	  weeks.	  
	   Thanks	  a	  lot	  for	  getting	  that	  plant	  for	  mom.	  	  I’ll	  try	  to	  pay	  you	  back	  someday.	  	  I	  hope	  she	  liked	  it.	  
	   You	  don’t	  have	  to	  worry	  about	  mailing	  me	  the	  whole	  paper—just	  send	  me	  the	  sport	  sheets.	  	  	  
	   Well	  it’s	  almost	  time	  for	  chow	  so	  I’d	  better	  close	  until	  tomorrow.	  	  Don’t	  forget	  to	  write	  to	  
“Swammie”	  soon.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  
V.E. Scafuro Sp 2/c 
R& A dept. Unit 1, Bks B 
U. S. NAVAL TRAINING STATION 
NEWPORT, R. I. 
Probably May 20????, 1944 
Hello Frank, Fil & Mary Fil, 
  
How was that Party Mary Fil{Ed: May 20}, did you save me a piece of cake?  Well folks here I am on 
duty tonight in the Recreation Bldg.  It's a foggy night out and its rather quiet here in the building I 
guess all the sailors are ashore having a few beers. 
Received the Scafuro home front and also recieved a letter from Ralph, all he talks about ishow much 
he misses baseball and how the flies are bothering him.  I wrote him a letter and told him that they 
have started to take men in the physical Instructors school in Bainbridge, MD again and they are 
making them 1st class and chiefs.  i told him to get together with his C.O. and get transferred to P.I. 
school . I told him to explain to the C.O. that when he enlisted he knew nothing about the P.I. school 
and that's just what he likes, if he gets along with the C.O. this might be possible to swing however, 
not probably since he has gone through so much training, although we have a number of washed out 
air cadets in our program.  i know of at least 8 of them.  If he gets into this program he will get all the 
baseball, basketball, and sports that he wants. 
Well as you can see in my new address I am now Specialist second Class.  i was notified today that i 
passed.  i haven't heard anymore about the commission. 
We haven't heard yet if we are sure of getting an apartment in the Navy housing project, however, we 
are banking on a definite promise that we would get one by une 1st. 
Rose and I are fine and hope that this letter finds you all the same. 
OH! that price on the houses is OK by me if you can get it. 
i hope to get home on the night of the 17th of June.  The B's are playing Glen Rock on the 
18th.  "Secret" I am bringing Red 
Evanshttp://4.bp.blogspot.com/_W2Ncx2XIww4/S8k2vrvaZuI/AAAAAAAAGMw/cwkDON4zzQU/s320/19
90_target_evans.JPG who pitched for the Brooklyn Dodgers last year and Bill Enos who played 1st 
base for St. Louis Browns.  We will beat Glen Rock s pants off of them. 
Well until then good luck & 
God bless you all 
Bro 
Vic 
  



May	  22,	  1944	  
Monday	  

Dear	  Frank,	  
	  
	   Got	  your	  letter	  yesterday	  and	  also	  the	  sports	  letter.	  	  So	  thanks	  for	  both.	  
	   Life	  has	  been	  pretty	  easy	  since	  I	  hit	  this	  place.	  	  I	  fly	  about	  one	  hour	  a	  day	  and	  that	  is	  all	  I	  do.	  	  The	  
rest	  of	  the	  23	  hours	  are	  mine.	  	  I	  think	  I’m	  sleeping	  too	  darn	  much	  and	  getting	  lazy.	  
	   Frank,	  I	  put	  in	  for	  a	  leave	  for	  June	  1st	  till	  June	  15th.	  	  Of	  course	  everybody	  puts	  in	  for	  leaves	  but	  very	  
few	  get	  them.	  	  I	  doubt	  if	  I	  will.	  	  I	  did	  want	  to	  wait	  a	  couple	  months	  before	  asking	  for	  it	  so	  I	  could	  have	  
some	  money	  saved	  for	  it	  but	  you	  can	  never	  tell	  what	  may	  happen	  by	  then.	  	  They	  may	  stop	  all	  leaves.	  	  
Well,	  what	  I	  wanted	  to	  tell	  you	  was	  that	  just	  in	  case	  I	  do	  get	  it,	  I’ll	  need	  money.	  	  I	  may	  have	  to	  wire	  you	  
for	  50	  or	  maybe	  75	  dollars.	  	  What	  I	  want	  to	  know	  is,	  it	  that	  OK	  with	  you.	  	  I	  probably	  could	  save	  enough	  
to	  pay	  you	  back	  later.	  
	   There	  isn’t	  much	  to	  say	  I	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  Chuck	  Forrisier	  today.	  	  The	  first	  in	  about	  six	  
months.	  	  He’s	  in	  New	  Guinea.	  	  Well	  give	  my	  love	  to	  Mary	  Fil,	  Fil	  and	  all.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  

May	  25,	  1944,	  	  
Thursday	  morning	  

Hi	  Jo,	  
	   Received	  another	  letter	  from	  you	  yesterday.	  	  Jo,	  the	  reason	  why	  the	  money	  took	  so	  long	  to	  reach	  
me	  was	  because	  you	  sent	  it	  to	  Fleet	  Post	  Office.	  	  It	  must	  have	  got	  there	  in	  about	  an	  hour.	  	  But	  from	  
there	  they	  just	  sent	  it	  by	  mail.	  	  Now	  what	  I	  want	  to	  tell	  you	  is,	  and	  tell	  Frank	  this	  too	  –	  in	  case	  you	  
want	  to	  send	  ma	  a	  telegram	  –	  or	  in	  case	  I	  wire	  to	  Frank	  for	  money	  –	  wire	  it	  back	  to:	  
R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  
VC84	  
Western	  Union	  Office	  
Holtville,	  Calif.	  
	   Don’t	  worry	  about	  me	  leaving	  here	  so	  soon.	  	  If	  I	  do	  leave	  here	  I	  can	  always	  let	  you	  know	  and	  I	  
won’t	  go	  no	  further	  than	  San	  Diego.	  	  That’s	  our	  next	  stop	  I	  think.	  
	   You	  wanted	  to	  know	  what	  I’m	  doing	  with	  my	  money.	  	  Well	  one	  thing	  you	  can	  be	  sure	  is	  that	  I’m	  
not	  spending	  it	  on	  girls.	  	  The	  girl	  I	  went	  with	  up	  in	  North	  Bend	  must	  have	  spent	  over	  $100	  on	  me	  the	  
time	  I	  was	  there.	  	  That’s	  no	  lie.	  	  I’ll	  bet	  I	  didn’t	  spend	  more	  than	  $15	  on	  her	  the	  time	  I	  went	  with	  her.	  	  
That’s	  the	  way	  they	  all	  were.	  	  Well	  my	  base	  pay	  is	  $78	  a	  month.	  	  $22	  comes	  out	  for	  the	  allotment,	  $10	  
out	  for	  the	  Red	  Cross,	  $7	  for	  insurance,	  which	  makes	  a	  total	  of	  about	  $40	  out	  each	  month.	  	  That	  leaves	  
me	  about	  $38	  a	  month	  and	  I	  have	  to	  do	  a	  hell	  of	  a	  lot	  of	  things	  with	  that.	  	  It	  would	  take	  too	  long	  to	  list.	  	  
However,	  this	  is	  the	  last	  month	  I	  have	  to	  pay	  the	  Red	  Cross.	  	  Another	  thing	  you	  don’t	  know	  is	  that	  I’ve	  
been	  getting	  flight	  pay	  every	  other	  month.	  	  That’s	  about	  $40	  extra	  a	  month	  for	  flying.	  	  But	  with	  that	  I	  
pay	  back	  everybody	  I	  owe	  money	  too.	  	  But	  I	  think	  starting	  next	  month	  everything	  will	  be	  OK.	  
	   Tell	  Lindy	  to	  send	  me	  the	  sport	  sheet.	  
	   Don’t	  count	  on	  that	  leave	  too	  much.	  	  But	  have	  the	  car	  in	  case	  I	  get	  it.	  	  I’ll	  send	  you	  a	  telegram	  if	  I	  
get	  it.	  	  If	  I	  don’t	  get	  it	  now	  I’ll	  get	  one	  before	  I	  leave	  the	  states.	  	  I’m	  pretty	  sure	  of	  that.	  
	   Don’t	  forget	  to	  give	  Frank	  that	  address	  in	  case	  I	  wire	  for	  money.	  	  If	  I	  ever	  do	  wire,	  have	  him	  wire	  
back	  as	  soon	  as	  possible.	  
	   Well	  tell	  mom	  I’m	  fine	  and	  I	  hope	  she	  is	  too.	  	  Give	  her	  my	  love.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	   	  





	  
	   	  



	  
	  

31	  May	  1944	  
Dear	  Joe,	  
I	  haven’t	  written	  in	  several	  days	  I	  guess	  so	  I	  had	  better	  get	  this	  little	  note	  off	  to	  you	  before	  you	  begin	  

getting	  wrinkles	  in	  your	  pretty	  little	  brow.	  
Everything	  is	  going	  along	  fine	  and	  I’m	  still	  getting	  three	  meals	  a	  day.	  	  My	  social	  life	  has	  been	  suffering	  

lately,	  but	  this	  was	  never	  intended	  to	  be	  a	  tea	  party	  anyway.	  	  The	  newness	  of	  England	  has	  begun	  to	  wear	  
off	  for	  me	  and	  needless	  to	  say	  I	  do	  get	  pretty	  homesick	  now	  and	  then	  and	  it	  certainly	  will	  be	  a	  pleasure	  to	  
see	  the	  good	  old	  U.S.A.	  	  Damn,	  America	  is	  a	  great	  country,	  a	  beautiful	  country,	  the	  best	  on	  earth.	  	  We’ll	  all	  
be	  glad	  to	  get	  back.	  
Nothing	  else	  to	  write	  about.	  	  I	  never	  do	  write	  much	  of	  anything,	  do	  I?	  But	  don’t	  let	  that	  worry	  you	  	  Just	  

be	  assured	  that	  I’m	  O.K.	  No	  worries	  are	  in	  order	  for	  me	  at	  all.	  	  I’m	  O.K.	  and	  going	  to	  be	  O.K.	  Now	  forget	  it!	  	  
Give	  my	  love	  to	  Mom	  and	  please	  don’t	  let	  her	  worry	  about	  me.	  

Love	  to	  all,	  
Albert	  

	  
3	  June	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe,	  
Don’t	  know	  what	  the	  hell	  to	  write	  about.	  	  There	  is	  nothing	  to	  say	  and	  it’s	  even	  difficult	  for	  me	  to	  write	  

and	  say	  nothing	  sometimes.	  
The	  weather	  has	  been	  just	  fine	  lately	  –	  not	  too	  hot	  nor	  too	  cold’	  just	  comfortable.	  	  I	  haven’t	  received	  

your	  third	  package	  as	  yet.	  	  Instead	  of	  sending	  me	  newspapers	  why	  not	  just	  cut	  out	  some	  items	  of	  interest	  
and	  enclose	  them	  in	  letters.	  
I’ve	  got	  my	  May	  pay	  now	  and	  at	  first	  opportunity	  I	  shall	  send	  you	  about	  $80.	  	  Remember	  about	  

sending	  $10	  to	  U.Va.	  each	  month.	  	  Tell	  Lindy	  I	  enjoy	  his	  letters;	  just	  received	  one	  today.	  	  All	  my	  love	  to	  
Mom	  and	  Cheerio	  

Al	  



	  

	  

	  



Little	  did	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  know	  how	  he	  would	  arrive	  in	  France	  when	  he	  went	  to	  Great	  Britain	  in	  1943	  as	  a	  
second	  lieutenant	  in	  the	  Civil	  Affairs	  division.	  	  He	  was	  training	  in	  Tiverton,	  England,	  when	  orders	  
came	  to	  proceed	  within	  six	  hours	  to	  Port	  Southampton,	  marshaling	  grounds	  for	  what	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  
the	  D-‐Day	  invasion	  trip	  across	  the	  channel.	  	  
May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz	  

The	  Ridgewood	  Herald-‐News,	  Thursday,	  June	  22,	  1944	  
Four	  sons	  of	  the	  family	  of	  Mrs.	  Maria	  Scafuro	  of	  East	  Allendale	  Avenue,	  Allendale,	  serving	  in	  the	  

armed	  forces	  include	  Aviation	  Ordnance-‐man	  Third	  Class	  Ralph	  Scafuro,	  serving	  as	  an	  aerial	  gunner	  
on	  an	  aircraft	  carrier,	  stationed	  at	  Reams	  Field,	  California;	  Seaman	  Second	  Class	  Angelo,	  stationed	  at	  
Bayonne,	  New	  Jersey;	  Petty	  Officer	  Victor	  serving	  in	  the	  Athletic	  and	  Recreation	  Department	  at	  
Newport,	  Rhode	  Island,	  and	  Albert	  O.	  Scafuro	  serving	  with	  the	  Civil	  Affairs	  Division	  overseas.	  
A	  letter	  received	  by	  Mrs.	  Scafuro	  Tuesday	  from	  Lt.	  Albert,	  dated	  the	  day	  of	  the	  Invasion	  follows:	  
Dear	  Family:	  	  Don’t	  worry	  about	  me	  I’ll	  be	  all	  right.	  	  My	  letters	  may	  be	  necessarily	  few	  for	  a	  while.	  As	  

you	  have	  heard	  in	  America	  the	  Great	  Day	  has	  arrived.	  	  Whatever	  call	  is	  made	  upon	  me	  I	  shall	  perform.	  	  
My	  thoughts	  at	  this	  momentous	  moment	  are	  of	  all	  of	  you	  and	  of	  the	  great	  apprehension	  you	  must	  have	  
for	  my	  welfare	  and	  safety.	  
Let	  us	  lift	  up	  our	  voices	  to	  our	  God	  and	  pray	  for	  a	  speedy	  victory.	  Let	  us	  hope	  that	  the	  world	  will	  soon	  

resound	  again	  to	  the	  voices	  of	  free	  men	  and	  the	  peaceful	  ways.	  And	  finally	  let	  us	  pay	  that	  only	  a	  
minimum	  of	  blood	  should	  be	  spilled	  in	  its	  process.	  
Remember	  one	  thing.	  	  I	  shall	  be	  with	  you	  always.	  	  I	  will	  return.	  I	  have	  kept	  my	  peace	  with	  God	  and	  

with	  his	  protection	  all	  will	  be	  well,	  and	  if	  my	  comrades,	  who	  have	  this	  day	  gone	  before	  me,	  shall	  open	  
their	  ranks	  to	  me	  I	  shall	  be	  content,	  for	  in	  a	  little	  while	  I	  shall	  return	  to	  you,	  Mom,	  don’t	  fear—pray	  for	  
me.	  	  I	  love	  you	  and	  cherish	  dearly	  all	  you	  have	  done	  for	  me.	  
Love	  to	  all	  the	  family	  –	  Brother	  Albert	  	  (written	  June	  6,	  1944)	  

 
                                       VICTOR SCAFURO                                                              RALPH, MARIA, & ANGELO SCAFURO	  



	  

	  



	  
June	  8,	  1944,	  	  

Thursday	  morning	  



	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   We	  started	  on	  dawn	  patrol	  this	  morning.	  	  We	  start	  flying	  at	  three	  in	  the	  morning	  and	  knock	  off	  at	  
11	  am.	  	  It	  only	  lasts	  about	  one	  week.	  	  I	  slept	  all	  this	  morning	  though	  because	  I	  didn’t	  have	  to	  fly.	  	  
	   I	  could	  have	  come	  home	  on	  another	  leave	  yesterday,	  but	  I	  refused	  it	  because	  I	  wasn’t	  ready	  but	  
most	  of	  all	  because	  it	  was	  only	  10	  days.	  	  I’ll	  take	  one	  latter	  on	  even	  if	  it	  is	  only	  10	  days.	  	  But	  do	  you	  
think	  it	  would	  be	  worth	  it	  to	  be	  home	  for	  only	  about	  three	  days?	  
	   Well	  if	  Charlie	  is	  home	  give	  him	  my	  regards	  and	  give	  mom	  my	  love.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  

June	  11,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   By	  the	  time	  you	  receive	  this	  letter.	  	  I’ll	  be	  on	  a	  new	  base.	  	  Our	  squadron	  is	  moving	  up	  a	  notch	  to	  
Reams	  Field.	  	  It	  is	  on	  the	  outskirts	  of	  San	  Diego,	  about	  150	  miles	  from	  here.	  	  Only	  a	  few	  hours	  ride.	  	  
We’re	  going	  up	  there	  Tuesday.	  
	   Sorry	  I	  couldn’t	  be	  there	  with	  Charlie	  and	  Vic.	  	  I	  guess	  I	  could	  have	  but	  I	  just	  wasn’t	  ready.	  	  Unless	  
things	  change	  I’ll	  be	  home	  some	  time	  between	  the	  20th	  and	  30th	  of	  June.	  	  Did	  you	  tell	  Frank	  to	  send	  me	  
the	  money?	  	  If	  he	  hasn’t	  sent	  it	  by	  now,	  tell	  him	  to	  hold	  on	  to	  it	  and	  I’ll	  wire	  for	  it.	  	  But	  if	  he	  has	  sent	  it,	  
it’s	  just	  as	  good.	  	  By	  the	  way	  I	  may	  need	  some	  dough	  when	  I	  get	  home.	  	  And	  tell	  mom	  to	  hold	  on	  to	  that	  
gas	  for	  me	  and	  to	  get	  all	  she	  can.	  
	   Well	  Jo,	  I’m	  gonna	  hang	  up	  now.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  	  Hope	  you’re	  having	  a	  good	  time	  with	  
Charlie!	  
P.S.	  Just	  got	  back	  from	  Communion	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  

June	  14,	  1944,	  	  
Wed	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   We	  got	  here	  yesterday.	  	  It	  only	  took	  four	  hours.	  	  The	  name	  of	  the	  place	  is	  Reams	  Field	  and	  its	  nine	  
miles	  from	  San	  Diego.	  	  There’s	  quite	  a	  change	  in	  weather	  here.	  	  It	  isn’t	  even	  half	  as	  warm	  as	  it	  was	  in	  
Holtvile.	  	  It’s	  very	  cool,	  too	  cool	  sometimes.	  
	   I	  don’t	  know	  how	  long	  we’ll	  be	  here.	  	  How’s	  everything	  at	  home?	  	  Nothing	  else	  to	  write	  about.	  	  
Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   	  



	   	  
8	  June	  1944	  

England	  
Dear	  family:	  

I	  hope	  that	  the	  first	  news	  of	  the	  business	  did	  not	  upset	  you	  too	  much	  and	  that	  you	  have	  all	  recovered	  
from	  the	  shock	  by	  now.	  	  I	  can’t	  say	  that	  it	  was	  too	  great	  a	  surprise	  for	  me.	  	  Naturally	  I	  am	  filled	  with	  
some	  anxiety	  and	  anticipation	  at	  the	  moment.	  	  It	  could	  not	  be	  otherwise.	  	  I	  am	  confident	  though,	  as	  we	  
all	  are,	  of	  the	  outcome.	  	  For	  the	  first	  time	  I	  am	  feeling	  the	  tremendous	  weight	  of	  my	  responsibilities.	  	  I	  
shave	  have	  to	  accomplish	  things	  which	  a	  few	  months	  ago	  were,	  or	  seemed	  to	  be,	  something	  I	  was	  only	  
reading	  about,	  discussing	  –	  theoretical.	  	  The	  gauntlet	  has	  been	  thrown	  down,	  I	  must	  pick	  up	  and	  carry	  on	  
without	  failure.	  	  I	  feel	  confident	  in	  my	  ability	  though	  and	  know	  that	  I	  shall	  do	  my	  job	  well.	  

You	  know	  dear	  family	  that	  there	  are	  many,	  many	  things	  I	  should	  like	  to	  tell	  you.	  	  You	  also	  know	  that	  
at	  the	  moment	  –	  it	  is	  impossible	  for	  me	  to	  do	  so.	  	  My	  greatest	  worry	  now	  is	  you	  –	  the	  family	  at	  home.	  	  I	  
should	  feel	  frightfully	  bad	  if	  I	  knew	  that	  I	  were	  the	  cause	  of	  any	  tears	  or	  heartbreak	  for	  you	  all.	  	  You	  must	  
take	  courage	  and	  keep	  the	  faith.	  	  Of	  course	  dangers	  lie	  ahead.	  	  Dangers	  lie	  ahead	  for	  us	  all.	  	  But	  I	  do	  not	  
despair	  of	  it.	  	  I	  will	  do	  my	  best	  in	  the	  service	  of	  my	  country	  which	  has	  given	  us	  all	  so	  much,	  and	  my	  fate	  I	  
entrust	  to	  God	  Almighty.	  

I	  don’t	  mean	  this	  letter	  to	  be	  sentimental	  or	  melancholy.	  If	  it	  is	  I’m	  sorry	  for	  it.	  	  I	  hope	  that	  in	  a	  short	  
time	  I	  may	  be	  able	  to	  write	  more	  joyous	  ones.	  	  At	  the	  present	  time	  I	  think	  you	  all	  can	  appreciate	  my	  
sentiments	  and	  feelings	  and	  make	  allowances	  accordingly.	  

Listen	  Mom	  –	  this	  is	  meant	  for	  you.	  	  You	  are	  always	  with	  me	  wherever	  I	  may	  go.	  	  You	  did	  not	  bring	  up	  
a	  weakling.	  	  You	  did	  a	  magnificent	  job	  with	  us	  all.	  	  Imaging	  10	  of	  us!	  	  Not	  one	  of	  us	  has	  ever	  strayed	  from	  
the	  righteous	  path.	  	  None	  of	  us	  ever	  shall.	  	  This	  is	  the	  greatest	  compliment	  we	  can	  give	  to	  you	  	  I	  think	  I	  
have	  always	  been	  a	  good	  son	  to	  you.	  	  You	  never	  had	  to	  “Bawl	  me	  our”	  or	  “strap”	  me	  very	  much	  –	  did	  you?	  	  
Remember	  Ma	  –	  I	  always	  remember	  you	  in	  my	  prayers	  as	  you	  remember	  me.	  My	  filial	  devotion	  to	  you,	  
you	  have	  never	  doubted.	  	  Hold	  on	  Mom	  because	  your	  son	  will	  come	  back	  to	  you	  before	  long	  this	  time	  to	  
stay.	  

Umberto	  



This story was submitted to the people war Website by a volunteer from Tiverton Museum of Mid Devon Life on behalf of Peggy 
Ellicott 11/29/2005. Excerpted from http://www.bbc.co.uk/history/ww2peopleswar/stories/64/a7392864.shtml 

I was four and a half when WW2 started. I lived with my parents and younger sister at Claypitt Cottage, Howden, Tiverton, which 
was the gardener’s cottage belonging to Howden House — now demolished and which stood on the site which is now Palmerston 
Park. The house belonged to a solicitor — Mr. Johnson — who lived there with his family. When the war started they moved to 
South Africa — leaving the house empty. The property was then taken over by English troops — The Durham Light Infantry and 
after that in 1943 the American 4th Infantry Division. The American troops were stationed in several areas of Tiverton — St. 
Paul’s schoolrooms, which we passed on our way to school each morning. The soldiers always called us over to the window and 
gave us some of their breakfast food, which included oranges which were a great treat. They were also stationed at Collipriest 
House and Westexe Recreation Ground. Knightshayes Court was a Military Hospital for English and Americans. I was walking 
home from school one day — which was at least a mile — a convoy of American forces passed me in our lane. One of the vehicles 
stopped and the driver said “we’ve been looking for a nice little girl like you to give our rations to”. I went home laden with coffee, 
tea and candy. They were very kind to the local children. I now realise they were moving out of the area and were sent to 
Normandy for the D Day landings. Most of that division were killed there. I recently visited Normandy and visited an English Military 
Cemetery where my husband’s brother is buried. We also visited the American Cemetery and saw several headstones showing the 
names of soldiers of that 4th Division and wondered if any of them were the lively young men who were so kind to us. 
See also Nice American Soldier. (http://www.bbc.co.uk/history/ww2peopleswar/user/22/u1260522.shtml ) and BBC - WW2 People's War -
 Tiverton Museum of Mid-Devon Life www.bbc.co.uk/history/ww2peopleswar/user/22/u1260522.shtml  Tiverton Museum of Mid-Devon Life is 
in partnership with the BBC's People's War and is actively involved in collecting World War 2 memories of local people. 
	  
“We	  had	  two	  Jeeps	  typewriters,	  carbines	  and	  off	  we	  went,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  recalled.	  	  “Two	  days	  later	  

we	  were	  in	  the	  English	  Channel.”  
May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz 

1944-‐06-‐09.	   Then,	  much	  to	  his	  surprise,	  he	  found	  himself	  crossing	  the	  Channel	  in	  the	  Normandy	  
Invasion	  with	  the	  first	  invasion	  forces. 

He	  was	  attached	  to	  the	  4th	  infantry	  Division	  and	  landed	  with	  the	  invasion	  forces	  on	  Utah	  Beach	  in	  
support	  of	  the	  82nd	  and	  101st	  Airborne	  divisions	  which	  had	  already	  established	  the	  beachhead.	  May 27, 
1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer	  
	  
It	  was	  stormy,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  recalls	  of	  his	  landing	  on	  “Utah	  Beach”	  in	  an	  LST	  vessel	  with	  the	  4th	  

Infantry	  Division	  June	  9,	  1944,	  the	  third	  day	  of	  the	  invasion	  operations.	  

“We	  had	  waterproofed	  the	  Jeep,	  run	  the	  exhaust	  pipe	  above	  the	  roof	  and	  so	  forth,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  
explained.	  “I	  was	  not	  a	  good	  driver	  at	  that	  point.	  We	  had	  a	  boy	  from	  Washington	  State	  in	  our	  group	  
who	  was	  6’5”	  and	  I	  told	  him,	  ‘Put	  your	  foot	  on	  the	  gas	  when	  we	  go	  into	  the	  water	  and	  don’t	  let	  up.”	  

“I	  never	  had	  such	  a	  bad	  short	  trip,	  and	  when	  we	  got	  on	  the	  beach	  it	  was	  still	  pretty	  rough.	  	  They	  
were	  strafing	  the	  beach,	  and	  the	  German	  planes	  came	  in	  as	  we	  landed,”	  he	  continued.	  	  “I	  dove	  for	  a	  
foxhole	  even	  though	  there	  was	  a	  soldier	  already	  in	  it.	  	  He	  had	  a	  cigar	  still	  lit	  in	  his	  mount.	  	  He	  was	  
dead.”	  

For	  his	  trouble,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  says	  he	  was	  greeted	  by	  
his	  colonel	  with	  “Where	  you	  been?	  We’ve	  been	  
waiting	  for	  you!”	  when	  he	  arrived	  at	  4th	  Division	  
command	  headquarters	  about	  2,000	  feet	  from	  the	  
shore.  May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha 
Stoltz 

“They	  gave	  me	  a	  map	  and	  told	  me	  to	  go	  to	  Ste.-‐
Mère-‐Église,	  the	  town	  made	  famous	  in	  war	  films	  
because	  of	  the	  paratrooper	  whose	  parachute	  got	  
caught	  in	  the	  church	  steeple,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  went	  on.	  	  
“We	  were	  non-‐combatants,	  and	  our	  job	  was	  to	  work	  
with	  the	  civil	  governments	  in	  the	  towns	  to	  keep	  
civilians	  pacified,	  off	  the	  road	  and	  out	  of	  the	  army’s	  
way.”	  

	  
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-‐
7c3K_n1kMfA/UlEoyEAkBtI/AAAAAAAACSM/6aLT8q3WpCk/s16
00/John+Steele.jpg	  



Mr.	  Scafuro’s	  group	  was	  the	  first	  civic	  affairs	  unit	  to	  operate	  in	  liberated	  France,	  and	  remains	  the	  
enduring	  symbol	  of	  liberation	  for	  the	  town.	  

“People	  came	  pouring	  around,”	  he	  recalls.	  “I	  was	  supposed	  to	  set	  up	  a	  headquarters	  so	  I	  did,	  right	  in	  
the	  street.	  	  Then	  an	  American	  colonel	  came	  by	  and	  bawled	  me	  out.	  ‘Get	  it	  the	  hell	  off	  the	  street,’	  he	  
told	  me.	  ‘We’ll	  run	  the	  people	  over.’	  So	  I	  moved	  opposite	  the	  church,	  and	  worked	  with	  Mayor	  
Alexandre	  Renaud	  who	  was	  the	  local	  pharmacist.”	  
May 26, 1994, “Allendale vet at Utah Beach by Marsha Stoltz in The Town Journal 

	  

	  Mr.	  Scafuro’s	  most	  vivid	  memories	  of	  those	  first	  days	  in	  France	  were	  the	  dead	  farm	  animals	  
scattered	  around	  the	  countryside	  and	  the	  “underground	  partisans	  who	  were	  intent	  on	  getting	  
retribution	  from	  those	  who	  had	  collaborated	  with	  the	  Germans	  during	  the	  war.”	  

“They	  were	  shaving	  collaborators’	  hair	  off	  in	  the	  town	  square	  so	  they	  would	  be	  visible.	  	  I	  thought	  
that	  was	  rather	  barbaric	  and	  said	  we	  can’t	  have	  that.	  But	  I	  got	  bawled	  out	  again	  and	  told	  to	  mind	  my	  
own	  business	  they	  weren’t	  being	  hurt	  and	  there	  were	  more	  important	  things	  to	  attend	  to.”	  

The	  civic	  affairs	  unit	  issued	  travel	  passes	  to	  minimize	  the	  presence	  of	  civilians	  on	  the	  few	  secured	  
roads	  which	  were	  needed	  for	  movement	  of	  armed	  troops	  and	  equipment.	  

“The	  first	  day	  we	  were	  set	  up,	  two	  men	  and	  two	  women	  came	  to	  us	  asking	  for	  passes	  They	  said	  they	  
had	  been	  visiting	  friends	  when	  the	  invasion	  broke	  out	  and	  wanted	  to	  get	  back	  to	  their	  families.”	  He	  
remembered.	  	  “There	  was	  something	  strange	  about	  them,	  though.	  	  The	  men	  had	  heavy	  coats	  on	  and	  
wouldn’t	  answer	  my	  questions.	  	  Turns	  out	  they	  were	  disguised	  Germans,	  probably	  pilots,	  harbored	  by	  
the	  French	  women.	  	  We	  turned	  them	  over	  to	  intelligence.” 
May 26, 1994, “Allendale vet at Utah Beach by Marsha Stoltz in The Town Journal- Part 2/3 

  



 



 
 
 

 



	  

Somewhere	  in	  France	  
16	  June	  1944	  
	  
	  
Dear	  Joe:	  
Sorry	  if	  I	  have	  been	  unable	  
to	  write.	  	  Not	  my	  fault.	  	  
Hardly	  ever	  have	  time	  to	  
even	  think.	  	  Sleep	  very	  little	  
and	  am	  damn	  tired,	  with	  
very	  little	  time	  to	  rest.	  
My	  love	  to	  all	  	  -‐-‐	  I	  think	  of	  
you	  always	  –	  Will	  write	  
later.	  	  Now	  I’ve	  seen	  
everything.	  	  Don’t	  worry.	  
Love	  
Al	  
P.S.	  Assure	  Mom	  I’m	  O.K.	  

 
 
 
	   	  



	   	  
17	  June	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe,	  
I’ve	  got	  a	  few	  spare	  moments	  again	  and	  I’m	  just	  dropping	  a	  little	  note	  to	  say	  hellos.	  	  Hope	  you	  bought	  

Marie	  those	  graduation	  flowers	  for	  me.	  
I	  sent	  home	  some	  more	  dough.	  	  Happy	  to	  hear	  you	  are	  paying	  the	  University	  off.	  	  Keep	  the	  receipts.	  	  

They?	  Up	  my	  monthly	  payments	  
This	  work	  I’d	  	  doing	  certainly	  covers	  everything.	  	  Deal	  with	  every	  sort	  of	  situation.	  	  Even	  help	  mothers	  

who	  are	  about	  to	  be	  mothers	  again.	  	  I	  have	  three	  times.	  	  I	  had	  to.	  	  Feed	  starving	  people;	  get	  dead	  people	  
buried;	  get	  wheat	  to	  mill	  into	  flour	  for	  bread;	  supervise	  road	  work	  and	  a	  million	  other	  things	  that	  cannot	  
be	  written	  about.	  	  I’m	  O.K.	  at	  present.	  	  Don’t	  fret.	  	  Love	  to	  Mom.	  

Au	  Revoir	  
Al	  

	  
19	  June	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe,	  
Just	  a	  line	  to	  let	  you	  know	  that	  everything	  is	  going	  along	  as	  well	  as	  can	  be	  expected.	  	  My	  only	  trouble	  

is	  that	  I	  seem	  to	  have	  lost	  my	  appetite.	  	  I	  wish	  I	  could	  eat.	  
I	  haven’t	  received	  your	  other	  packages	  as	  yet.	  	  The	  one	  with	  the	  lighter	  etc.	  Someday	  it	  will	  catch	  up	  

with	  me.	  	  I	  hope.	  	  I	  get	  about	  3	  or	  4	  hours	  sleep	  a	  day	  and	  as	  a	  result	  I	  never	  feel	  very	  	  much	  like	  writing	  
letters	  in	  the	  dark.	  

All	  my	  love	  to	  Mom	  and	  the	  rest.	  	  Tell	  her	  that	  I	  have	  been	  able	  to	  get	  plenty	  of	  good	  wine	  to	  drink.	  It’s	  
a	  necessity	  here.	  

Love	  to	  all	  
Albert	  

	  
	   	  



June	  22,	  1944,	  	  
Ream	  Field	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   I’ve	  just	  finished	  writing	  to	  Ange	  and	  Al	  and	  thought	  I	  better	  include	  you.	  	  I	  received	  all	  the	  sports	  
pages	  and	  Lindy’s	  letters	  yesterday.	  	  They	  were	  good.	  	  Tell	  him	  I	  said	  thanks	  and	  I’ll	  write	  to	  him	  soon.	  	  
I	  was	  sorry	  to	  read	  about	  the	  B’s	  losing	  that	  game.	  	  How	  are	  they	  making	  out?	  
	   I	  still	  haven’t	  touched	  a	  bit	  of	  work	  since	  I’ve	  been	  here.	  	  I	  go	  horseback	  riding	  every;	  once	  in	  
awhile.	  	  But	  most	  of	  the	  time	  I	  am	  laying	  down	  on	  my	  bunk,	  sleeping	  or	  reading.	  	  Saw	  a	  swell	  picture	  
here	  on	  the	  station	  last	  nite.	  	  It’s	  called	  “The	  Adventures	  of	  Mark	  Twain.”	  	  It’s	  a	  new	  one.	  
	   Do	  you	  still	  writ	  to	  “Swannie?”	  	  She’s	  over	  in	  Evansville,	  Ind.,	  right	  now.	  	  She’s	  in	  charge	  of	  a	  
playground	  for	  kids	  over	  there	  and	  plays	  softball	  for	  what	  is	  supposed	  to	  be	  the	  Champion	  girls’	  
softball	  team	  of	  Indiana.	  	  
	   Well	  I’m	  gonna	  hang	  up	  now.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  



	   	  



	   	  



	  
	  
	   France	  

23	  June	  1944	  
	  

Hello	  Folks:	  
How	  y’all?	  I’m	  fine	  thank	  

you.	  	  How	  do	  you	  like	  this	  
captured	  German	  paper	  I’m	  
writing	  on.	  The	  weather	  in	  
France	  is	  much	  more	  
palatable	  than	  that	  of	  
England,	  even	  if	  the	  
atmosphere	  may	  not	  always	  
be.	  

I’m	  sitting	  here	  in	  my	  Civil	  
Affairs	  Office	  hoping	  that	  no	  
one	  interferes	  while	  I	  am	  
writing	  these	  few	  lines.	  	  I	  had	  
a	  pleasurable	  experience	  a	  
little	  while	  ago.	  	  Of	  all	  people	  
Dr.	  Ross	  from	  Allendale	  
walked	  in.	  	  He’s	  a	  Colonel	  
now.	  	  Walked	  in	  by	  accident	  
too.	  We	  had	  a	  nice	  get-‐
together	  over	  some	  good	  
cognac.	  	  I	  think	  he’ll	  be	  
around	  my	  vicinity	  for	  a	  
while.	  

I	  guess	  you’re	  waiting	  for	  
me	  to	  tell	  you	  about	  some	  of	  
my	  experiences.	  	  I	  have	  had	  
many	  and	  after	  the	  war	  I	  
hope	  to	  sit	  down	  with	  you	  all	  
by	  the	  fireside	  and	  give	  you	  
all	  the	  low	  down	  but	  not	  now.	  	  
My	  mind	  isn’t	  functioning	  
very	  well	  lately.	  	  Pretty	  much	  
of	  a	  blank	  too.	  

Well	  nothing	  much	  more	  that	  I	  can	  say	  for	  now.	  	  You	  have	  probably	  read	  all	  about	  my	  “palace:	  in	  the	  
newspapers.	  	  You	  know	  I’ve	  been	  scratching	  like	  hell	  –	  I	  think	  I’m	  lousy.	  	  Love	  Ma	  –	  Lindy,	  Joe,	  Frank,	  
Larry,	  Tony	  &	  all.	  

Albert	  
 
  



	   France	  
26	  June	  1944	  

	  
	  
Hello	  Joe:	  

After	  some	  pretty	  harrowing	  
experiences	  I’m	  finally	  settling	  
down	  to	  almost	  normal.	  	  
Although	  I	  must	  admit,	  that	  one	  is	  
not	  permitted	  to	  forget	  that	  there	  
is	  a	  war	  going	  on	  about	  you.	  

Right	  now	  I	  am	  living	  in	  a	  very	  
comfortable	  home;	  it’s	  our	  office	  
too.	  	  Here	  we	  deal	  with	  all	  the	  
tremendous	  problems	  which	  wars	  
bring.	  	  This	  morning	  I	  had	  an	  old	  
woman	  looking	  for	  her	  husband;	  
another	  looking	  for	  her	  son.	  	  A	  
father	  walks	  in	  looking	  for	  his	  
dead	  son	  who	  is	  supposed	  to	  be	  in	  
my	  town.	  	  I	  help	  him	  find	  him.	  	  
And	  then	  there	  is	  the	  nun.	  	  A	  very	  
sweet	  faced,	  kindly	  looking	  sister.	  	  
She	  has	  a	  group	  of	  bright	  faced	  
little	  orphans	  with	  her.	  	  They	  are	  
homeless.	  	  Can	  I	  help	  them.	  I	  tease	  
the	  sister	  a	  while,	  telling	  her	  I	  
don’t	  like	  Sisters;	  that	  they	  are	  all	  
very	  mean	  at	  least	  they	  were	  to	  
me	  in	  school.	  	  She	  uses	  every	  
technique	  to	  convince	  me	  that	  she	  
is	  very	  kind.	  	  In	  a	  few	  minutes	  I	  
have	  her	  laughing	  and	  troubles	  
are	  momentarily	  forgotten.	  

These	  events	  represent	  only	  a	  few	  of	  the	  numerous	  human	  interest	  events	  that	  take	  place	  daily.	  	  I	  have	  
learned	  one	  thing	  so	  far.	  	  That	  is	  to	  despise	  war	  and	  all	  that	  goes	  with	  it.	  	  I	  hope	  that	  this	  time	  we	  shall	  
learn	  a	  lesson	  and	  that	  war	  in	  the	  future	  shall	  be	  only	  a	  bad	  memory.	  My	  love	  to	  all	  and	  especially	  Mom.	  
Pray	  for	  me	  always	  

Love,	  
Albert	  

 
  



	   Uncertain	  date	  
V…	  -‐	  MAIL	  
Lt.	  Albert	  O.	  Scafuro	  
Det.	  B1D6,	  “B”	  Co.	  
6901	  Civil.	  Aff.	  ,????	  ECAD	  
	  
Hello	  Frank:	  
Your	  news	  bulletin	  was	  certainly	  
welcome	  today.	  I	  was	  getting	  
slightly	  depressed	  because	  of	  the	  
scarcity	  of	  letters	  from	  home.	  Today	  
I	  received	  three.	  	  Even	  got	  one	  from	  
Lindy.	  	  Josephine	  enclosed	  that	  
article	  by	  Curley	  containing	  a	  letter	  
which	  I	  “never	  intended”	  that	  he	  
should	  publish.	  Oh	  yeah!	  It	  wasn’t	  
bad	  was	  it?	  Herald-‐Tribune	  Weekly	  
Posts	  Home	  very	  good	  idea.	  
I’m	  happy	  to	  hear	  that	  you	  read	  that	  
article	  about	  Civil	  Affairs	  in	  the	  
newspaper.	  	  I	  thought	  that	  you	  
would	  probably	  run	  across	  it.	  	  I	  think	  
it	  self-‐explanatory,	  needing	  no	  
further	  elaboration	  from	  this	  source.	  
Maryfil	  must	  certainly	  be	  growing	  
up.	  	  I	  guess	  she	  will	  be	  going	  to	  
school	  by	  the	  time	  I	  get	  back.	  	  Pretty	  
little	  girl	  too.	  	  Beyond	  me	  where	  the	  
good	  looks	  came	  from.	  	  Of	  course	  it	  
must	  be	  on	  the	  Scafuro	  side.	  We	  are	  
a	  handsome	  lot,	  aren’t	  ”I”.	  I	  hope	  Vic	  
isn’t	  just	  spoofing	  about	  that	  
Commission.	  	  That	  would	  be	  great.	  	  
I’m	  rooting	  for	  him.	  	  Carry	  on.	  
	  
Cheerio	  
Al	  
	  

	  



	  
	   	  



	  
	   	  



June	  29,	  1944	  
R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  	  

General	  Leland	  Naval	  Repair	  Station,	  
San	  Diego,	  Calif	  	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
I’m	  going	  to	  write	  this	  to	  you	  in	  a	  hurry	  while	  I	  have	  time.	  	  I	  have	  the	  time	  because	  I	  realize	  it’s	  been	  
almost	  a	  week	  since	  I	  last	  wrote	  to	  you,	  or	  anyone.	  	  But	  I	  have	  been	  receiving	  your	  letters	  and	  I	  also	  
got	  Frank’s	  and	  Lindy’s.	  	  The	  picture	  of	  mom	  looked	  swell.	  
	   As	  you	  can	  see	  by	  my	  address,	  I’m	  not	  with	  squadron	  VC84	  any	  longer.	  	  My	  pilot	  and	  I	  and	  seven	  
other	  gunners	  are	  going	  to	  another	  squadron.	  	  Only	  this	  squadron	  isn’t	  in	  the	  U.S...	  It’s	  in	  Pearl	  Harbor.	  	  
I’m	  telling	  you	  this	  while	  I	  have	  the	  chance	  just	  in	  case	  you	  don’t	  hear	  from	  me	  for	  a	  stretch	  at	  a	  time.	  	  
Four	  of	  the	  gunners	  are	  from	  N.J...	  	  We	  may	  start	  for	  Pearl	  H.	  tomorrow	  or	  it	  may;	  take	  a	  week.	  	  I	  don’t	  
know,	  but	  do	  know	  it	  will	  be	  soon.	  
	   The	  only	  reason	  I’m	  telling	  you	  this	  is	  because	  there	  is	  nothing	  to	  worry	  about.	  	  Pearl	  H	  is	  just	  like	  
another	  training	  base	  in	  the	  U.S.	  and	  I’ll	  probably	  be	  on	  that	  island	  a	  long	  time	  before	  we	  go	  aboard	  
our	  carrier.	  	  Tell	  Frank	  I	  said	  that	  I	  think	  I	  am	  getting	  a	  better	  deal	  this	  way	  because	  if	  I	  would	  have	  
stood	  with	  my	  squadron	  I	  would	  have	  been	  on	  one	  of	  those	  very	  small	  carriers.	  	  But	  now	  I’m	  going	  to	  
be	  on	  a	  large	  carrier	  and	  with	  pilots	  that	  have	  had	  plenty	  of	  action	  and	  had	  experience.	  	  Anyway	  my	  
old	  squadron	  is	  due	  to	  go	  out	  in	  a	  month	  or	  so.	  
	   We’re	  not	  doing	  a	  damn	  thing	  here	  except	  waiting	  to	  hear	  our	  names	  over	  the	  loud	  speaker	  which	  
means	  to	  start	  packing.	  	  While	  waiting	  we’re	  getting	  everything	  ready.	  
	   Well	  Jo	  the	  only	  thing	  I’m	  sorry	  about	  is	  that	  I	  couldn’t	  get	  home	  before	  going	  out.	  	  But	  I	  think	  I’ve	  
been	  pretty	  lucky	  in	  spending	  over	  a	  year	  and	  a	  half	  in	  this	  country.	  	  I’ll	  write	  you	  more	  before	  I	  leave	  
and	  I’ll	  have	  more	  to	  say	  then.	  	  I’ll	  also	  try	  hard	  to	  phone	  before	  leaving.	  
	   Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom	  and	  tell	  her	  I’m	  feeling	  fine.	  	  
	  
P.S.	  	  Don’t	  write	  to	  this	  address.	  	  I	  won’t	  have	  it	  long.	  	  But	  in	  case	  you	  want	  to	  send	  me	  a	  telegram,	  it’s	  
OK.	  
	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  

San	  Diego	  
June	  30	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   How	  is	  everyone?	  	  Fine	  as	  I	  am	  I	  hope.	  	  As	  you	  can	  see,	  I	  am	  still	  here	  in	  San	  Diego.	  	  Jo,	  I	  can’t	  tell	  
you	  when	  I’m	  leaving	  because	  I	  don’t	  know	  myself.	  	  It	  could	  easily	  be	  tomorrow	  as	  it	  could	  be	  two	  
weeks	  from	  now.	  	  Even	  as	  I	  am	  writing	  you	  this	  letter	  I	  have	  to	  sit	  somewhere	  where	  I	  can	  hear	  the	  
loudspeaker	  –	  just	  in	  case	  they	  call	  our	  name.	  
	   As	  long	  as	  Lindy	  won’t	  be	  sending	  me	  the	  sports	  page	  for	  a	  little	  while,	  tell	  him	  I	  said	  that	  he	  
better	  start	  writing	  an	  account	  of	  the	  baseball	  games	  and	  then	  sent	  it	  to	  me	  later.	  
	   Have	  you	  hear	  from	  Mary	  Lou	  lately?	  	  I	  hope	  so.	  
	   Well	  I	  can’t	  think	  of	  anything	  else	  to	  write.	  	  Until	  tomorrow	  give	  my	  love	  to	  mom	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  



San	  Diego	  
Sun.	  July	  2	  

	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
	  
	   Sorry	  I	  didn’t	  write	  sooner.	  	  I	  guess	  by	  now	  Jo	  has	  told	  you	  that	  I	  am	  waiting	  to	  go	  across.	  	  They	  
asked	  for	  seven	  gunners	  from	  our	  squadron.	  	  Four	  of	  us	  are	  from	  N.	  Jersey.	  	  However	  my	  pilot	  is	  still	  
with	  me.	  
	   We’re	  going	  to	  Pearl	  Harbor	  to	  be	  attached	  to	  another	  squadron.	  	  I’m	  not	  sure	  but	  I	  think	  we’re	  
supposed	  to	  be	  there	  by	  the	  22nd.	  	  It	  only	  takes	  four	  or	  five	  days	  to	  get	  there.	  	  I	  think	  we’ll	  be	  getting	  a	  
better	  deal	  this	  way	  because	  the	  squadron	  that	  we’re	  going	  to	  will	  have	  plenty	  of	  experience.	  	  Also	  
another	  thing,	  we	  might	  be	  getting	  a	  large	  aircraft	  carrier	  instead	  of	  a	  small	  one.	  	  However,	  I	  thing	  
we’ll	  be	  at	  P.H.	  a	  long	  time	  before	  we	  go	  to	  meet	  the	  enemy.	  
	   I	  told	  Jo	  not	  to	  write	  to	  me	  while	  I	  was	  here	  because	  I	  didn’t	  know	  for	  sure	  how	  long	  I	  would	  be	  
here.	  	  Well	  you	  can	  tell	  her	  to	  write	  if	  she	  wants	  to	  because	  the	  letter	  will	  catch	  up	  to	  me	  anyway	  if	  I	  
don’t	  get	  them	  here.	  
	   You	  might	  be	  glad	  to	  know	  that	  I	  just	  got	  back	  from	  Mass	  and	  Communion.	  	  I	  was	  surprised	  to	  see	  
so	  many	  Catholics	  at	  Mass.	  	  I	  offered	  it	  up	  to	  pop	  because	  I	  didn’t	  have	  a	  chance	  to	  on	  Father’s	  Day.	  
	   This	  is	  a	  receiving	  and	  repair	  base.	  	  All	  the	  fellows	  who	  just	  get	  back	  or	  are	  heading	  for	  sea	  duty	  
stop	  off	  here.	  	  VCF4	  is	  about	  ready	  to	  go	  out	  so	  this	  transfer	  will	  not	  make	  much	  difference.	  	  I	  think	  I’m	  
going	  to	  like	  it	  more.	  
	   Mary	  Fill	  must	  be	  getting	  to	  be	  quite	  a	  character.	  	  Every	  time	  you	  mention	  some	  of	  the	  things	  she	  
does	  I	  can	  just	  picture	  her.	  	  Tell	  her	  that	  Uncle	  Ralph	  sends	  his	  love.	  
	   Sorry	  I	  had	  to	  put	  you	  through	  all	  that	  trouble	  about	  getting	  the	  money	  ready	  to	  send	  to	  me	  for	  
my	  leave.	  	  I	  was	  ready	  a	  couple	  times	  to	  come	  home.	  	  That’s	  all	  for	  now.	  	  Say	  Hello	  to	  Fil.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  

San	  Diego,	  Calif	  
4th	  of	  July	  

Bang!	  Bang!	  
	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Well	  here	  is	  another	  fourth	  of	  July.	  	  It’s	  10	  minutes	  past	  10AM	  here	  so	  it	  must	  be	  10	  minutes	  past	  
two	  pm	  there	  and	  all	  the	  ball	  games	  going	  on.	  	  I	  hope	  you	  all	  have	  a	  good	  time.	  
	   I’m	  still	  here	  in	  Diego	  waiting.	  	  I’m	  sorry	  but	  I	  can’t	  think	  of	  anything	  to	  write.	  	  So	  I	  think	  I’ll	  close	  
now	  and	  get	  a	  little	  sleep	  before	  chow.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  	  Hope	  everything	  is	  OK.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	  



	   	  



	   	  



http://culturevisuelle.org/dejavu/files/2013/11/04-Life-
August-7-1944-page-27.jpg 

1944-‐07-‐12	  Scafuro	  vividly	  
remembers	  the	  death	  of	  4th	  Division	  Brig.	  
Gen.	  Quentin	  Roosevelt	  (Ed:	  	  correction	  -‐	  
Theodore	  Roosevelt	  III	  }	  and	  the	  
general’s	  burial	  in	  Sainte-‐Mère-‐Église.	  
May 27, 1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture 
memories” by Grace Archer 

 
In	  Sainte-‐Mère-‐Église,	  Normandy,	  

France,	  Albert	  became	  friends	  with	  
Mayor	  Alexandre	  Renaud	  and	  Madame	  
Renaud,	  with	  whom	  he	  corresponded	  
through	  the	  years.	  Mme.	  Renaud	  	  is	  
shown	  in	  a	  photograph	  taking	  care	  of	  
Brig	  Gen	  Theodore	  Roosevelt	  Jr.’s	  grave	  
(*Theodore "Ted" Roosevelt III (generally known as 
Theodore, Jr.) (September 13, 1887 – July 12, 1944), was 
an American political and business leader, a veteran of both 
the world wars, who was awarded the Medal of Honor. He 
was the eldest son of President Theodore Roosevelt and 
Edith Roosevelt. One month after the landing at Utah Beach, 
he died of a heart attack in France.  He is buried at the 
American cemetery in Normandy, next to his brother, 
Quentin, a WW I air corps pilot shot down and killed behind 
enemy lines July 14, 1918. After the war, he and his brother 
Quentin, a Lt who died in the First World War, were buried 
side by side at the US Military Cemetery, Colville-sur-Mer, 
Omaha Beach, Normandy, France. 

Among	  the	  happier	  memories	  of	  Ste.	  
Mère-‐Église	  is	  the	  sight	  of	  Madame	  
Renaud	  preparing	  his	  first	  Crepes	  Suzette	  
on	  a	  small,	  iron,	  wood-‐burning	  stove	  in	  
her	  kitchen,	  at	  the	  rear	  of	  the	  Renaud	  
pharmacy.	  

http://www.usaaftroopcarrier.com/Normandy-‐-‐
fromITV/TheRenauds.htm	  

1945: Alexandre Renaud, with wife Simone, are 
visited by troopers of the 508th PIR on the first 
anniversary of the liberation of Ste.-Mère-Église. 
In the background is the Renaud's pharmacy, 
now operated by son, Henri-Jean. 

	  

	   	  



 

Adoption Of American Military Graves In Europe  Common Practice 

 
The idea of caring for American graves 
began not long after the Normandy Invasion 
of June 6, 1944. One of the first French 
citizens to tend the grave of a fallen 
American soldier was Simone Renaud, of St. 
Mere Eglise, France. This photo, taken by 
Life Magazine photographer Ralph Morse, 
shows Mme. Renaud placing flowers on the 
grave of Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. at the 
American military cemetery in Normandy.	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

By ALEX McRAE alex@newnan.com When 
Netherlands resident Marco Weijers adopted the grave of Newnan's Albert Partridge, he became 
one of 8,301 local residents who adopted the grave of an American soldier at the American Military 
Cemetery in Margraten, Netherlands. According to Newnan resident and World War II veteran 
Gene Cook, adoption of American military graves is now a fairly common practice at the American 
military cemeteries scattered across the European continent. Cook says the idea of caring for 
American graves began not long after the Normandy Invasion of June 6, 1944. One of the first 
French citizens to tend the grave of a fallen American soldier was Simone Renaud, whose husband 
was mayor of St. Mere Eglise, France, which was the first town liberated by Allied forces when 
American paratroopers landed there before dawn on June 6, 1944, and suffered heavy losses before 
claiming victory. Mme. Renaud became famous when Life Magazine photographer Ralph Morse 
photographed her at the newly-opened military cemetery in Normandy placing flowers on the 
grave of Theodore Roosevelt Jr. just weeks after the Normandy invasion. After the article appeared 
in Life, Mme. Renaud was swamped with requests from American families asking her to tend the 
graves of their lost loved ones. She did all she could personally and organized countless others to 
follow her lead. That tradition endures today. Cook says because of Mme. Renaud's efforts in 
tending the graves of fallen Americans, she became known as the Mother of Normandie, which is 
home to the largest and most heavily-visited American military cemetery in Europe. Mme. 

Renaud's son, Henri-Jean is 
Cook's best friend in 
Normandie and the two 
correspond regularly, Cook 
said. A documentary film 
was released last year about 
Mme. Renaud and her 
lifelong mission to honor 
those who made the ultimate 
sacrifice to liberate Europe 
from German oppression. 

 
http://www.times-‐

herald.com/local/Adoption-‐of-‐American-‐
military-‐graves-‐in-‐Europe-‐common-‐practice-‐

-‐ 2031722	  	  

	  
http://www.motherofnormandy.com/	  	  



Tuesday	  nite,	  	  
July	  25	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   The	  mail	  is	  finally	  beginning	  to	  arrive.	  	  I	  received	  four	  letters	  from	  you,	  three	  from	  Frank,	  and	  
Lindy’s	  Sports	  page.	  	  It	  sure	  was	  good	  to	  read	  all	  those	  letters.	  	  By	  the	  way	  how	  long	  does	  it	  take	  to	  
receive	  a	  letter	  from	  me?	  	  For	  your	  information,	  I	  haven’t	  received	  the	  newspaper	  yet.	  	  You	  better	  tell	  
them	  my	  address	  has	  changed.	  	  Maybe	  you	  better	  not,	  because	  it	  will	  be	  changed	  again	  in	  about	  a	  
month.	  	  
	   Frank	  included	  a	  coupla	  letters	  he	  got	  from	  Al.	  	  Glad	  to	  see	  he’s	  OK.	  	  I	  had	  forgotten	  all	  about	  
Frankie	  being	  in	  Honolulu.	  	  I	  already	  told	  you	  that	  Brad	  Donohue	  and	  Ed	  Unser	  have	  left	  here.	  	  	  
	   Before	  I	  forget,	  here	  is	  Mary	  Lou’s	  add.	  
“2208N.	  5th	  Ave.,	  Evansville,	  10,	  IND.”	  
	   I	  think	  that’s	  a	  good	  idea	  about	  learning	  to	  drive.	  	  I	  wouldn’t	  give	  up	  until	  I	  got	  my	  license	  if	  I	  were	  
you.	  
	   I	  might	  be	  sending	  home	  some	  money	  in	  the	  next	  few	  days.	  	  I’d	  like	  to	  start	  a	  bank	  account.	  	  Can	  
you	  do	  that	  for	  me?	  	  Maybe	  I’d	  better	  tell	  Frank	  to	  do	  it.	  
	   Well	  tell	  mom	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  and	  that	  I	  pray	  for	  the	  whole	  family	  every	  nite.	  	  Give	  her	  all	  my	  love.	  	  
Glad	  to	  hear	  that	  she’s	  taking	  everything	  like	  a	  wonderful	  mom.	  
	   Have	  to	  write	  to	  Frank	  and	  Swannie	  now.	  	  	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	  

Thursday,	  
July	  27	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   I	  wrote	  a	  letter	  to	  Al	  last	  nite.	  	  That’s	  why	  I	  skipped	  you.	  
	   I’m	  going	  to	  see	  what	  should	  be	  a	  very	  god	  game	  Sunday	  afternoon.	  	  The	  Navy	  is	  playing	  the	  Army	  
and	  they’re	  both	  tied	  for	  the	  league	  lead.	  	  There	  ought	  to	  be	  at	  least	  35,000	  people	  jammed	  into	  the	  
stadium.	  
	   Enclosed	  I	  am	  sending	  the	  first	  of	  my	  money	  orders	  for	  $85.	  	  I’m	  hoping	  that	  you	  will	  put	  this	  in	  
the	  bank	  for	  me	  and	  continue	  to	  do	  so	  with	  the	  rest	  I	  send	  home.	  	  I’ll	  probably	  need	  it	  later.	  	  Please	  let	  
me	  know	  as	  soon	  as	  you	  receive	  it.	  	  Say	  hello	  to	  all.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	   	  



	  
	  

26	  July	  1944	  
	  

Dear	  Folks:	  
	  
So	  dark	  I	  can	  hardly	  see.	  	  Mail	  hasn’t	  been	  good	  lately.	  I	  must	  have	  loads	  of	  

it	  held	  up	  some	  damn	  place.	  
Haven’t	  time	  to	  write	  about	  much.	  	  Still	  waiting	  for	  my	  promotion.	  	  Yes	  and	  

the	  “Chump”	  may	  get	  a	  decoration	  on	  these	  days	  too!	  	  Keep	  your	  fingers	  crossed!	  
Say,	  sometime	  when	  you	  all	  have	  a	  nice	  big	  dinner,	  Sunday	  dinner,	  under	  

the	  Arbor	  invite	  my	  gal	  –	  Marie	  over	  with	  her	  Mom	  &	  Pop.	  Set	  a	  chair	  for	  me	  too	  
will	  you.	  	  I	  want	  you	  all	  to	  meet	  her.	  	  Just	  a	  crazy	  thought,	  only	  I	  intend	  to	  marry	  
the	  girl.	  	  At	  least	  that’s	  the	  way	  I	  feel	  now.	  	  So	  dark	  I	  can’t	  see	  what	  the	  hell	  I’m	  
writing	  and	  perhaps	  I	  sound	  like	  it	  too.	  	  All	  my	  love	  to	  my	  Mom	  and	  all	  of	  you.	  	  

Sincerely	  
	   	   Al	  	   	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	   	  

	  
A	  dinner	  in	  1937	  “under	  the	  arbor”.	  	  	  
From	  left:	  	  Josie,	  “Mom”,	  Maggie	  

In	  front:	  Filippa	  	  	  	  Glass	  raised:	  	  Grandpa	  “Raphaele:”	  Scafuro	  



	   	  
30	  July	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe:	  
I	  got	  a	  letter	  from	  you	  yesterday.	  	  It	  was	  good	  to	  hear	  from	  you.	  	  First	  letter	  in	  quite	  a	  long	  time.	  	  So	  

now	  you’re	  engaged.	  	  Well	  hurry	  up	  and	  get	  married	  will	  you?	  All	  kidding	  aside	  –	  my	  very	  best	  wishes	  
and	  a	  big	  kiss	  little	  sister.	  	  Sorry	  couldn’t	  be	  there	  to	  enjoy	  everything.	  

Glad	  Mom	  is	  taking	  everything	  so	  well.	  	  She’s	  great.	  	  Give	  her	  my	  love.	  	  I’m	  in	  a	  terrific	  mood.	  	  Don’t	  
feel	  like	  writing	  or	  anything.	  	  Love	  to	  all.	  

Sincerely	  
Albert	  

 
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO  Home	  Address	  	  	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J.	  

France	  
7	  August	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
I	  haven’t	  been	  able	  to	  write	  for	  the	  past	  few	  days.	  	  I	  don’t	  know	  

when	  I	  shall	  be	  able	  to	  mail	  this	  one,	  bit	  I	  may	  just	  as	  well	  have	  it	  
written.	  	  It’s	  difficult	  to	  stay	  in	  one	  place	  any	  length	  of	  time	  at	  the	  
rate	  our	  forces	  are	  advancing.	  

So	  far	  I’ve	  been	  fortunate	  enough	  to	  see	  a	  good	  deal	  of	  France;	  
at	  least	  I’ve	  been	  in	  practically	  every	  important	  place	  we	  have	  
“liberated”.	  I’d	  like	  to	  come	  back	  and	  visit	  some	  of	  these	  places	  in	  
peace	  time	  	  -‐-‐	  maybe	  on	  my	  honeymoon!	  

The	  “big	  berthas”	  are	  making	  a	  helluva	  racket	  and	  it’s	  difficult	  
to	  concentrate	  on	  letter	  writing.	  	  I’ll	  stop.	  	  Love	  to	  all	  and	  may	  you	  
all	  be	  well.	  

Love	  
Al	  

 
  

	  
"Big Bertha" - Dicke Bertha - literal translation 
"Fat or heavy Bertha" — a type of super-heavy 
howitzer developed by the armaments 
manufacturer Krupp in Germany on the eve of 
WWI. The name subsequently came to be 
applied generically by the Allies to any very 
large German gun. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Big_Bertha_(howitz
er)  



Monday	  nite,	  
July	  31	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   In	  case	  you	  have	  been	  wondering,	  I’ve	  been	  receiving	  all	  of	  your	  letters.	  	  I	  was	  certainly	  surprised	  
Sat.	  Morning	  when	  I	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  you	  addressed	  to	  this	  squadron.	  	  I	  never	  expected	  on	  so	  
soon.	  	  I	  thought	  it	  would	  take	  at	  least	  another	  week.	  	  Your	  letter	  took	  only	  three	  or	  four	  days	  to	  get	  
here.	  	  I	  hope	  you	  are	  receiving	  mine	  as	  quick	  as	  that.	  
	   I	  received	  a	  honey	  of	  a	  baseball	  hat	  from	  a	  player	  I	  know	  on	  the	  N.Y.	  Giants	  team.	  
	   Glad	  to	  hear	  that	  mom	  and	  you	  are	  going	  out	  a	  little.	  
	   I	  went	  to	  early	  mass	  and	  communion	  yesterday	  and	  then	  saw	  a	  ball	  game.	  	  Guess	  who	  I	  met	  at	  
mass?	  	  Ray	  Casey	  from	  Waldwick.	  
	   I	  wrote	  Al	  a	  letter	  yesterday.	  	  Got	  another	  letter	  from	  you	  today.	  	  I’m	  allowed	  to	  write	  all	  I	  want	  to	  
now.	  
	   Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom	  and	  all.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
 

Tuesday	  nite	  
Aug.	  1,	  1944	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Received	  another	  letter	  from	  you	  this	  afternoon.	  	  Glad	  to	  see	  that	  mom	  and	  you	  are	  both	  going	  out.	  
Keep	  it	  up	  for	  my	  morale.	  
	   If	  Frank	  is	  still	  there,	  tell	  him	  the	  reason	  I	  haven’t	  been	  writing	  his	  is	  because	  there	  isn’t	  any	  news	  
that	  I	  can	  write	  him.	  	  Give	  Fil,	  MaryFil	  and	  Frank	  my	  regards	  though.	  I	  almost	  got	  into	  some	  serious	  
trouble	  for	  writing	  something	  I	  shouldn’t	  have	  in	  a	  letter.	  	  But	  it’s	  O.K.	  now.	  
	   Have	  you	  received	  the$45	  I	  sent	  you?	  	  Let	  me	  know.	  	  I	  may	  also	  send	  home	  some	  clothes	  in	  a	  
coupla	  days.	  	  I’ll	  send	  some	  winter	  underwear,	  my	  pea	  coat,	  blues,	  etc.	  	  You	  can	  wear	  the	  underwear.	  
(Ha-‐Ha)	  
	   Glad	  you’re	  hearing	  from	  Al.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
 
	   	  



Thursday	  
Aug	  3	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Received	  another	  letter	  from	  you	  today.	  	  In	  answer	  to	  your	  question,	  I	  don’t	  need	  anything	  so	  
thanks.	  	  There’s	  nothing	  you	  can	  send,	  except	  some	  newspapers.	  	  There’s	  one	  other	  thing	  you	  can	  
send	  me.	  	  How	  about	  a	  nice	  blonde?	  
	   Well	  another	  week	  is	  practically	  gone	  which	  means	  we’re	  that	  much	  closer	  to	  victory.	  	  The	  time	  
moves	  by	  pretty	  fast	  here	  and	  before	  you	  know	  I	  might	  be	  home	  some	  day.	  
	   Wish	  I	  could	  write	  more	  but	  there	  isn’t	  very	  much	  more	  I	  can	  say.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
 

Wednesday	  nite	  
Aug	  9,	  1944	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   It	  is	  getting	  dark	  out	  right	  now	  so	  I’m	  going	  to	  hurry	  this	  letter	  to	  you.	  
	   Things	  happened	  fast	  since	  I	  last	  wrote	  you.	  	  For	  one	  thing	  I	  am	  aboard	  a	  ship	  now	  and	  that’s	  
where	  I’m	  writing	  you	  from.	  	  And	  I’m	  no	  longer	  with	  Torpedo	  Squadron	  100	  as	  of	  last	  nite.	  	  Instead	  
I’m	  with	  Composite	  Squadron	  76	  now	  and	  there	  isn’t	  very	  much	  difference.	  
	   The	  only	  other	  guy	  that	  was	  transferred	  with	  me	  is	  my	  radio-‐gunner.	  	  So	  everything	  is	  still	  okay.	  
	   I’ll	  write	  to	  you	  again	  tomorrow	  so	  good	  nite	  for	  now.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  	  Tell	  Frank	  I	  said	  I’m	  
sorry	  he	  has	  to	  change	  the	  address	  every	  week	  but	  I	  can’t	  help	  it.	  	  I	  think	  this	  one	  here	  will	  stick	  with	  
me	  for	  quite	  awhile.	  	  This	  squadron	  is	  about	  the	  same	  as	  the	  one	  I	  was	  in	  before	  –	  VC84.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	  
  



 

	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO	   Home	  Address	  	  	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	   	  

France	  
9	  August	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
Still	  taking	  a	  sort	  of	  “little	  vacation”	  and	  everything	  goes	  well.	  	  I’m	  getting	  a	  nice	  rest	  and	  very	  

thankful	  for	  it;	  	  I	  needed	  one.	  	  I’m	  expecting	  to	  receive	  some	  of	  those	  newspapers	  you	  once	  mentioned	  in	  
one	  of	  your	  letters.	  	  As	  yet	  I	  have	  received	  nothing.	  

It’s	  very	  hot	  today	  and	  frankly	  I	  feel	  awfully	  lazy.	  	  If	  I	  can	  dig	  up	  enough	  energy	  I’ll	  wriggle	  out	  from	  
under	  this	  shady	  tree	  and	  go	  to	  sleep	  in	  the	  sun.	  	  Maybe	  I	  can	  have	  a	  tan	  by	  the	  time	  I	  get	  home!	  	  I’ve	  
already	  mustered	  out	  a	  pretty	  healthy	  looking	  mustache!	  

I	  haven’t	  seen	  Doc	  Ross	  in	  quite	  sometime	  now.	  	  We	  just	  sort	  of	  got	  ourselves	  a	  little	  separated.	  	  How	  
is	  Lawrence	  doing?	  Gee	  Barbara	  Anne	  must	  really	  be	  a	  little	  chatter-‐box	  by	  now.	  	  She	  really	  has	  to	  go	  
some	  though	  to	  match	  her	  mother!	  

Can’t	  make	  any	  more	  loose	  talk	  so	  I	  will	  just	  quit	  here.	  	  Tell	  Mom	  I	  could	  really	  sit	  down	  to	  one	  of	  her	  
meals	  now.	  	  I	  think	  I	  could	  eat	  just	  bowls	  and	  bowls	  of	  good	  Italian	  Salad.	  	  Boy,	  oh	  boy	  how	  you	  miss	  
those	  little	  things.	  	  Give	  Mom	  my	  love	  and	  let’s	  here	  some	  real	  news.	  

Love	  
Al	  
	  

{Ed:	  Uncle	  Al	  was	  a	  master	  salad	  maker.	  	  One	  of	  the	  techniques	  he	  taught	  us	  was	  to	  rub	  a	  wooden	  
bowl	  with	  the	  cut	  side	  of	  a	  clove	  of	  garlic	  to	  give	  just	  a	  hint	  of	  flavor	  to	  the	  salad.}	  	  	  
	  
  



Friday	  morning	  
Aug	  11,	  1944	  

	  
Dear	  Jo	  
	  
	   Haven’t	  heard	  from	  you	  in	  a	  couple	  of	  days,	  but	  I	  expected	  that.	  	  I	  guess	  I	  won’t	  receive	  any	  mail	  
for	  about	  a	  week.	  
	   I	  hope	  you	  haven’t	  told	  the	  newspapers	  to	  change	  my	  address	  yet.	  	  Because	  if	  you	  have	  you’ll	  have	  
to	  tell	  them	  to	  change	  it	  again	  to	  Composite	  Squadron	  76.	  
	   I	  haven’t	  yet	  met	  the	  other	  aircrewmen	  in	  this	  squadron	  but	  I	  hope	  to	  soon.	  	  But	  from	  what	  I	  hear,	  
the	  pilots	  of	  this	  squadron	  and	  their	  aircrewmen	  are	  all	  pretty	  good	  fellas.	  
	   I’ll	  bet	  you	  couldn’t	  ever	  guess	  what	  I’m	  doing	  while	  I’m	  writing	  to	  you.	  I’m	  smoking	  a	  cigar	  of	  all	  
things!	  	  Oh,	  I	  don’t	  smoke	  them	  often	  –	  only	  in	  between	  cigarettes	  sometimes.	  	  Right	  now	  it’s	  getting	  in	  
my	  way	  and	  I	  can’t	  see	  where	  I’m	  writing.	  
	   By	  the	  way,	  Mary	  Lou’s	  address	  right	  now	  is	  “1362	  Mississippi	  Blvd.,	  Memphis,	  6,	  Tenn.	  
	   Well	  how	  is	  everyone	  at	  home?	  	  Heard	  from	  Al	  lately?	  	  Sister	  Al.	  wrote	  to	  me.	  	  Just	  before	  I	  left	  the	  
last	  squadron	  so	  I’ll	  try	  to	  answer	  her	  letter.	  	  Hope	  mom	  is	  feeling	  fine.	  	  Tell	  her	  not	  to	  worry	  about	  me.	  	  
We	  even	  have	  a	  chapel	  and	  chaplain	  aboard	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	  

Sunday	  evening	  
Aug	  12,	  1944	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Just	  a	  short	  letter	  to	  let	  you	  know	  that	  I	  am	  well	  as	  I	  hope	  everyone	  at	  home	  is	  also.	  
	   Today	  is	  Sunday	  (but	  I	  lost	  track	  of	  the	  date)	  and	  I	  attended	  mass	  in	  our	  new	  little	  chapel	  aboard	  
ship.	  	  I	  also	  went	  to	  communion.	  	  And	  That	  is	  one	  thing	  That	  I	  want	  mom	  and	  you	  to	  understand.	  	  Just	  
in	  case	  something	  should	  ever	  happen,	  always	  remember	  that	  I’m	  keeping	  my	  peace	  with	  God	  and	  
that	  [my]	  soul	  is	  clear.	  	  Church	  services	  are	  held	  every	  day	  aboard	  ship.	  
	   I	  slept	  out	  on	  the	  fan	  tail	  (aft	  end	  of	  ship)	  last	  nite.	  It	  was	  nice	  and	  cool	  with	  the	  moon	  and	  stars	  
overhead	  and	  nothing	  but	  ocean	  surrounding.	  
	   I	  think	  [of]	  you	  all	  often.	  	  Remember	  that	  in	  case	  you	  don’t	  hear	  from	  me	  for	  some	  time,	  not	  to	  
worry.	  	  I’m	  going	  to	  write	  as	  often	  as	  I	  can.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom	  and	  tell	  her	  I’m	  fine.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	  





 
 



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

France	  
12	  August	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
Yesterday	  was	  really	  a	  red	  letter	  day	  for	  me.	  	  Really	  hit	  the	  jack-‐pot.	  	  I	  received	  about	  3	  letters	  from	  

Joe	  ?????	  2	  of	  Frank’s	  bulletins,	  1	  from	  Ange,	  1	  from	  Ralph,	  3	  from	  Marie,	  2	  from	  Janine,	  and	  a	  couple	  of	  
other	  miscellaneous	  ones	  including	  Alumni	  bulletin!	  Quite	  a	  haul	  ????	  what?	  	  Really	  I	  almost	  went	  
hysterical	  with	  joy.	  	  I	  just	  spread	  them	  on	  the	  ground,	  danced	  around	  them	  and	  exulted	  in	  crazy	  
laughter.	  	  ?????	  of	  my	  friends	  thought	  I	  was	  acting	  abnormally	  	  ?????	  all.	  	  That’s	  the	  way	  we	  all	  are!	  

I	  don’t	  have	  the	  time	  to	  convey	  thanks,	  or	  write	  letters	  to	  all	  of	  you	  individually,	  and	  since	  Frank	  and	  
family	  are	  still	  in	  Allendale	  presumably	  this	  letter	  will	  I	  am	  sure	  suffice.	  	  In	  answer	  to	  your	  questions	  as	  I	  
remember	  them	  (I	  destroy	  your	  letters	  after	  reading)	  I	  am	  feeling	  fine	  –	  in	  tip	  top	  shape	  etc.	  	  My	  
“appetite”	  has	  been	  very	  good.	  	  I’m	  getting	  to	  be	  a	  real	  veteran!.	  	  In	  answer	  to	  your	  curiosity	  Frank	  your	  
first	  guess	  is	  more	  nearly	  correct	  and	  is	  so.	  	  I’m	  very	  satisfied	  the	  way	  you	  are	  handling	  my	  account	  and	  
payments	  and	  wish	  you	  to	  continue	  in	  the	  best	  way	  you	  see	  fit.	  	  However	  –	  don’t	  leave	  me	  penniless.	  

As	  for	  Marie,	  I	  feel	  that	  I	  am	  quite	  serious	  about	  her,	  although	  Janine	  is	  by	  no	  means	  out	  of	  the	  
picture.	  I’m	  just	  keeping	  two	  in	  the	  fire.	  	  I’ll	  let	  the	  future	  take	  its	  course.	  	  No	  use	  getting	  bothered	  too	  
much	  at	  present.	  	  If	  I	  meet	  someone	  else	  in	  the	  meantime	  –	  I	  can	  always	  “reconsider”.	  	  This	  is	  a	  “shrewd”	  
game!	  

At	  present	  I	  am	  gallivanting	  around	  Brittany.	  	  Much	  nicer	  –	  more	  scenic	  etc.	  than	  Normandy.	  	  
Anything	  in	  the	  papers	  about	  me	  yet?	  	  I	  mean	  the	  big	  papers.	  	  I	  did	  have	  an	  interview	  with	  those	  6	  
correspondents.	  	  All	  for	  today	  folks	  –	  see	  you	  later.	  	  Boy	  wish	  I	  could	  –	  Love	  to	  Mom	  &	  all.	  

Al	  
	  
 
  



	  
Albert	  may	  have	  gone	  to	  this	  chateau	  near	  Epernay.	  

“Do	  you	  remember	  way	  back	  when	  I	  used	  to	  talk	  of	  a	  
peaceful	  chateau.	   	  

LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

France	  
13	  August	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
I	  find	  life	  at	  this	  Chateau	  very	  restful	  and	  

quite	  enjoyable.	  	  This	  is	  one	  palace	  I	  want	  to	  
tell	  you	  about	  when	  I	  get	  an	  opportunity.	  
I	  just	  returned	  from	  11	  o’clock	  Mass.	  	  

There’s	  a	  lovely	  little	  church	  just	  a	  short	  
distance	  away.	  	  Not	  many	  people	  in	  this	  
small	  village	  -‐	  but	  they	  do	  make	  much	  of	  
their	  churches.	  	  The	  church	  was	  very	  
crowded	  with	  French	  civilians	  and	  just	  a	  
handful	  of	  American	  soldiers.	  	  People	  here	  
have	  not	  had	  a	  chance	  to	  see	  many	  soldiers	  
and	  we	  were	  quite	  the	  subjects	  of	  a	  good	  
deal	  of	  attention.	  	  I	  rather	  relish	  in	  that.	  	  

After	  Mass	  people	  would	  just	  crowd	  around	  and	  stare.	  	  Then	  the	  handshaking	  began.	  	  The	  French	  are	  
undoubtedly	  the	  greatest	  handshakers	  in	  the	  world.	  	  Everybody	  wants	  to	  shake	  hands	  with	  you.	  	  Last	  
night	  I	  was	  invited	  to	  a	  woman’s	  home	  for	  dinner.	  	  Very	  nice	  little	  French	  widow.	  	  I	  really	  enjoyed	  myself.	  	  
I	  had	  chicken,	  French	  fires,	  salad,	  wine,	  cider,	  Calvados,	  Cognac,	  and	  coffee.	  	  I	  got	  a	  little	  “tight”	  I	  guess,	  
because	  I	  sure	  felt	  better	  than	  I	  ever	  felt	  before	  –	  that	  is	  since	  coming	  to	  France.	  	  The	  “kid”	  knows	  how	  to	  
take	  care	  of	  himself	  –	  so	  don’t	  worry.	  	  Yesterday	  some	  Frenchmen	  told	  me	  2	  “Hermies”	  had	  just	  gone	  
down	  the	  road	  on	  bikes	  dressed	  as	  civilians.	  	  Here	  was	  my	  chance	  thought	  I	  but	  lo	  and	  behold	  after	  
overtaking	  them	  and	  with	  my	  machine	  gun	  cocked	  and	  ready	  –	  they	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  innocent	  
Frenchmen	  with	  German	  Bikes.	  	  Ho	  hum	  

Love	  –	  Al	  
 
	   	  



August	  16,	  1944	  
Wednesday	  
	  
Dear	  Frank	  and	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil,	  
	  
	   It’s	  been	  a	  long	  time	  since	  I’ve	  dropped	  you	  a	  line	  and	  feel	  as	  thought	  I	  owe	  you	  an	  apology	  in	  one	  
manner	  and	  than	  again	  haven’t	  forgotten	  you	  unless	  Jo	  didn’t	  mention	  anything	  to	  you	  in	  my	  past	  
letters	  to	  her	  regarding	  the	  Home	  Front	  News	  and	  your	  family.	  
	   However	  this	  morning	  your	  letter	  arrived	  with	  Vol	  IV	  #3	  News	  and	  see	  where	  you	  left	  me	  out	  in	  
the	  cold	  with	  not	  even	  a	  question	  mark,	  so	  this	  prompts	  me	  all	  the	  more	  if	  you’ll	  please	  remember	  me	  
to	  all	  the	  boys	  in	  the	  service	  and	  at	  home.	  
	   The	  main	  reason	  for	  not	  writing	  is	  that	  time	  is	  limited	  as	  we	  now	  have	  a	  new	  first	  Sgt	  and	  our	  
work	  has	  increased	  about	  fifty	  percent	  more	  so	  if	  you	  don’t	  get	  work	  from	  me	  after	  any	  period	  of	  time	  
you’ll	  understand	  as	  I’m	  always	  in	  thought	  of	  you	  all,	  it	  seems	  that	  there’s	  less	  work	  being	  done	  
overseas	  than	  a	  cantonment	  like	  this,	  aside	  from	  the	  fierce	  fighting	  and	  loss	  of	  sleep	  etc.	  
	   After	  I	  complete	  this	  letter	  to	  you	  we	  are	  proceeding	  to	  the	  hospital	  for	  yellow	  fever	  shots	  and	  a	  
few	  more	  to	  go	  along	  with	  them	  etc.	  
	   Before	  closing	  may	  I	  say	  I	  may	  have	  the	  opportunity	  of	  seeing	  you	  soon	  again,	  as	  the	  new	  
application	  for	  a	  furlough	  went	  in	  to	  be	  effective	  in	  Sept.	  on	  or	  about	  the	  11th	  or	  12th,	  I	  guess	  I’m	  very	  
fortunate	  again	  to	  be	  starting	  the	  new	  year	  which	  started	  July	  1	  giving	  me	  my	  first	  15	  days	  for	  the	  new	  
fiscal	  year	  leaving	  a	  balance	  of	  15	  to	  be	  had	  after	  six	  months	  of	  the	  same	  year.	  
	   Now	  Frank	  again	  please	  check	  with	  Jo	  and	  ask	  her	  not	  to	  be	  too	  absentminded	  as	  to	  my	  asking	  
about	  you.	  
	   Until	  we	  meet	  again	  as	  always	  my	  best	  to	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil	  and	  keep	  the	  home	  fires	  burning	  as	  it	  
looks	  pretty	  close	  to	  the	  end	  of	  the	  war.	  
	  
	   Sincerely	  in	  thought	  of	  you	  all.	  
	   Charlie	  
	   	  



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

17	  August	  1944	  
Hello	  Frank:	  

I	  received	  your	  Aug	  2nd	  Home	  Front	  Bulletin	  yesterday.	  My	  mail	  is	  coming	  in	  quite	  regularly	  now	  so	  I	  
don’t	  have	  much	  to	  gripe	  about.	  	  I’m	  not	  at	  all	  surprised	  that	  your	  are	  following	  Gorrell’s**	  column	  with	  
interest.	  

I	  had	  a	  very	  nice	  letter	  from	  Janine	  yesterday.	  	  Her	  pop	  is	  over	  here,	  although	  I	  haven’t	  had	  the	  
opportunity	  nor	  the	  occasion	  to	  meet	  him	  as	  yet	  –	  but	  expect	  to.	  	  Between	  Janine	  and	  Marie	  I’m	  left	  quite	  
in	  a	  daze.	  	  Of	  course	  Janine	  still	  reminds	  me	  in	  each	  letter	  of	  her	  family’s	  intention	  of	  returning	  and	  
taking	  up	  their	  home	  in	  France.	  	  As	  soon	  after	  the	  war	  as	  possible.	  	  This	  makes	  this	  rather	  awkward.	  

News	  of	  the	  new	  landings	  in	  Southern	  France	  was	  very	  welcome	  indeed	  –	  although	  I	  can’t	  actually	  
say	  it	  came	  as	  any	  great	  surprise.	  	  We’ve	  got	  the	  Hun	  quite	  groggy	  according	  to	  all	  reports	  and	  in	  my	  
opinion	  a	  couple	  of	  good	  “haymakers”	  will	  send	  him	  down	  for	  the	  long	  count.	  

I’m	  sorry	  If	  I	  am	  unable	  to	  write	  anything	  of	  great	  interest	  at	  this	  point,	  but	  I	  promise	  letters	  of	  a	  
more	  interesting	  nature	  in	  due	  time.	  	  I	  am	  enjoying	  life	  at	  this	  13th	  Century	  Chateau	  and	  frankly	  I’m	  not	  
at	  all	  in	  too	  great	  a	  rush	  to	  leave	  this	  tranquility	  for	  more	  adventurous	  pursuits.	  

I’m	  looking	  forward	  to	  the	  camera	  but	  remember	  send	  films	  along	  with	  it.	  	  It	  would	  be	  useless	  
otherwise.	  

Love	  to	  all	  the	  family,	  
Al	  
	  

** Gorrell was the chief reporter with American troops for United Press as the United States entered the war. For his actions during an air mission in 
1942, he became the first correspondent to be decorated in the Middle East during World War II and only the second correspondent to be 
decorated during the entire war. He was awarded the Air Medal for gallantry by order of President Roosevelt. He also filed the first report on the 
invasion of Normandy in 1944. On August 26, 1944, he was among the first, along with Ernie Pyle, to enter the city after the liberation of Paris. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henry_Tilton_Gorrell  
 
  



Thursday	  
Aug	  17,	  1944	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   I’ve	  been	  wanting	  to	  write	  you	  the	  last	  coupla	  days	  but	  I	  couldn’t	  find	  a	  place	  to	  sit	  down	  and	  
write.	  	  I	  hope	  you‘ll	  be	  able	  to	  read	  this.	  
	   I’ve	  been	  going	  to	  mass	  and	  communion	  pretty	  near	  every	  day.	  	  The	  chapel	  is	  only	  a	  few	  steps	  
away.	  
	   You’ll	  probably	  laugh	  when	  you	  hear	  the	  title	  of	  a	  book	  I’ve	  been	  reading:	  	  “The	  Adventures	  of	  
Tom	  Sawyer”!	  I	  just	  had	  a	  feeling	  that	  I	  should	  read	  it	  so	  I	  did.	  	  And	  it	  was	  swell	  too.	  	  Brought	  back	  old	  
memories	  of	  childhood	  days.	  
	   I	  told	  you	  that	  it	  would	  probably	  be	  a	  week	  before	  I	  hear	  from	  you	  again.	  	  Well	  I	  wish	  that	  were	  
true.	  	  It’ll	  be	  at	  least	  six	  or	  seven	  weeks	  –	  at	  least.	  
	   Don’t	  worry	  if	  you	  don’t	  hear	  from	  me.	  	  It’s	  just	  that	  I	  can’t	  write.	  	  But	  I’m	  feeling	  just	  well	  as	  ever	  
and	  I	  hope	  everyone	  at	  home	  is	  too.	  	  Give	  my	  special	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
  



	  

	  
Hotel/Casino	  -‐	  Bagnoles-‐de-‐l'Orne,	  France	  -‐	  “Another	  swell	  spot!”	  

	  

LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

France	  
21	  August	  1944	  

Hello	  folks:	  
Well	  I	  pulled	  up	  stakes	  and	  just	  went	  out	  roaming	  around.	  	  My	  latest	  adventure	  is	  a	  story	  from	  “rags	  to	  

riches”	  almost.	  
Yep,	  I’m	  living	  like	  a	  king!	  I’ve	  got	  a	  swell	  new	  assignment.	  	  Living	  in	  a	  hotel;	  a	  room	  with	  double	  bed	  

all	  to	  myself.	  	  Couldn’t	  find	  better	  conveniences	  at	  any	  hotel	  in	  America.	  	  Hot	  and	  cold	  running	  water,	  
bathroom,	  plush	  bed,	  soft	  chairs,	  cognac,	  champagne,	  etc.	  
It’s	  turning	  into	  a	  pretty	  good	  war	  after	  all.	  	  Will	  write	  more	  later.	  For	  the	  present	  

Au	  revoir	  	  
Albert	  

 
  



August	  25,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
	   It’s	  been	  quite	  a	  long	  time	  since	  I	  last	  wrote	  to	  you.	  	  I’m	  writing	  you	  this	  while	  I	  am	  on	  my	  back	  
here	  in	  the	  sick	  bay	  on	  this	  ship.	  	  So	  I	  hope	  you	  will	  excuse	  the	  writing	  considering	  the	  circumstances.	  	  
	   I	  guess	  that	  Jo	  hasn’t	  heard	  from	  me	  in	  quite	  awhile.	  Well	  we’re	  out	  at	  sea	  and	  I	  wrote	  her	  up	  until	  
the	  last	  day.	  	  Since	  then	  we	  [portion	  excised	  –	  by	  censors?]	  …because	  I’m	  laid	  up.	  
	   You	  remember	  what	  happened	  to	  me	  while	  in	  Florida,	  don’t	  you?	  	  Well,	  something	  similar	  to	  it	  
happened	  to	  me	  about	  a	  week	  ago.	  	  Well	  I’ve	  been	  in	  here	  ever	  since.	  	  I’m	  feeling	  OK	  now	  thought	  I	  
should	  be	  getting	  out	  in	  a	  coupla	  days.	  	  My	  radioman	  is	  here	  beside	  me.	  	  I’ll	  tell	  you	  about	  it	  someday.	  	  
Right	  now	  I	  wish	  I	  could	  get	  off	  and	  get	  (no	  beautiful	  nurses	  to	  look	  after	  me	  like	  I	  had	  in	  Florida.	  I	  
could	  use	  some	  of	  their	  touch)	  a	  glass	  of	  beer	  before	  the	  ship	  leaves	  here.	  	  Tell	  mom	  I’m	  feeling	  fine.	  	  
We	  get	  good	  music	  over	  our	  radios.	  
	   Here’s	  a	  surprise	  for	  you.	  	  You	  know	  how	  very	  good	  I	  am	  at	  meeting	  people	  from	  back	  home.	  	  Well	  
the	  first	  day	  I	  was	  down	  here	  in	  the	  Sick	  bay	  the	  Chaplain	  came	  down	  to	  see	  us.	  	  	  He	  said	  a	  mass	  for	  us	  
that	  afternoon.	  	  When	  he	  came	  back	  the	  next	  day	  I	  asked	  him	  where	  he	  was	  from.	  He	  told	  me	  from	  
Paterson,	  N.J.	  	  His	  name	  is	  Father	  David	  McCarthy	  and	  he	  knows	  mostly	  all	  the	  kids	  that	  I	  went	  to	  High	  
School	  with,	  also	  all	  the	  nuns	  and	  priests	  that	  I	  know.	  	  When	  he	  enlisted,	  the	  villa	  in	  Saddle	  River	  gave	  
him	  a	  farewell	  party.	  	  He	  has	  spoken	  to	  Sister	  Alaqoue	  and	  Sis.	  Pat	  many	  times.	  	  Went	  to	  Darlington	  
Seminary	  with	  Father	  Manz.	  	  And	  I	  was	  attending	  his	  services	  every	  day	  and	  didn’t	  know	  it.	  	  It	  would	  
be	  nice	  if	  someone	  phoned	  the	  nuns	  and	  told	  them	  I	  met	  him.	  
	   I	  haven’t	  received	  any	  mail	  in	  quite	  a	  long	  time	  but	  I	  think	  we’re	  supposed	  to	  pick	  it	  up	  here.	  	  
That’s	  all	  for	  now.	  	  Give	  my	  lobe	  to	  all	  and	  especially	  mom.	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  	  

 
Aug	  26,	  1944	  

Hi	  Jo,	  
	   I	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  you	  today.	  	  There	  were	  only	  two	  –	  one	  from	  you	  and	  one	  from	  my	  girl.	  	  I	  
expected	  more.	  	  But	  I’ll	  probably	  get	  more	  on	  my	  next	  stop.	  	  As	  you	  have	  probably	  heard	  from	  Frank,	  
we’re	  in	  a	  port	  right	  now.	  	  I	  wish	  I	  could	  tell	  you	  which	  one	  but	  that’s	  impossible.	  	  Doesn’t	  make	  much	  
difference	  anyway.	  	  You	  certainly	  don‘t	  know	  anyone	  here.	  
	   All	  I	  know	  is	  that	  we’re	  here	  in	  this	  port	  but	  I	  haven’t	  seen	  any	  land	  since	  I	  left	  the	  last	  Squadron.	  	  
I	  guess	  you	  must	  have	  heard	  I’m	  in	  the	  Sick	  Bay	  and	  that	  is	  where	  I’m	  writing	  you	  from.	  	  So	  you’ll	  have	  
to	  excuse	  the	  writing	  because	  I	  am	  writing	  in	  a	  difficult	  position.	  	  I	  wish	  you’d	  do	  me	  a	  favor	  and	  not	  
tell	  mom	  I’m	  in	  here.	  	  I’m	  almost	  all	  better	  now.	  	  I	  might	  tell	  you	  what	  happened	  if	  you	  will	  ask	  me	  
when	  I	  get	  home.	  	  Anyway	  all	  that	  matters	  now	  is	  that	  I’m	  in	  pretty	  good	  health	  and	  ought	  to	  be	  up	  
and	  around	  soon.	  
	   While	  I	  was	  down	  here,	  the	  Chaplain	  on	  this	  ship	  came	  down	  to	  see	  my	  radioman	  and	  I.	  	  He	  said	  a	  
mass	  for	  us	  that	  afternoon.	  	  When	  he	  came	  to	  see	  us	  the	  next	  day	  I	  found	  out	  he	  was	  from	  Paterson,	  
N.J.	  	  He	  knows	  all	  the	  kids	  that	  I	  went	  to	  High	  School	  with,	  also,	  the	  nuns,	  and	  priests.	  	  But	  Frank	  has	  
probably	  told	  you	  this	  so	  there	  is	  no	  use	  repeating.	  
	   It’s	  very	  warm	  here	  but	  I’m	  very	  lucky	  because	  I	  have	  a	  fan	  going	  just	  above	  my	  bed.	  	  I	  had	  a	  little	  
mustache	  and	  beard	  but	  they	  had	  to	  shave	  them	  off.	  	  	  
	   It	  was	  swell	  to	  read	  your	  letter	  again.	  	  Keep	  writing.	  	  Tell	  mom	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  as	  ever.	  	  Must	  stop	  
now.	  	  Give	  my	  special	  love	  to	  Mom.	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  

 



Monday,	  	  
Aug	  28,	  1944	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Still	  here	  in	  the	  same	  port	  and	  still	  her	  in	  the	  sick	  bay.	  	  But	  as	  I	  told	  you	  before	  I	  don’t	  mind	  it	  at	  all	  
as	  long	  as	  I	  have	  something	  to	  read	  and	  a	  fan	  over	  my	  bed.	  	  I’m	  feeling	  a	  lot	  better	  and	  my	  leg	  is	  the	  
only	  thing	  that	  pains	  me.	  
	   I	  still	  haven’t	  gotten	  a	  look	  at	  the	  Island	  we’re	  at.	  	  That	  isn’t	  all.	  	  I	  haven’t	  seen	  any	  daylight	  or	  
sunshine	  in	  over	  a	  week.	  
	   In	  the	  news	  this	  morning	  I	  heard	  that	  we	  had	  freed	  Paris	  again.	  	  Well	  that	  was	  good	  news	  because	  
Al	  is	  there.	  	  Maybe	  he’ll	  get	  a	  little	  rest.	  
	   Tell	  mom	  that	  I	  am	  feeling	  fine	  and	  that	  I	  remember	  her	  and	  all	  the	  family	  in	  my	  prayers.	  	  Give	  my	  
love	  to	  all.	  
	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  

 
Saturday,	  	  

Sept	  2,	  1944	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   It	  was	  a	  happy	  day	  for	  me	  today.	  	  I	  received	  five	  (5)	  letters	  today!	  	  Two	  from	  you,	  two	  from	  
“Swannie”	  and	  one	  from	  Sister	  Al.	  
	   Father	  McCarthy	  came	  in	  while	  I	  was	  reading	  them.	  	  I	  let	  him	  read	  Sister	  Al’s	  letter	  because	  he	  
knows	  her.	  	  He	  was	  kidding	  me	  about	  getting	  so	  much	  mail.	  
Remember	  Jo,	  that	  even	  if	  you	  don’t	  receive	  mail	  from	  me	  in	  weeks	  it	  means	  that	  we’re	  out	  where	  we	  
can’t	  mail	  any	  letters.	  	  But	  you’ll	  get	  them	  all	  at	  once.	  	  I	  want	  you	  to	  tell	  mom	  that	  right	  now.	  	  I	  know	  
how	  mom	  worries	  and	  I	  don’t	  want	  her	  to.	  	  I	  was	  up	  and	  around	  this	  afternoon	  and	  went	  to	  mass	  and	  
communion.	  
	   Jo,	  I	  didn’t	  know	  anything	  about	  renting	  the	  house	  until	  I	  just	  read	  the	  letters.	  	  Bit	  tell	  mom	  not	  to	  
worry	  about	  us	  wanting	  to	  come	  back	  to	  the	  same	  house.	  	  I	  guess	  maybe	  when	  we	  first	  come	  back	  we	  
will	  want	  to	  see	  the	  old	  place	  but	  after	  awhile	  we’ll	  be	  wishing	  we	  lived	  some	  other	  place	  like	  we	  
always	  did	  when	  we	  were	  home.	  	  But	  I	  hope	  you	  find	  a	  nice	  place	  to	  stay	  especially	  where	  there	  isn’t	  
much	  work	  for	  mom.	  
	   Well,	  Jo,	  don’t	  worry	  about	  me.	  	  I’m	  getting	  along	  fine.	  	  I’m	  getting	  out	  this	  Monday	  or	  Tuesday.	  
	   Give	  my	  special	  love	  to	  mom	  and	  tell	  her	  that	  [I]	  think	  of	  her	  every	  night	  and	  day.	  	  And	  always	  in	  
my	  prayers.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  



August	  21,	  1944 

	  

	  
	   	  



	   	  
22	  August	  1944	  

Hi	  family:	  
Busy	  as	  hell	  –	  when	  I	  get	  thru	  it’s	  too	  dark	  to	  write	  –	  so	  I’ll	  dash	  off	  a	  few	  words	  between	  mouth–fulls.	  

We’re	  really	  in	  high	  gear.	  
I	  can	  only	  say	  that	  I’m	  well	  and	  very	  happy	  where	  I	  am.	  	  I’m	  waiting	  for	  your	  package.	  	  Thanks	  for	  all	  

your	  postcards	  and	  letters.	  
Nothing	  else	  yet.	  

Love,	  
Al	  

 
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

Sept	  2,	  1944	  
Dear	  Joe:	  

Sorry	  that	  I	  have	  not	  been	  able	  to	  write.	  	  Just	  rest	  assured	  of	  my	  well	  being	  and	  please	  understand	  
that	  if	  I	  have	  not	  written	  for	  a	  few	  days	  it	  has	  been	  with	  good	  reason.	  

Can’t	  write	  much	  now.	  	  I’m	  at	  a	  very	  historic	  battleground.	  	  Someday	  I’ll	  tell	  more	  about	  it.	  	  	  
Love	  to	  all	  .	  	  Call	  Marie	  for	  me.	  	  Tell	  her	  I’m	  O.K.	  
Love	  to	  Mom	  and	  all.	  

Al	  
	  
 





 

  



After	  a	  few	  weeks	  he	  led	  his	  small	  detachment	  to	  Chateau	  Thierry	  (where	  he	  spent	  2weeks)	  following	  
Patton's	  1944-‐08-‐29	  break	  through	  from	  Normandy;	  became	  friends	  with	  Mayor	  Rene	  Aruel	  who	  
owned	  the	  local	  movie	  house	  in	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  Scafuro	  recalls,	  and	  his	  great	  ambition	  was	  to	  visit	  
Hollywood.	  Aruel	  later	  visited	  his	  war-‐time	  friend,	  the	  former	  Army	  lieutenant,	  in	  Allendale.	  	  
May 27, 1979, “Scafuro plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer	  

	  
“Town	  Hall	  –	  where	  I	  held	  forth	  with	  my	  sagacious	  councils”	  

	  
	   	  



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

France	  
4	  September	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
Sunday	  again	  and	  another	  day.	  I	  have	  just	  returned	  from	  Church	  and	  in	  about	  twenty	  minutes	  I	  will	  

be	  going	  to	  the	  Mayor’s	  home	  for	  dinner.	  	  The	  days	  at	  that	  resort	  are	  over	  and	  very	  far	  behind.	  	  It’s	  
wonderful	  progress	  we	  are	  making.	  	  Old	  names	  of	  another	  war	  recall	  themselves:	  	  Verdun,	  Chateau	  
Thierry,	  Belleau	  Wood,	  Vimy	  Ridge	  and	  on	  we	  go.	  	  I	  shall	  never	  forget	  these	  days;	  they	  cannot	  be	  
forgotten.	  	  I	  now	  know	  what	  the	  true	  meaning	  of	  liberty	  is;	  	  I	  can	  now	  see,	  for	  I	  have	  seen	  what	  freedom	  
means	  to	  a	  people.	  	  I	  have	  been	  overwhelmed	  at	  times	  by	  the	  reactions	  of	  the	  French	  populace.	  	  It’s	  
strange	  to	  be	  hugged	  and	  kissed	  by	  men	  and	  boys;	  the	  girls	  –	  oh	  well	  –	  that’s	  to	  be	  expected,	  but	  men	  –	  
it’s	  just	  different.	  	  This	  place	  was	  made	  famous	  once	  before	  by	  the	  generation	  before	  me.	  	  It	  is	  free	  of	  the	  
tyrant	  once	  again	  and	  the	  people	  just	  treat	  us	  like	  friends	  of	  old	  returned.	  

I	  have	  received	  no	  letters	  in	  over	  a	  week	  now.	  	  Things	  have	  been	  moving	  too	  fast	  and	  I	  along	  with	  
them.	  Love	  to	  all	  the	  family.	  

Love,	  
Al	  
	  

In	  1974,	  Albert	  and	  his	  wife	  Adele	  returned	  to	  Chateau	  Thierry	  to	  visit	  to	  Mayor	  Rene	  Aurel,	  who	  
visited	  his	  war-‐time	  friend,	  the	  former	  Army	  lieutenant,	  in	  Allendale	  several	  years	  before.	  	  
Mayor	  Aruel	  owned	  the	  local	  movie	  house	  in	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  Scafuro	  recalls,	  and	  his	  great	  ambition	  
was	  to	  visit	  Hollywood.	  	  
 
  



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

8	  September	  1944	  
Dear	  folks:	  

Just	  a	  note.	  	  Everything	  is	  moving	  rather	  rapidly	  as	  you	  are	  no	  doubt	  gathering	  from	  your	  
newspapers.	  

I	  have	  just	  time	  to	  say	  hello	  and	  tell	  you	  that	  I	  am	  quite	  well	  and	  everything	  is	  alright.	  
Tell	  Frank	  that	  I	  saw	  a	  Lukas	  family	  not	  long	  ago	  and	  that	  he	  should	  inform	  Mr.	  W.	  H.	  Reese	  at	  the	  

Chase	  National	  Bank	  that	  they	  are	  all	  well	  and	  safe.	  
There	  is	  nothing	  else	  at	  this	  point	  to	  relate.	  	  One	  sad	  note	  –	  I	  have	  lost	  all	  me	  personal	  belongings	  and	  

am	  left	  with	  what	  I	  am	  wearing.	  	  I	  guess	  the	  los	  was	  over	  $200	  in	  clothes	  etc.	  	  The	  other	  3	  officers	  with	  
me	  lost	  theirs	  too	  so	  that	  I	  am	  not	  alone.	  

I	  will	  probably	  have	  to	  keep	  this	  month’s	  pay	  to	  try	  to	  replenish	  my	  wardrobe,	  if	  I	  can	  find	  a	  place	  to	  
buy	  anything.	  

Love	  to	  Mom	  and	  all	  of	  you.	  
Albert	  

	   	  



	   	  
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

11	  September	  1944	  
Dear	  folks:	  

I’m	  sorry	  if	  you	  haven’t	  been	  hearing	  from	  me	  as	  much	  as	  you	  should	  like	  to.	  	  You	  must	  realize	  though	  
just	  how	  rapidly	  events	  are	  moving	  –	  and	  I	  with	  them.	  	  I	  feel	  like	  a	  damn	  tourist.	  	  Yes	  I’ve	  gone	  a	  long	  way	  
since	  those	  first	  few	  days!	  In	  distance	  anyway.	  I	  feel	  as	  keenly	  about	  receiving	  mail	  as	  you	  do.	  	  I	  haven’t	  
been	  receiving	  mail	  either	  –	  that	  is	  lately.	  	  It	  will	  catch	  up	  with	  me	  later	  I’m	  sure.	  	  Has	  Marie	  visited	  you	  
all	  yet.	  	  I’m	  sure	  she	  must	  be	  as	  pretty	  as	  can	  be	  and	  I’m	  just	  dying	  to	  see	  her	  again.	  	  Janine	  from	  D.C.	  is	  
getting	  to	  be	  quite	  insistent,	  or	  consistent,	  with	  her	  correspondence.	  	  She	  says	  she	  wants	  me	  to	  stay	  in	  
France	  with	  her.	  	  I	  think	  I	  like	  America.	  

Have	  you	  heard	  from	  Ralph	  lately.	  	  Give	  him	  my	  best.	  I	  guess	  Mom	  is	  pretty	  happy	  about	  the	  way	  the	  
war	  is	  going	  now.	  	  She	  has	  reason	  to	  be!	  	  Tell	  her	  I’ll	  be	  back	  before	  too	  many	  months.	  Love,	  

Al	  
 
	   	  



After	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  Albert	  was	  ordered	  to	  Charleroi	  in	  Belgium	  where	  he	  worked	  feeding	  and	  
transporting	  5,000	  displaced	  civilians	  and	  soldiers,	  including	  many	  Russians.	  	  “None	  of	  the	  Russians	  
wanted	  to	  go	  back,”	  he	  recalled.	  “We	  had	  to	  practically	  beat	  them	  to	  get	  them	  on	  the	  trains.	  	  They	  had	  
seen	  the	  west.	  	  They	  thought	  it	  was	  lies	  when	  we	  told	  them	  that	  at	  home	  we	  had	  a	  house,	  a	  bike	  and	  a	  
car,	  etc.”	  May 26, 1994, “Allendale vet at Utah Beach by Marsha Stoltz in The Town Journal- Part 2/3 

	  
“Keep	  for	  Souvenir”	  

	  

 
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
 

13	  September	  1944	  
Dear	  folks:	  

All	  is	  well	  except	  that	  I	  am	  quite	  tired	  at	  the	  
moment.	  My	  “bed”	  will	  be	  very	  welcome	  tonight	  
indeed.	  	  I	  haven’t	  got	  much	  to	  write	  about	  at	  the	  
moment	  but	  just	  wanted	  to	  assure	  you	  all	  of	  my	  well	  
being.	  

Enclosed	  you	  will	  find	  a	  little	  Belgian	  flag	  given	  
to	  me	  on	  my	  way	  thru	  Belgium	  by	  a	  very	  lovely	  little	  
girl.	  	  Keep	  it	  for	  my	  souvenir	  box.	  	  Love	  to	  all	  

Albert	  

  



	   	  
Ralph	  Scafuro	  

 
LT. ALBERT O. SCAFURO Home	  Address	  
 U.S. ARMY ALLENDALE, N.J. 
	  

Somewhere	  in	  Europe	  
15	  September	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
I	  know	  it’s	  quite	  sometime	  since	  I	  last	  addressed	  an	  envelope	  to	  you,	  but	  a	  travelling	  man	  doesn’t	  get	  

much	  time	  for	  such	  niceties	  nowadays.	  	  I’ve	  been	  pretty	  much	  on	  the	  go,	  in	  fact	  the	  whole	  U.S.	  Army	  has	  
and	  I’m	  not	  proving	  the	  exception.	  

Hated	  to	  leave	  France.	  	  It	  was	  such	  a	  lovely	  country	  and	  the	  people	  treated	  us	  royally.	  	  Didn’t	  have	  
long	  in	  Belgium,	  but	  what	  I	  saw	  was	  very	  interesting	  and	  I	  regret	  I	  did	  not	  have	  longer	  to	  tarry	  about.	  	  
The	  faster	  we	  move	  along	  though,	  the	  sooner	  this	  war	  will	  end.	  	  That’s	  the	  main	  thing.	  

I	  have	  received	  very	  little	  of	  my	  mail	  during	  the	  past	  couple	  of	  weeks.	  	  It	  will	  catch	  up	  with	  me	  in	  due	  
time	  I	  suppose.	  	  I	  have	  been	  following	  our	  offensive	  in	  the	  Pacific	  and	  honestly	  a	  bit	  apprehensive	  about	  
Ralph.	  	  Pray	  that	  all	  goes	  well.	  	  Regards	  and	  love	  to	  you	  all	  –	  Fil	  –	  Maryfil,	  Frank	  

Al	  
	  
	  
In	  fact,	  Ralph	  had	  been	  wounded	  and	  was	  in	  
Sick	  Bay	  at	  about	  the	  time	  of	  this	  letter.	  A	  
typically	  cryptic	  wartime	  note	  from	  a	  Lt.	  Unser	  
notified	  the	  family,	  although	  they	  had	  received	  
some	  reassuring	  notes	  from	  Ralph	  in	  the	  
interim.	  



	  

	   	  



	   	  



Sept.	  22,	  1944	  
Thursday,	  Sept	  14	  

	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Just	  a	  short	  note	  to	  let	  you	  all	  know	  that	  I	  am	  well	  and	  hope	  that	  everyone	  at	  home	  is	  the	  same.	  
	   I	  hope	  mom	  isn’t	  worried	  because	  [of]	  your	  not	  hearing	  from	  me.	  	  But	  Jo	  even	  if	  I	  did	  write	  you	  
every	  day	  it	  wouldn’t	  make	  any	  difference	  because	  our	  letters	  are	  held	  back	  for	  a	  little	  while.	  
	   I	  go	  to	  mass	  and	  communion	  daily	  so	  you	  can	  see	  I’m	  a	  very	  good	  guy.	  	  
	   I	  hope	  you	  have	  found	  another	  place	  to	  live.	  	  Tell	  mom	  that	  I	  don’t	  mind	  coming	  home	  to	  a	  
different	  place.	  	  Give	  her	  all	  my	  love	  and	  tell	  her	  I	  remember	  her	  in	  my	  prayers.	  	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
 

Sept	  22,1944	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   How	  is	  everything?	  	  I	  hope	  everything	  is	  fine	  at	  home.	  	  I’ll	  bet	  it’s	  beautiful	  back	  in	  Jersey	  now.	  	  
Autumn	  has	  always	  been	  my	  favorite	  season.	  Maybe	  it’s	  because	  its	  football	  season	  but	  I’ve	  always	  
loved	  it.	  	  Out	  here	  a	  guy	  can’t	  tell	  the	  difference	  between	  August	  and	  January.	  
	   Well	  it’s	  been	  over	  nine	  months	  since	  I	  was	  home,	  but	  the	  time	  has	  certainly	  gone	  by	  fast.	  	  I	  guess	  
it’s	  because	  I’ve	  been	  moving	  so	  fast.	  
	   I	  was	  just	  thinking	  of	  something	  today.	  	  Lindy	  is	  getting	  close	  to	  seventeen.	  	  I	  hope	  he	  doesn’t	  get	  
any	  idea	  about	  quitting	  High	  School	  and	  enlisting.	  	  Tell	  mom	  I	  said	  not	  to	  let	  him	  quit	  High	  School.	  
	   Tell	  mom	  I’m	  feeling	  fine	  and	  think	  of	  her	  and	  all	  of	  you	  a	  lot.	  	  Nearly	  every	  day	  Father	  McCarthy	  
and	  I	  talk	  a	  little	  while	  about	  back	  home	  in	  Jersey.	  	  	  I	  think	  he	  knows	  Lindy	  or	  Ange.	  	  Give	  my	  regards	  
to	  Frank,	  Fil,	  Tony,	  Larry,	  Jo,	  Little	  Ralphie,	  Lindy,	  etc.	  	  Love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  aom	  3/c	  USN	  
	   	  



	  
	   	  



September	  31,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
	  
	   I	  hope	  this	  letter	  finds	  you	  and	  all	  the	  folks	  at	  home	  in	  the	  best	  of	  health	  these	  days.	  	  I’ve	  been	  
meaning	  to	  write	  you	  the	  past	  few	  days	  but	  found	  it	  next	  to	  impossible.	  
	   No	  doubt	  you’re	  wondering	  why	  I’m	  writing.	  	  Ralph	  wrote	  ma	  and	  asked	  if	  I’d	  get	  a	  letter	  off	  to	  
you	  at	  home.	  	  However,	  his	  letter	  was	  delayed	  somewhere	  en-‐route	  and	  I	  didn’t	  receive	  it	  till	  a	  week	  
ago.	  	  I	  don’t	  know	  if	  Ralph	  has	  written	  home	  since	  he	  wrote	  me.	  	  In	  the	  event	  he	  has,	  there’s	  really	  no	  
nee	  in	  answering	  this,	  as	  I	  know	  you	  must	  be	  very	  busy.	  
	   If	  I’m	  the	  first	  to	  tell	  you	  of	  this,	  I	  hope	  you	  all	  won’t	  take	  it	  as	  too	  much	  of	  a	  shock.	  	  Ralph	  was	  
injured	  after	  he	  left	  here.	  	  How	  bad	  I	  don’t	  know	  for	  sure	  but	  do	  know	  at	  the	  time	  he	  managed	  to	  get	  
the	  letter	  off	  to	  me,	  he	  was	  feeling	  much	  better.	  
	   I	  do	  have	  a	  pretty	  good	  idea	  of	  what	  happened	  even	  though	  Ralph	  didn’t,	  or	  I	  should	  say,	  couldn’t	  
say.	  	  He	  did	  say	  that	  I	  should	  know	  and	  I	  think	  I	  do.	  
	   I	  answered	  his	  letter	  immediately	  but	  as	  yet	  have	  received	  no	  answer.	  	  This	  mail	  system	  really	  
takes	  a	  long	  time	  in	  getting	  around.	  
	   I	  wouldn’t	  worry	  about	  this	  too	  much	  as	  I	  know	  you’re	  all	  inclined	  to	  do	  because	  from	  Ralph’s	  
letter	  he	  sounded	  just	  like	  the	  fellow	  I	  spent	  many	  evenings	  with	  here	  in	  the	  barracks	  just	  discussing	  
things	  in	  general.	  
	   If	  I	  am	  the	  first	  to	  inform	  you	  of	  this,	  I’m	  sorry	  it	  had	  to	  be	  news	  of	  this	  type.	  	  If	  you	  haven’t	  heard	  
from	  Ralph	  and,	  he	  might	  be	  able	  to	  get	  a	  letter	  through	  to	  me,	  I’ll	  be	  more	  than	  glad	  to	  keep	  you	  
posted	  on	  happenings.	  
	   As	  I	  mentioned	  before,	  if	  you	  have	  heard	  from	  Ralph,	  just	  disregard	  this	  letter.	  	  I	  will	  write	  more	  
just	  as	  soon	  as	  I	  hear	  of	  it.	  
	   I	  guess	  that’s	  just	  about	  all	  for	  now	  as	  I	  am	  very	  much	  pressed	  for	  time.	  	  Please	  give	  my	  regards	  to	  
the	  rest	  of	  the	  family.	  
	  
	   Sincerely	  yours,	  
	   Ken	  
	  
Kenneth	  L.	  	  Unser	  AMM	  3/c	  
 
  



	   	  
26	  September	  1944	  

“Somewhere	  in	  Luxembourg”	  
Dear	  folks:	  

Haven’t	  written	  in	  a	  couple	  of	  days	  so	  first	  to	  put	  your	  minds	  at	  ease	  here’s	  a	  little	  note	  just	  to	  say	  
“how	  you	  all”	  and	  all	  is	  well	  on	  this	  side.	  	  Nothing	  has	  changed	  much	  since	  my	  letter.	  

Sometime	  ago	  I	  had	  the	  good	  fortune	  to	  spend	  about	  two	  weeks	  in	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  famous	  battle	  
ground	  of	  the	  last	  war.	  	  Belleau	  Wood	  is	  right	  close	  by.	  	  The	  Americans	  fought	  their	  greatest	  battles	  there	  
in	  World	  War	  I	  and	  the	  people	  were	  absolutely	  magnificent	  there.	  	  Treated	  us	  like	  prodigal	  sons.	  	  Even	  
better	  than	  Paris.	  

Well	  –	  I’ve	  got	  to	  get	  some	  work	  done.	  	  I’m	  quite	  busy	  here	  and	  have	  a	  few	  distractions.	  	  Will	  sign	  off.	  	  
Love	  to	  all	  and	  I	  think	  of	  you	  always.	  

Love,	  
Al	  

	  
27	  September	  1944	  

“Somewhere	  in	  Luxembourg”	  
Dear	  folks:	  

Well	  hello	  again	  and	  how	  are	  you	  all?	  	  I’m	  still	  in	  great	  shape	  and	  still	  roaming	  about.	  	  I’ve	  been	  quite	  
occupied	  lately	  which	  fact	  should	  explain	  my	  very	  feeble	  attempts	  at	  letter	  writing	  lately.	  

I	  have	  nothing	  new	  to	  write	  about	  (not	  in	  this	  letter	  anyway)	  but	  I	  do	  have	  a	  request	  to	  make.	  	  I	  met	  a	  
friend	  of	  George	  Schwarz,	  of	  the	  Royal	  Leather	  Works,	  52	  Wall	  St.	  	  His	  name	  is	  Cooymanz	  (sp?).	  	  The	  
latter	  wishes	  Schwarz	  to	  know	  that	  all	  is	  well	  and	  safe;	  also	  to	  tell	  Leon	  that	  the	  factory	  is	  in	  best	  
condition	  and	  all	  are	  working	  for	  him.	  	  Best	  regards	  to	  Leon	  from	  Cooymanz.	  	  

Will	  write	  a	  real	  letter	  before	  long	  but	  right	  now	  I	  just	  wanted	  to	  pass	  on	  the	  above	  to	  you	  	  Best	  
regards	  to	  all	  	  

Brother	  
Albert	  

 



	   	   	  
30	  September	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe:	  
Well	  here	  it	  is	  the	  last	  day	  of	  the	  month	  already	  and	  incidentally	  I	  am	  also	  reminded	  that	  today	  is	  

payday.	  	  If	  I	  can	  manage	  to	  get	  near	  a	  pay	  office	  today	  I’ll	  probably	  be	  sending	  another	  $100	  or	  so	  in	  my	  
next	  letter.	  	  My,	  my	  how	  my	  bank	  account	  must	  be	  growing!	  	  Should	  have	  started	  this	  long	  ago.	  	  I’ve	  got	  
the	  bug	  on	  saving	  now	  and	  will	  probably	  keep	  it	  up	  from	  here	  on.	  

Everything	  is	  going	  well	  with	  me.	  	  I	  hope	  Ralph	  is	  O.K.	  too.	  	  Let	  me	  know	  each	  time	  you	  hear	  from	  him.	  	  
I	  have	  also	  seriously	  considered	  becoming	  “officially”	  engaged	  to	  Marie.	  She	  is	  a	  grand	  little	  girl	  and	  

will	  make	  me	  a	  fine	  wife.	  	  I’m	  getting	  to	  be	  an	  old	  man	  you	  know	  and	  can’t	  waste	  too	  much	  more	  time	  
just	  piddling	  around.	  	  What	  does	  Mom	  think	  of	  my	  ideas	  on	  this?	  	  I	  will	  write	  Frank	  on	  the	  subject	  later	  
and	  if	  all	  are	  in	  agreement	  well	  I	  can’t	  find	  any	  reason	  which	  should	  prevent	  any	  announcement	  of	  
engagement.	  

I	  am	  not	  certain	  yet	  just	  how	  Marie’s	  “old	  man”	  feels,	  but	  I	  do	  know	  her	  mother	  approves.	  	  In	  her	  last	  
letter	  though,	  Marie	  did	  say	  that	  her	  pop	  was	  beginning	  to	  soften	  and	  would	  probably	  be	  agreeable.	  

I	  started	  this	  letter	  yesterday	  (Saturday)	  and	  it	  is	  now	  Sunday.	  	  I	  just	  had	  a	  couple	  of	  eggs	  for	  
breakfast	  along	  with	  some	  good	  coffee.	  	  All	  in	  all,	  life	  is	  not	  really	  bad.	  	  I	  mean	  I’ve	  seen	  it	  lots	  worse.	  	  	  

Well	  I’m	  going	  to	  church	  in	  a	  few	  minutes	  so	  I’ll	  just	  stop	  here	  and	  say	  cheerio.	  	  Remember	  me	  to	  all	  
and	  all	  my	  love	  to	  Mom.	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  

Al	  
 



Oct.	  2,	  1944,	  
Monday	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  Fil,	  and	  MaryFil,	  
	   Finally	  arrived	  back	  and	  sure	  do	  miss	  my	  well	  spent	  days	  at	  home,	  but	  upon	  getting	  back	  to	  camp	  
I	  am	  in	  receipt	  of	  your	  Home	  Front	  News	  which	  without	  a	  doubt	  would	  feel	  lost	  without.	  	  Today’s	  
issue	  is	  Vol.	  IV	  #6,	  	  and	  Fil,	  must	  say	  you	  did	  a	  fine	  job	  of	  pinch-‐hitting	  for	  Frank	  and	  before	  going	  
further	  wish	  to	  express	  my	  feelings	  and	  hope	  that	  Franks	  speech	  turned	  out	  ok.	  
	   I	  guess	  by	  this	  time	  everything	  must	  be	  under	  control	  in	  Allendale	  and	  ready	  for	  a	  good	  hard	  
winter	  while	  I	  had	  to	  come	  back	  to	  this	  hot	  climate!	  
	   Yesterday	  was	  our	  first	  in	  a	  series	  of	  football	  games	  which	  we	  had	  to	  play	  and	  won	  by	  a	  score	  of	  
12	  to	  20	  putting	  Lake	  Charles	  on	  top,	  I	  do	  believe	  we	  may	  travel	  to	  New	  Orleans	  some	  Sunday,	  etc!	  
	   Well	  things	  still	  look	  on	  the	  bright	  side	  out	  here,	  but	  did	  get	  some	  news	  about	  consolidation	  on	  
the	  field	  and	  movements	  of	  personnel.	  	  I’ll	  try	  to	  keep	  you	  posted	  etc.	  
	   Well	  after	  writing	  all	  morning	  practically	  talk	  out	  and	  can	  only	  say	  Frank	  will	  be	  expecting	  your	  
Home	  Front	  News	  as	  ever	  and	  always	  hope	  to	  hear	  good	  news	  about	  the	  boys	  –	  give	  them	  all	  my	  best	  
of	  luck	  and	  wishes	  and	  hope	  that	  MaryFil	  is	  well	  and	  Fil	  also.,	  and	  last	  but	  not	  least	  yourself	  Frank,	  
keep	  the	  home	  fires	  burning	  as	  it	  can’t	  last	  much	  longer.	  
	   Before	  closing	  would	  like	  to	  tell	  you	  we	  had	  a	  case	  of	  Infantile	  Paralysis	  of	  the	  brain	  of	  one	  of	  our	  
band	  members	  while	  on	  furlough	  in	  Niagara	  Falls	  N.Y.	  and	  thought	  it	  may	  be	  instant	  death	  if	  it	  didn’t	  
change	  in	  twenty	  four	  hours,	  however,	  they	  claim	  he	  contracted	  it	  en	  route	  home	  on	  the	  train	  etc.	  	  I	  
will	  let	  you	  know	  more	  later	  –	  as	  always	  until	  tomorrow.	  
	  
	   Sincerely	  in	  thought	  of	  you	  all	  
	   Charlie	  

Oct.	  4,	  1944	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   We	  finally	  reached	  a	  place	  where	  we	  could	  receive	  our	  mail.	  	  I’ve	  never	  seen	  the	  guys	  on	  this	  ship	  
so	  happy	  before.	  	  And	  me	  –	  I	  think	  I’m	  happier	  than	  any	  one	  of	  them.	  	  I’ve	  so	  much	  mail	  that	  it’s	  taking	  
me	  all	  day	  to	  read	  it.	  	  I’ve	  received	  letters	  from	  Frank,	  Lindy,	  Al,	  Larry,	  my	  girl,	  Bob	  Curley	  and	  12	  from	  
you.	  	  And	  the	  best	  part	  about	  it	  is	  that	  there	  is	  still	  plenty	  more	  to	  be	  assorted.	  	  Boy	  this	  is	  better	  than	  
Christmas.	  	  I	  never	  thought	  that	  letters	  could	  mean	  so	  much	  to	  me.	  	  I’m	  going	  to	  try	  and	  answer	  as	  
many	  as	  I	  can	  from	  here	  so	  they’ll	  go	  right	  out.	  
	   Well	  I	  don’t	  know	  where	  to	  start.	  	  I’m	  glad	  that	  mom	  has	  found	  a	  place	  close	  to	  town.	  	  It’s	  better	  
all	  away	  around.	  Charley	  is	  pretty	  lucky	  on	  getting	  leaves.	  	  Give	  him	  my	  regards.	  
	   If	  I	  don’t	  get	  a	  chance	  to	  write	  to	  Frank,	  tell	  him	  that	  I	  received	  his	  letter	  of	  Sept	  3rd.	  It’s	  the	  
biggest	  letter	  I’ve	  received	  from	  him.	  	  Also,	  if	  I	  don’t	  get	  a	  chance	  to	  write	  to	  Jo	  Muti’s	  husband,	  tell	  
him	  that	  I’ve	  met	  and	  spoken	  to	  Larry	  several	  times.	  	  I’ll	  write	  them	  both	  as	  soon	  as	  I	  get	  a	  chance.	  
	   That	  $45	  that	  I	  mailed	  you	  was	  all	  that	  I	  sent	  you.	  
	   Next	  time	  I	  write	  you	  I’ll	  let	  you	  know	  what	  parish	  Father	  McCarthy	  was	  from.	  	  I	  see	  him	  about	  
three	  or	  four	  times	  a	  day.	  	  He’s	  always	  kidding	  me	  about	  something	  or	  other,	  and	  I	  do	  the	  same.	  	  He	  
told	  me	  that	  he	  wrote	  a	  report	  of	  me	  to	  Father	  Path	  yesterday.	  
	   The	  world	  series	  begins	  today	  and	  honest	  Jo	  I’d	  give	  the	  next	  five	  years	  pay	  to	  be	  there	  to	  see	  it.	  
	   Tell	  mom	  that	  I	  said	  if	  anyone	  can	  use	  the	  close	  that	  I	  sent	  home	  to	  go	  ahead	  and	  use	  them	  
because	  I	  probably	  won’t.	  
	   How	  is	  Charlie	  and	  also	  the	  baby?	  	  I	  hope	  they’re	  both	  okay.	  
	   I’ve	  been	  trying	  to	  grow	  a	  mustache	  to	  hide	  that	  little	  scar	  over	  my	  lip.	  	  It	  was	  Father	  McCarthy’s	  
idea	  and	  now	  he	  says	  he	  doesn’t	  like	  it.	  	  What	  a	  guy!	  



	   I	  hope	  I	  get	  a	  chance	  to	  go	  ashore	  this	  time.	  	  You	  know	  I	  haven’t	  set	  foot	  on	  the	  good	  earth	  for	  over	  
two	  months.	  
	   Well	  bye	  for	  a	  little	  while.	  	  I’ll	  try	  writing	  a	  short	  letter	  to	  Frank.	  	  Tell	  mom	  that	  I	  am	  feeling	  fine.	  	  
All	  my	  love	  to	  her.	  
	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
 

Oct	  4,	  1944	  
	  
Hi	  Frank,	  
	  
	   Received	  your	  letter	  of	  Sept	  3rd.	  	  It	  sure	  is	  a	  long	  letter.	  	  So	  thanks	  a	  lot.	  	  I	  never	  saw	  the	  guys	  on	  
this	  ship	  as	  happy	  as	  this	  before.	  	  It’s	  wonderful	  what	  mail	  can	  do.	  
	   Jo	  tells	  me	  that	  you	  have	  been	  pretty	  busy.	  	  I	  guess	  you’re	  doing	  more	  than	  you	  share	  on	  the	  home	  
front.	  	  Jo	  Mutie’s	  husband	  might	  like	  to	  know	  that	  I’ve	  seen	  and	  spoken	  to	  Larry	  several	  times.	  
	   Well	  our	  job	  at	  where	  we	  were	  is	  completed	  but	  now	  I	  don’t	  know	  what	  is	  next.	  	  In	  your	  letter	  of	  
Sept	  19th,	  you	  were	  right	  about	  being	  pretty	  near	  to	  town.	  	  It’s	  really	  convenient	  for	  them.	  
	   I	  see	  and	  speak	  with	  Father	  McCarthy	  about	  three	  or	  four	  times	  a	  day.	  	  He’s	  always	  kidding	  me	  
about	  something	  or	  other	  –	  maybe	  because	  I’m	  always	  doing	  the	  same	  to	  him.	  	  [We’re]	  really	  pretty	  
good	  pays.	  	  I’m	  sure	  Lindy	  should	  know	  him.	  	  If	  we	  get	  to	  the	  states	  together,	  we’re	  going	  to	  fly	  home	  
together.	  
	   Something	  that	  has	  been	  on	  my	  mind	  is	  what	  I’m	  going	  to	  do	  after	  the	  war.	  	  Well	  the	  other	  nite	  it	  
came	  to	  me	  all	  of	  a	  sudden	  about	  the	  only	  thing	  I	  think	  that	  I	  am	  capable	  of	  doing	  is	  being	  a	  physical	  
educational	  instructor.	  	  The	  salary	  is	  pretty	  good	  and	  I’m	  more	  than	  positive	  I	  would	  enjoy	  the	  work.	  
	   Well	  I	  hope	  you	  had	  a	  good	  time	  at	  Point	  Pleasant.	  	  There	  is	  still	  plenty	  mail	  to	  be	  assorted	  and	  I’m	  
sure	  there	  should	  be	  another	  letter	  from	  you.	  	  So	  I’ll	  sign	  off	  now.	  	  I’m	  feeling	  fine.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  Fil,	  
MaryFil	  and	  all.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
 

Sunday	  Oct	  8	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Received	  quite	  a	  few	  more	  letters	  from	  you	  since	  I	  last	  wrote.	  	  About	  twenty	  or	  twenty-‐five	  from	  
you	  all	  together.	  	  The	  last	  one	  I	  received	  from	  you	  was	  dated	  Sept.	  25th	  which	  wasn’t	  bad	  at	  all.	  
	   I	  hope	  you	  like	  the	  new	  home	  by	  now.	  At	  least	  you	  don’t	  have	  to	  walk	  very	  far	  to	  get	  to	  town.	  
	   Last	  nite	  I	  listened	  to	  the	  third	  world	  series	  game	  in	  which	  the	  Browns	  beat	  the	  Cards	  6-‐2.	  	  Boy	  it	  
was	  swell	  to	  hear	  a	  ball	  game.	  I’m	  pulling	  for	  the	  Browns.	  
	   Altogether	  I	  must	  have	  received	  over	  50	  letters.	  	  A	  couple	  from	  Larry,	  Ange,	  Vic,	  Frank;	  three	  from	  
Sister	  Al	  and	  about	  15	  from	  my	  girl.	  	  I	  hope	  we’ll	  still	  be	  around	  to	  get	  more.	  	  I	  hope	  every	  one	  is	  fine.	  	  
Give	  my	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  





 



	  

5	  October	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Joe,	  
Just	  a	  line	  to	  say	  hello	  and	  everything	  is	  well.	  
Enclosed	  find	  money	  order	  for	  $100	  to	  be	  put	  in	  
my	  account.	  
It’s	  getting	  cold	  over	  here	  now	  and	  I’ve	  got	  a	  
slightly	  sore	  throat.	  	  I’ll	  just	  shake	  it	  off.	  
Well	  gal,	  tell	  Mom	  I’m	  O.K.	  and	  not	  to	  worry.	  

Love	  to	  all	  
Al	  

 

	  
	   	  



	   	   	  
9	  October	  1944	  

Dear	  Frank:	  
I	  received	  you	  Vol.	  IV	  #5,	  19	  Sept	  44	  issue	  of	  the	  :Home	  Front”	  a	  few	  days	  ago.	  	  I’ve	  been	  waiting	  for	  

an	  opportunity	  since	  to	  drop	  you	  a	  line	  and	  it	  looks	  as	  if	  this	  is	  it.	  
From	  all	  reports	  from	  home	  I	  gather	  that	  you	  have	  been	  kept	  busy	  as	  usual	  with	  all	  that	  renovating	  

and	  renting	  going	  on	  up	  in	  Allendale.	  	  I	  suppose,	  in	  fact	  I	  know	  that	  the	  house	  in	  Allendale	  was	  certainly	  
due	  for	  a	  going	  over,	  and	  if	  renting	  the	  house	  afforded	  means	  of	  doing	  so	  profitably,	  then	  I	  think	  it	  was	  a	  
very	  wise	  move.	  	  The	  new	  location	  for	  Mom	  sounds	  excellent	  to	  me.	  

I’m	  really	  quite	  surprised	  by	  your	  show	  of	  concern	  as	  to	  what	  in	  hell	  I’m	  doing	  with	  all	  my	  money.	  	  
Especially	  since	  I	  have	  been	  sending	  a	  money	  order	  for	  $100	  home	  each	  month.	  	  That	  added	  to	  the	  $25	  
deducted	  for	  Mom	  leaves	  me	  with	  about	  $20	  each	  month	  which	  is	  sufficient	  for	  my	  present	  purposes.	  	  I’m	  
quite	  sure	  that	  the	  explanation	  of	  this,	  all	  lies	  in	  the	  fact	  that	  perhaps	  my	  last	  one	  or	  two	  money	  orders	  at	  
$100	  per	  have	  not	  arrived	  as	  yet.	  	  But	  they’ll	  be	  there	  I	  assure	  you.	  	  Incidentally,	  if	  as	  you	  say,	  Mom	  is	  
changing	  her	  address	  it	  might	  be	  well	  for	  you	  to	  advise	  the	  Office	  of	  Dependency	  Allotments	  of	  the	  
change	  of	  address.	  

What	  do	  you	  all	  think	  of	  Marie	  and	  myself	  talking	  “engagement”.	  	  Silly?	  Well	  maybe.	  	  I’m	  in	  a	  hell	  of	  a	  
predicament	  what	  with	  Janine	  still	  wooing	  to	  me	  about	  “we’re	  going	  to	  settle	  down	  to	  a	  wonderful	  life	  in	  
France	  “après	  la	  guerre”/	  	  That	  even	  sounds	  more	  silly.	  	  If	  I	  had	  to	  make	  a	  choice	  from	  here	  right	  at	  the	  
moment	  I	  would	  give	  Marie	  the	  nod.	  	  She’s	  a	  wonderful	  little	  girl,	  pretty,	  full	  of	  personality,	  versatile	  and	  
intelligent.	  	  Not	  as	  much	  a	  “woman	  of	  the	  world”	  as	  Janine,	  which	  might	  be	  to	  my	  benefit,	  at	  this	  point	  of	  
my	  career	  anyway.	  

Your	  references	  to	  Ralph	  have	  disturbed	  me	  somewhat.	  	  Has	  he	  had	  another	  recurrence	  of	  that	  
Florida	  incident?	  	  Just	  how	  badly	  was	  he	  injured?	  Do	  you	  have	  any	  further	  information?	  	  I	  trust	  and	  pray	  
that	  he	  is	  alright.	  	  He	  has	  been	  real	  fortunate	  in	  meeting	  friends	  hasn’t	  he.	  	  I	  don’t	  exactly	  recall	  Father	  
McCarthy.	  

That	  must	  have	  been	  quite	  a	  storm,	  gale,	  cyclone,	  or	  something	  that	  hit	  the	  Atlantic	  Coast,	  Jersey	  
included.	  	  Read	  all	  about	  it	  in	  our	  Stars	  and	  Stripes.	  	  
The '44 hurricane — called the Great Atlantic Hurricane — hit with winds of 96 mph, according to "Great Storms of the Jersey Shore," by Buchholz 
and Larry Savadove.  Faced with an arduous clean-up, officials used German prisoners of war imprisoned at Vineland to help. Even though the 
nation’s main focus was on the war effort, commanders at Fort Dix dispatched soldiers to the shore to prevent looting. 
http://www.nj.com/news/index.ssf/2011/08/hurricane_irenes_predecessor_t.html 
The hurricane was infamous for the amount of damage it caused along the New Jersey coastline. The shore towns on Long Beach Island, as well 
as Barnegat, Atlantic City, Ocean City, and Cape May all suffered major damage. http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1944_Great_Atlantic_hurricane	  
	   	  



Nothing	  new	  that	  I	  can	  report	  at	  this	  time.	  	  I’m	  living	  
“interesting	  days”	  always	  however,	  of	  that	  you	  may	  be	  sure.	  	  
I	  note	  that	  the	  demobilization	  plan	  makes	  no	  provision	  for	  
students	  whose	  studies	  were	  interrupted.	  	  I	  had	  hopes	  that	  
this	  factor	  would	  note	  be	  overlooked	  	  Apparently	  it	  has.	  	  Oh	  
well.	  –	  	  

My	  very	  best	  regards	  to	  Fil	  and	  the	  baby.	  	  Remind	  me	  
and	  give	  my	  remembrances	  to	  any	  friends	  of	  mine	  whom	  
you	  might	  run	  into.	  	  How	  is	  Mr.	  Wagner?**	  	  Well	  I	  hope.	  	  
That’s	  all	  brother	  –	  that’s	  all!	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  Al	  

	  
P.S.	  Call	  up	  Doc	  Carlisle	  for	  me	  sometime	  and	  give	  him	  some	  
news	  will	  you?	  

	  
**	  “Mr.	  Wagner”	  was	  the	  code	  Al’s	  brother	  Frank	  had	  
suggested	  to	  indicate	  –	  without	  alerting	  the	  mail	  censors	  
–	  that	  Al	  was	  somewhere	  on	  the	  Siegfried	  Line.	  	  
{	  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Siegfried_Line	  The	  
Siegfried	  Line	  was	  a	  defence	  system	  stretching	  more	  than	  
630	  km	  (390	  mi)	  with	  more	  than	  18,000	  bunkers,	  tunnels	  
and	  tank	  traps.	  It	  went	  from	  Kleve	  on	  the	  border	  with	  the	  
Netherlands,	  along	  the	  western	  border	  of	  the	  old	  German	  
Empire	  as	  far	  as	  the	  town	  of	  Weil	  am	  Rhein	  on	  the	  border	  
to	  Switzerland.	  More	  with	  Nazi	  propaganda	  in	  mind	  than	  
for	  any	  strategic	  reason,	  Adolf	  Hitler	  planned	  the	  line	  
from	  1936	  and	  had	  it	  built	  between	  1938	  and	  1940.}	  

	  

	  

	  

	  
9	  October	  1944	  

Hello	  Joe:	  
What	  ya	  know?	  	  I	  have	  another	  anniversary	  today.	  	  Just	  

remembered	  that	  I	  entered	  the	  Army	  on	  9	  Oct	  19-‐-‐.	  Time	  marches	  
on!	  

Received	  two	  letters	  from	  you	  yesterday	  and	  Frank’s	  weekly	  
letter	  also.	  	  Good	  to	  hear	  all	  the	  news	  from	  home.	  	  If	  Charlie	  is	  going	  
overseas	  better	  wait	  till	  he	  gets	  back	  before	  getting	  “hitched”.	  Have	  
you	  all	  moved	  yet?	  

I	  sent	  another	  $100	  home	  (money	  order)	  day	  before	  yesterday.	  	  
How	  much	  do	  I	  have	  in	  the	  account	  now.	  	  Enough	  to	  buy	  a	  ring	  yet?	  	  
You	  haven’t	  seen	  Marie	  lately	  have	  you?	  	  Did	  you	  get	  her	  a	  picture	  of	  
me	  yet?	  She’s	  always	  asking	  me	  for	  one	  in	  her	  letters.	  

Tell	  Mom	  she	  shouldn’t	  worry	  about	  not	  being	  able	  to	  write	  me.	  	  
Tell	  her	  I	  know	  without	  her	  writing,	  just	  how	  she	  feels	  and	  
everything	  she	  would	  like	  to	  write	  about.	  	  Give	  her	  my	  love	  and	  that	  
goes	  for	  all.	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  Albert	  

	  
	  



	   13	  October	  1944	  
Dear	  Joe:	  

Today	  is	  Friday	  the	  13th	  –	  supposed	  to	  be	  unlucky	  so	  I	  will	  just	  
have	  to	  be	  extra	  careful	  today.	  	  I	  really	  don’t	  have	  much	  to	  write	  
about.	  	  Mail	  geos	  out	  today	  so	  I	  might	  just	  as	  well	  drop	  a	  line	  even	  
though	  it’s	  just	  to	  say	  hello.	  

I	  did	  receive	  your	  package	  this	  week.	  	  It	  took	  something	  like	  11	  
weeks	  to	  reach	  me.	  	  It	  was	  made	  up	  of	  several	  packs	  of	  razor	  blades	  
(I	  really	  needed	  some)	  peanuts,	  salami,	  gum,	  etc.	  	  Thanks	  a	  lot	  

Well	  od	  gal	  I’ll	  just	  sign	  off	  now	  and	  how	  do	  you	  all	  like	  the	  new	  
house	  	  Is	  Mom	  happy	  about	  it?	  	  Love	  to	  all.	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  Al	  

Friday,	  	  
Oct	  13,	  1944	  

	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Received	  another	  letter	  from	  you	  last	  nite.	  	  It	  was	  dated	  Oct	  4th.	  	  So	  you	  can	  see	  it	  didn’t	  take	  very	  
long	  to	  reach	  me.	  	  Oh	  yes,	  it	  was	  the	  same	  letter	  in	  which	  you	  included	  a	  letter	  of	  my	  mine	  –	  or	  I	  
should	  have	  said	  a	  half	  a	  letter.	  [Ed.	  	  See	  *	  below]	  	  Boy	  they	  really	  did	  a	  job	  on	  it.	  	  Thanks	  for	  sending	  
it.	  	  I’ll	  have	  to	  be	  more	  careful	  from	  now	  on.	  
	   This	  will	  be	  the	  last	  letter	  you	  will	  receive	  from	  me	  for	  quite	  awhile.	  	  So	  tell	  mom	  to	  please	  not	  to	  
worry.	  	  By	  the	  way	  how	  is	  mom?	  	  I	  hope	  she	  is	  happy.	  	  Tell	  her	  to	  take	  care	  of	  herself	  for	  me.	  
In	  regards	  to	  Frank’s	  letter	  of	  Sept.	  3rd,	  tell	  Frank	  I	  had	  it	  for	  a	  little	  while	  but	  threw	  it	  away.	  	  But	  since	  
we’ve	  been	  here	  I’ve	  received	  another	  from	  him	  dated	  Sept	  7th.	  	  I’m	  sure	  this	  is	  the	  one	  that	  has	  
everything	  in	  it.	  
	   Well	  it’s	  now	  4:15	  and	  time	  for	  mass.	  	  So	  I’ll	  be	  thinking	  of	  you	  and	  all.	  	  By	  for	  a	  little	  while.	  	  Lots	  
of	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
	  
*	   I	  hope	  that	  by	  this	  time	  you	  are	  pretty	  well	  settled	  in	  your	  new	  home.	  	  How	  do	  you	  like	  it?	  	  I	  hope	  
mom	  finds	  it	  more	  convenient	  than	  the	  other	  house.	  
	   I	  haven’t	  sent	  you	  anymore	  money	  since	  the	  first	  $45	  I	  sent	  you.	  	  But	  I	  may	  send	  you	  $100	  next	  
payday.	  	  I’m	  not	  sure.	  
	   Well	  Jo	  that’s	  all	  for	  today.	  	  Try	  and	  send	  me	  some	  newspapers	  if	  you	  can.	  	  Lots	  of	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
	  

 

	  
	  
	  
	  



	  
Somewhere	  in	  Luxembourg	  

15	  October	  1944	  
Dear	  Frank	  &	  Fil:	  

Received	  your	  Vol.	  IV,	  #7	  today.	  	  Mail	  has	  been	  coming	  in	  rather	  nicely	  lately.	  	  Hope	  it	  keeps	  up!	  
From	  all	  Reports	  from	  home	  you	  certainly	  have	  had	  your	  hands	  full.	  	  

I	  imagine	  things	  should	  begin	  to	  settle	  down	  now.	  	  Mom	  seems	  pretty	  
well	  located	  now	  and	  that	  should	  relieve	  things	  somewhat.	  	  Glad	  to	  hear	  
that	  your	  speech	  went	  over	  well.	  Did	  it	  knock	  the	  war	  off	  the	  front	  
pages?	  

It	  does	  appear	  as	  if	  Ralph	  has	  been	  having	  his	  share	  too	  	  He’s	  been	  
having	  censor	  trouble.	  	  I	  think	  he	  doesn’t	  realize	  just	  how	  serious	  that	  
offense	  can	  be.	  	  It	  could	  mean	  a	  very,	  very	  severe	  penalty.	  	  I	  have	  seen	  
too	  many	  cases	  to	  take	  it	  lightly.	  	  I	  wouldn’t	  relish	  several	  years	  in	  the	  
penitentiary	  for	  an	  oversight.	  	  I’m	  sure	  relieved	  to	  hear	  that	  he	  is	  well.	  

That	  Willie	  is	  really	  a	  lucky	  fellow	  now	  isn’t	  he?	  What	  a	  catastrophe	  
to	  get	  stuck	  in	  a	  place	  like	  Paris!	  Poor	  fellow!	  

The	  weather	  here	  has	  been	  abominable.	  	  I’ve	  experienced	  very	  few	  
pleasant	  days	  since	  coming	  here.	  	  It	  certainly	  	  doesn’t	  help	  to	  keep	  your	  
spirits	  up.	  At	  least	  I’ve	  got	  a	  place	  to	  sleep.	  	  That’s	  a	  lot	  more	  than	  a	  lot	  
of	  my	  buddies	  have.	  	  I’m	  in	  pretty	  good	  shape,	  except	  for	  a	  little	  cold	  I’m	  
fighting	  to	  shake	  off.	  	  I	  still	  haven’t	  been	  able	  to	  get	  any	  clothes.	  	  I’m	  not	  
too	  bad	  off	  though.	  	  I	  have	  two	  shirts	  that	  I	  alternate	  with,	  a	  couple	  of	  
pairs	  of	  socks	  and	  one	  pair	  of	  trousers.	  I	  expect	  to	  be	  able	  to	  make	  some	  
purchases	  and	  more	  replacement	  within	  the	  next	  week.	  	  I	  will	  really	  be	  
able	  to	  use	  the	  articles	  you	  mentioned	  in	  your	  letter	  	  My	  sincerest	  thanks	  to	  Mom	  Vultaggio	  for	  her	  kind	  
thoughtfulness.	  	  I	  was	  over	  in	  the	  capital	  city	  of	  Luxembourg	  the	  other	  day;	  really	  a	  beautiful	  little	  city.	  

Say,	  can	  Mary-‐Fil	  really	  talk	  the	  way	  you	  say	  she	  does!	  	  I	  can’t	  believe	  it.	  	  It	  just	  sounds	  incredible!	  	  I’ll	  
bet	  she’s	  a	  pretty	  little	  girl,	  must	  take	  after	  the	  Scafuro’s!	  

One	  of	  these	  days	  this	  war	  is	  going	  to	  end.	  	  Then	  I	  will	  have	  the	  problem	  of	  when	  I	  will	  be	  getting	  
home.	  	  That	  “demob”	  plan	  did	  not	  give	  much	  consideration	  to	  students	  who	  were	  yanked	  away	  from	  their	  
studies	  and	  careers	  did	  it?	  Oh	  well	  I’ll	  worry	  about	  that	  when	  the	  time	  comes.	  	  Right	  now	  I’ll	  worry	  and	  
concentrate	  on	  staying	  in	  one	  piece.	  	  Give	  my	  regards	  to	  all	  and	  thank	  you	  again	  for	  your	  remembrances	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  Al	  

	  
Willie Vultaggio 

Fil Scafuro’s Brother 



	   	  
15	  October	  1944	  

Dear	  folks:	  
Another	  Sunday,	  another	  day,	  and	  so	  it	  goes.	  	  The	  weather	  here	  never	  does	  seem	  to	  improve	  any,	  just	  

the	  usual	  wet,	  damp	  and	  cold.	  	  I	  have	  seen	  very	  little	  sun	  of	  late.	  	  Even	  now	  it	  is	  raining.	  
Enough	  about	  the	  horrid	  weather.	  	  Let’s	  change	  to	  a	  more	  pleasant	  subject.	  	  But	  what	  pleasant	  

subject?	  	  That’s	  quite	  difficult	  to	  find	  in	  war.	  	  So	  far	  I	  have	  found	  very	  little	  that	  is	  nice	  or	  pleasant.	  	  The	  
greater	  part	  of	  the	  time	  it	  has	  been	  not	  nice	  and	  not	  pleasant.	  	  In	  the	  other	  hand	  most	  of	  us	  here	  didn’t	  
expect	  to	  find	  pleasure	  or	  go	  “picnicking”	  when	  we	  crossed	  the	  Channel.	  	  The	  only	  way	  to	  cure	  all	  this	  is	  
to	  get	  this	  war	  over	  with,	  just	  as	  quickly	  as	  we	  possibly	  can.	  	  On	  that	  point	  every	  G.I.	  is	  in	  full	  agreement.	  	  
We	  know	  that	  we	  have	  got	  to	  win	  and	  we	  want	  to	  do	  it	  just	  as	  quickly	  as	  we	  possibly	  can.	  

When	  one	  listens	  to	  radio	  and	  news	  reports	  from	  back	  home	  he	  soon	  gets	  the	  impression	  that	  the	  war	  
is	  all	  over	  with;	  that	  there	  is	  nothing	  to	  worry	  about	  now,	  and	  Germany	  is	  licked.	  	  I	  would	  like	  to	  invite	  
people	  who	  talk	  like	  that	  over	  here	  	  for	  a	  few	  days	  and	  show	  them	  a	  few	  things.	  	  There	  are	  plenty	  of	  men	  
dying	  at	  this	  moment	  and	  my	  more	  like	  wounded	  and	  suffering	  in	  our	  hospitals.	  	  Big	  battles	  are	  still	  
being	  fought	  and	  will	  be	  fought	  before	  these	  fanatical	  Germans	  throw	  in	  the	  towel	  	  We	  have	  gone	  a	  long	  
way	  since	  D-‐Day	  and	  we	  have	  given	  the	  enemy	  a	  severe	  trouncing	  and	  little	  respite.	  	  His	  losses	  have	  been	  
terrible	  in	  men	  and	  equipment.	  	  We	  have	  got	  him	  groggy	  now	  but	  we	  don’t	  intend	  that	  he	  should	  be	  
permitted	  to	  recover.	  He	  can	  still	  fight	  back	  and	  it	  will	  still	  be	  a	  little	  time	  before	  we	  can	  keep	  him	  down	  
for	  the	  10	  count.	  	  That’s	  why	  I	  feel	  provoked	  when	  I	  hear	  people	  saying	  that	  the	  war	  is	  over	  from	  the	  
comparative	  security	  of	  their	  firesides.	  	  Nope	  –	  there’s	  still	  a	  war	  to	  be	  won.	  	  Don’t	  start	  those	  parades	  
just	  yet.	  



	   	  
.	  	  Now	  I	  wonder	  why	  in	  hell	  I	  got	  started	  off	  on	  a	  line	  like	  that!	  Just	  felt	  like	  spouting	  off!	  	  I	  suppose	  

and	  you’re	  just	  about	  the	  only	  people	  available	  for	  me	  to	  spout	  off	  to.	  	  There	  must	  be	  something	  else	  to	  
write	  about	  though.	  	  Maybe	  I’ve	  been	  in	  one	  spot	  too	  long	  and	  have	  used	  up	  all	  mu	  available	  material.	  	  
Not	  used	  to	  this	  type	  of	  thing.	  

Yesterday	  I	  had	  a	  real	  case.	  	  There	  was	  a	  little	  French	  bot	  of	  15.	  	  His	  parents	  had	  been	  killed	  and	  he	  
was	  along	  without	  relatives	  or	  friends.	  	  When	  an	  American	  Division	  passed	  through	  the	  men	  took	  a	  liking	  
to	  him,	  dressed	  him	  up	  in	  a	  soldier’s	  outfit	  and	  he	  had	  followed	  that	  outfit	  ever	  since.	  	  He	  had	  slept,	  eaten,	  
and	  fought	  with	  our	  men.	  	  Then	  the	  division	  passed	  through	  France.	  	  The	  boy’s	  case	  became	  a	  problem.	  	  
What	  to	  do	  with	  him?	  	  He	  couldn’t	  follow	  the	  troops	  forever.	  	  So	  the	  General	  gave	  orders	  that	  he	  should	  
be	  taken	  back	  to	  France.	  	  Our	  soldiers	  would	  hide	  him	  so	  that	  he	  would	  not	  be	  sent	  back.	  	  Twice	  he	  had	  
been	  taken	  back	  to	  rear	  areas	  and	  twice	  he	  escaped	  to	  get	  back	  to	  “his	  division”.	  	  Then	  he	  was	  turned	  
over	  to	  me.	  	  He	  told	  me	  his	  story;	  how	  his	  family	  was	  wiped	  out	  in	  the	  bombardment;	  how	  his	  little	  village	  
in	  France	  had	  been	  destroyed,	  and	  how	  much	  he	  wanted	  to	  kill	  Germans.	  	  The	  American	  boys	  had	  
promised	  to	  take	  him	  back	  to	  America	  with	  them	  and	  he	  was	  determined	  not	  to	  leave	  them.	  	  :If	  you	  send	  
me	  back	  to	  my	  village”,	  he	  warned	  me,	  “I	  will	  only	  run	  away	  again	  and	  return	  to	  my	  division.	  	  I	  want	  to	  
join	  the	  American	  Army.”	  	  I	  explained	  to	  him	  as	  best	  I	  could	  that	  he	  was	  too	  young,	  that	  soldiers	  must	  be	  
trained,	  that	  he	  had	  done	  his	  duty,	  etc.,	  but	  that	  now	  he	  must	  return	  to	  his	  country	  and	  –	  and	  –	  and-‐-‐	  .	  	  I	  
honestly	  couldn’t	  tell	  him	  what.	  	  He	  knew	  I	  was	  stuck	  and	  his	  eyes	  just	  brightened	  up	  and	  a	  mischievous	  
smile	  crossed	  his	  youthful	  face.	  	  “No”	  he	  said,	  “I	  won’t	  go	  back.”	  There	  was	  nothing	  else	  to	  do	  but	  tell	  him	  
that	  he	  must.	  	  I	  had	  him	  dressed	  up	  in	  civilian	  clothes	  and	  started	  him	  back	  on	  his	  journey	  to	  France.	  	  He	  
must	  have	  thought	  me	  very	  wicked	  for	  when	  he	  left	  me	  he	  had	  the	  appearance	  of	  a	  wounded	  little	  pup.	  	  I	  
don’t	  know	  what	  happened	  to	  the	  little	  fellow.	  	  Really	  I	  should	  have	  liked	  to	  have	  adopted	  him	  as	  my	  
brother	  and	  taken	  him	  home	  with	  me.	  	  He	  went	  on	  his	  way	  but	  somehow	  deep	  inside	  me	  I	  can’t	  help	  but	  
feel	  that	  Victor,	  that	  was	  his	  name,	  is	  even	  now	  at	  this	  moment	  following	  again	  the	  boys	  of	  “his	  division”.	  

Love	  to	  all,	  	  
Albert	  



	  
	   	  



	   	  



Oct.	  18,	  1944	  
Wednesday	  
	  
Dear	  Frank	  and	  Fil	  and	  MaryFil,	  
	  
	   Just	  before	  starting	  this	  letter	  came	  back	  from	  a	  band	  drill	  out	  in	  the	  field	  and	  on	  the	  tired	  side	  but	  
made	  it	  my	  business	  to	  get	  this	  off	  to	  you	  all	  before	  your	  next	  “Home	  Front	  News”	  which	  arrived	  this	  
morning	  Vol	  IV	  8	  giving	  me	  quite	  a	  bit	  of	  pleasure	  to	  complete	  the	  day.	  
	   However	  I	  feel	  quite	  fine	  and	  must	  say	  I	  can’t	  remember	  whether	  or	  not	  I	  have	  written	  you	  since	  
my	  return	  to	  camp,	  I	  	  have,	  then	  I	  have	  nothing	  to	  worry	  about,	  otherwise	  I	  am	  on	  the	  apologizing	  side	  
again	  if	  you’ll	  al	  accept.	  
	   Now	  that	  I’m	  in	  the	  clear	  I	  can	  almost	  feel	  assured	  that	  everything	  in	  Allendale	  is	  quite	  finished	  
and	  quite	  a	  relief	  on	  you	  mind	  Frank,	  and	  hoping	  that	  the	  family	  are	  all	  well	  including	  MaryFil	  and	  Fil.	  	  	  
	   Before	  going	  any	  further	  you	  specifically	  asked	  me	  two	  or	  three	  times	  for	  my	  license	  number	  and	  
probably	  never	  gave	  it	  a	  thought,	  	  I	  don’t	  think	  you	  really	  need	  it	  Frank	  but	  in	  case,	  it’s	  #343-‐977.	  
	   If	  you	  remember	  I	  was	  tired	  before	  I	  started	  and	  if	  you	  can	  e3sxcuse	  a	  short	  letter	  I	  promise	  one	  
of	  these	  days	  I	  will	  contemplate	  on	  writing	  a	  long	  letter.	  
	   Until	  tomorrow	  as	  always	  missing	  the	  folks	  and	  our	  stay	  together.	  	  My	  best	  to	  all	  the	  boys	  in	  the	  
Home	  Front	  News	  and	  home.	  
	   Before	  closing	  must	  say	  they	  are	  preparing	  for	  an	  extensive	  practice	  of	  use	  of	  gases	  in	  Camp	  
yesterday	  being	  a	  first	  series	  of	  test	  having	  two	  casualties	  in	  our	  outfit	  as	  we	  went	  through	  the	  gas	  
chamber.	  	  The	  gases	  they	  are	  using	  are	  lung	  irritant	  etc.	  
	   As	  always	  will	  have	  to	  close	  goodnight	  and	  pleasant	  dreams	  to	  all.	  
	  
	   I	  remain	  Sincerely	  Always	  
	   Charlie	  
	   	  



	  

Luxembourg was liberated by Allied forces 
in September 1944. Allied tanks entered 
the capital city on 10 September 1944, 
where the Germans retreated without 
fighting. The Allied advance triggered the 
resistance to rise up... In mid December, 
the Germans launched the "Ardennes 
Offensive" in Luxembourg and the Belgian 
Ardennes. Though the city of Luxembourg 
remained in Allied hands throughout, 
much of the north of the country was lost 
to German forces and had to be liberated 
again. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luxembourg_in
_World_War_II 

	  

	  
Félix	  of	  Bourbon-‐Parma	  

Prince	  consort	  of	  Luxembourg	  
	  

26	  October	  1944	  
Dear	  Joe:	  

Just	  a	  few	  words	  before	  laying	  this	  tired	  and	  beat-‐up	  corpse	  of	  mine	  into	  a	  place	  I	  call	  bed.	  	  I	  haven’t	  
received	  a	  letter	  for	  over	  a	  week	  now.	  	  I	  don’t	  suppose	  that	  I	  can	  really	  blame	  anyone	  now	  either.	  	  Well	  –	  
that’s	  life	  I	  guess.	  	  Or	  is	  it?	  

I	  made	  a	  trip	  to	  the	  capital	  of	  Luxembourg	  today	  for	  a	  conference	  with	  “high”	  government	  officials.	  	  I	  
don’t	  feel	  like	  writing	  about	  it	  tonite.	  	  I’m	  not	  in	  the	  mood.	  	  	  However,	  I	  might	  tell	  you	  that	  my	  experiences	  
today,	  as	  far	  as	  any	  “high	  points”	  in	  my	  “young	  career”	  are	  concerned	  reached	  their	  “zenith”.	  	  I’ll	  write	  
my	  next	  letter	  Sunday,	  that	  will	  be	  the	  29th.	  Tell	  you	  all	  about	  it	  the.	  	  Give	  my	  love	  to	  Mom	  and	  all	  the	  rest	  
of	  the	  familia.	  

Lovingly	  
Brother	  Al	  

	   	  



	   	  
27	  October	  1944	  

Dear	  Jo:	  
Received	  one	  of	  your	  letters	  yesterday.	  	  The	  one	  about	  me	  and	  Marie.	  	  I	  guess	  you	  all	  weren’t	  taking	  

me	  very	  seriously.	  	  Perhaps	  I’m	  to	  blame	  for	  not	  sounding	  serious.	  	  No	  –	  I	  think	  I	  know	  what	  I’m	  doing	  
and	  what	  kind	  of	  girl	  I	  want.	  	  Marie	  is	  that	  girl.	  

I’ve	  had	  quite	  an	  opportunity	  to	  meet	  and	  to	  know	  quite	  a	  number	  of	  girls	  during	  my	  college	  years	  
and	  after.	  	  I’ve	  met	  a	  lot	  and	  Marie	  is	  tops	  of	  them	  all.	  	  Without	  boasting	  I	  think	  that	  I	  can	  say	  that	  I	  could	  
have	  landed,	  at	  one	  time	  or	  another,	  girls	  relatively	  wealthy	  or	  girls	  whom	  it	  would	  have	  been	  
“justifiable”	  to	  marry.	  	  The	  fact	  that	  I	  didn’t	  should	  prove	  just	  how	  much	  I	  think	  of	  Marie.	  	  You’ll	  all	  love	  
her,	  I’m	  certain.	  

I	  received	  a	  wonderful	  letter	  yesterday	  from	  Marie’s	  mother.	  	  She	  told	  me	  how	  happy	  she	  was	  about	  
Marie	  and	  me	  “getting	  hitched”.	  She’s	  wonderful	  too.	  	  Mrs.	  Montaigne	  plans	  announcing	  her	  daughter’s	  
engagement	  to	  me	  in	  November.	  	  When	  Frank	  is	  home	  some	  week-‐end	  –	  how	  about	  a	  little	  cooperation	  
with	  Mrs.	  Montaigne	  in	  that	  little	  matter.	  	  I	  plan	  to	  writ	  Frank	  tomorrow	  or	  thereabouts.	  

On	  another	  subject.	  	  Remember	  that	  “highlight”	  I	  was	  referring	  to	  in	  my	  last	  letter.	  	  It	  happened	  when	  
I	  went	  to	  Luxembourg	  to	  discuss	  a	  problem	  with	  an	  Allied	  Mission.	  	  I	  had	  the	  unlooked	  for	  opportunity	  of	  
speaking	  with	  the	  Prince	  Consort	  of	  Luxembourg	  and	  having	  luncheon	  with	  him.	  	  His	  wife,	  Princess	  
Charlotte	  is	  ruler	  of	  the	  country,	  What	  a	  man!	  

Enclosed	  is	  a	  picture	  I	  found	  in	  Life	  Magazine.	  	  It	  is	  self-‐explanatory.	  	  I	  know	  the	  woman	  well.	  She	  was	  
one	  of	  my	  best	  friends.	  	  She	  fixed	  me	  up	  many	  a	  nice	  meal.	  	  Keep	  the	  picture	  for	  me.	  	  Any	  little	  thing	  like	  
this	  that	  I	  may	  send	  home	  form	  time	  to	  time	  guard	  carefully	  for	  me.	  	  

Tell	  Mom	  she’s	  going	  to	  have	  a	  sweet	  little	  daughter-‐in-‐law	  some	  day.	  	  I	  think	  Mom	  will	  trust	  my	  
choice.	  	  Give	  her	  my	  love	  huh?	  Incidentally,	  this	  damn	  war	  “ain’t”	  over	  yet.	  

Love,	  
Al	  

	  
	   	  



Oct.	  31,	  1944	  
	  
Hi	  Jo,	  
	   How	  is	  everything	  at	  home?	  	  I	  hope	  you	  are	  all	  well	  as	  I	  am	  
	   I	  started	  this	  letter	  about	  a	  week	  ago	  but	  never	  had	  a	  chance	  to	  finish	  it	  in	  between.	  	  But	  I’m	  
pretty	  sure	  that	  we’ll	  be	  receiving	  mail	  soon	  so	  I	  thought	  I’d	  better	  write	  so	  that	  you	  will	  get	  this.	  
	   Everything	  is	  going	  along	  okay	  right	  now.	  	  I	  have	  a	  lot	  of	  things	  to	  tell	  you	  when	  I	  get	  home.	  	  But	  I	  
guess	  all	  that	  mom	  is	  interested	  in	  now	  is	  my	  health.	  	  Well	  you	  can	  tell	  her	  not	  to	  worry	  because	  I’m	  
fine	  as	  ever.	  
	   I	  sure	  will	  be	  glad	  to	  get	  back	  home	  as	  I’m	  sure	  everyone	  else	  will	  also.	  	  You	  never	  realize	  how	  
much	  it	  means	  until	  you’re	  away	  from	  it	  for	  so	  long	  –	  especially	  out	  here.	  
	   How	  is	  Frank’s	  wife?	  	  Ya	  know	  I’m	  ashamed	  to	  admit	  it	  but	  I’ve	  forgotten	  her	  name.	  	  What	  is	  her	  
first	  name	  anyway?	  Give	  them	  both	  my	  regards	  but	  don’t	  let	  Frank	  know	  I’ve	  forgotten	  her	  name	  
already.	  	  Lots	  of	  love	  to	  mom.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
	  
The	  October	  lapse	  in	  Ralph’s	  writing	  would	  be	  explained	  in	  a	  letter	  dated	  November	  6,	  1944,	  indicating	  his	  carrier	  
had	  been	  involved	  in	  the	  BATTLE	  OF	  LEYTE	  GULF:	  	  This	  World	  War	  II	  clash	  followed	  the	  Allied	  landing	  at	  the	  Philippine	  
island	  of	  Leyte	  in	  October	  1944.	  The	  Japanese	  sought	  to	  converge	  three	  naval	  forces	  on	  Leyte	  Gulf,	  and	  successfully	  
diverted	  the	  U.S.	  Third	  Fleet	  with	  a	  decoy.	  At	  the	  Suriago	  Strait,	  the	  U.S.	  Seventh	  Fleet	  destroyed	  one	  of	  the	  Japanese	  forces	  
and	  forced	  a	  second	  one	  to	  withdraw.	  The	  third	  successfully	  traversed	  the	  San	  Bernadino	  Straight	  but	  also	  withdrew	  
before	  attacking	  the	  Allied	  forces	  at	  Leyte.	  With	  much	  of	  its	  surface	  fleet	  destroyed	  in	  the	  battle,	  Japan	  was	  hamstrung	  in	  
its	  ability	  to	  move	  resources	  from	  Southeast	  Asia	  to	  the	  home	  islands.	  
The	  aerial	  and	  naval	  battle	  conducted	  as	  Allied	  forces	  invaded	  the	  Philippines	  began	  with	  Leyte	  Island	  on	  October	  20.	  
Expecting	  an	  invasion,	  the	  Japanese	  fleet	  command	  ordered	  its	  forces	  to	  sea	  at	  the	  very	  first	  sign	  of	  Allied	  landings.	  Due	  to	  
the	  effects	  of	  previous	  engagements	  and	  to	  Japan’s	  precarious	  fuel	  situation,	  however,	  the	  Japanese	  fleet	  was	  deployed	  in	  a	  
scattered	  fashion:	  carrier	  forces	  in	  Japan	  were	  training	  new	  pilots;	  battleship	  units	  near	  Singapore	  (close	  to	  the	  fuel	  
sources)	  and	  some	  cruiser	  forces,	  formerly	  in	  the	  northern	  Pacific,	  maneuvered	  in	  the	  wake	  of	  the	  Allied	  carrier	  strikes	  on	  
Taiwan	  (October	  10-‐12).	  When	  Japan	  ordered	  its	  fleet	  into	  Philippine	  waters,	  these	  forces	  had	  to	  sail	  separately	  and	  for	  
the	  most	  part	  operated	  independently	  in	  the	  battle	  that	  followed.	  
	  
Headed	  toward	  the	  Philippines,	  the	  naval	  command	  suggested	  that	  Admiral	  Kurita	  Takeo	  of	  the	  battleship	  unit	  detach	  an	  
element	  of	  his	  fleet	  to	  enter	  Leyte	  Gulf	  through	  the	  Surigao	  Strait.	  He	  did	  send	  a	  force	  that	  way,	  which	  was	  annihilated	  in	  
surface	  naval	  combat	  in	  a	  classic	  crossing	  of	  the	  “T”	  on	  the	  night	  of	  October	  24-‐25.	  The	  cruiser	  element	  from	  the	  north	  
tried	  to	  follow	  but	  recoiled	  before	  making	  contact.	  Japan’s	  aircraft	  carriers	  successfully	  decoyed	  north	  the	  U.S.	  Third	  Fleet	  
of	  Admiral	  William	  F.	  Halsey,	  uncovering	  the	  San	  Bernardino	  Strait,	  through	  which	  Kurita’s	  main	  fleet	  passed	  after	  turning	  
away	  momentarily	  under	  the	  pressure	  of	  fierce	  U.S.	  submarine	  and	  air	  attacks.	  Kurita	  came	  closest	  to	  Leyte	  Gulf,	  in	  the	  
process	  encountering	  several	  forces	  of	  small	  U.S.	  escort	  carriers,	  which	  the	  Japanese	  mistook	  for	  regular	  fleet	  carriers.	  
Aircraft,	  however,	  made	  more	  and	  more	  powerful	  attacks	  on	  the	  Japanese	  as	  time	  went	  on,	  at	  length	  forcing	  Kurita	  to	  
withdraw	  from	  Philippine	  waters.	  
	  
Leyte	  Gulf	  was	  decisive	  in	  that	  it	  destroyed	  much	  of	  the	  remaining	  Japanese	  surface	  fleet	  while	  virtually	  ending	  Japan’s	  
ability	  to	  move	  resources	  from	  Southeast	  Asia	  to	  the	  home	  islands.	  Japanese	  losses	  included	  four	  aircraft	  carriers,	  three	  
battleships,	  six	  heavy	  and	  four	  light	  cruisers,	  and	  eleven	  destroyers,	  along	  with	  several	  hundred	  aircraft	  and	  over	  10,500	  
sailors.	  Allied	  losses	  were	  one	  light	  carrier,	  two	  escort	  carriers,	  two	  destroyers	  and	  one	  destroyer-‐escort.	  Despite	  overall	  
failure,	  however,	  the	  Japanese	  showed	  that	  with	  determination	  they	  could	  still	  press	  home	  attacks	  against	  an	  Allied	  
armada	  with	  huge	  technical	  and	  material	  advantages.	  
	  
The	  Reader’s	  Companion	  to	  Military	  History.	  Edited	  by	  Robert	  Cowley	  and	  Geoffrey	  Parker.	  Copyright	  ©	  1996	  by	  
Houghton	  Mifflin	  Harcourt	  Publishing	  Company.	  All	  rights	  reserved.	  
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1	  November	  1944	  

Dear	  Jo:	  
I	  received	  one	  letter	  from	  you,	  one	  from	  Frank	  and	  of	  course,	  several	  from	  Marie.	  	  What	  a	  girl!	  She	  

told	  me	  she	  had	  received	  a	  letter	  from	  you	  inviting	  her	  to	  the	  house	  and	  that	  she	  was	  planning	  on	  coming	  
over	  the	  following	  Sunday.	  	  How	  did	  you	  all	  like	  her	  Pretty	  girl,	  isn’t	  she?	  Make	  Umberto	  heap	  fine	  Missus	  
–	  NO?	  

I’m	  really	  happy	  to	  know	  that	  you	  are	  hearing	  from	  Ralph	  regularly.	  	  May	  those	  letters	  continue	  to	  
come.	  	  I	  imagine	  he	  saw	  his	  share	  of	  activity	  during	  the	  past	  week.	  

What	  are	  your	  plans	  with	  Charlie?	  I	  hope	  that	  you	  are	  not	  planning	  marriage	  till	  the	  war	  is	  over.	  	  I	  
think	  getting	  engaged	  was	  swell,	  but	  getting	  married	  before	  the	  war	  is	  over	  is	  another	  thing.	  	  There	  are	  
many	  good	  reasons	  against	  it	  I	  think.	  	  This	  is	  just	  my	  own	  personal	  opinion.	  

If	  I	  were	  in	  Charlie’s	  shoes	  I	  should	  think	  I’d	  give	  it	  a	  little	  more	  thought.	  	  First	  of	  all,	  I’d	  figure	  that	  
trying	  to	  support	  a	  wife	  while	  in	  the	  Army	  would	  be	  quite	  difficult.	  	  When	  I	  get	  married	  I’d	  like	  to	  settle	  
down	  for	  food	  and	  really	  make	  a	  marriage	  of	  it.	  	  Secondly,	  I’d	  keep	  in	  mind	  that	  the	  war	  isn’t	  over,	  and	  
that	  there	  is	  a	  good	  possibility	  still	  of	  some	  overseas	  service.	  	  This	  is	  especially	  true	  when	  you	  consider	  the	  
demobilization	  scheme.	  

You	  have	  probability	  thought	  about	  the	  couple	  of	  things	  I	  have	  mentioned	  above.	  	  Of	  course	  there	  are	  
other	  considerations.	  I	  don’t	  doubt	  but	  that	  you	  have	  come	  to	  the	  same	  conclusions	  I	  have.	  	  Who	  knows	  –	  
maybe	  we	  can	  make	  it	  a	  double	  wedding	  or	  something	  like	  that.	  	  	  Some	  fun	  eh?	  I	  think	  Charlie	  is	  a	  helluva	  
good	  egg	  too,	  and	  will	  make	  you	  a	  good	  husband.	  

Let	  me	  know	  how	  Mom	  likes	  my	  babe	  will	  you?	  	  I’ve	  got	  to	  buy	  some	  winter	  clothes	  with	  this	  month’s	  
pay.	  	  Don’t	  expect	  too	  much.	  	  

All	  my	  love	  to	  Mom	  &	  all	  the	  rest.	  
Fondly,	  

Brother	  Al	  
	   	  



	   	  
4	  November	  1944	  

Dear	  Joe:	  
Well	  it’s	  Sunday	  again	  and	  things	  haven’t	  changed	  any	  since	  my	  last	  letter	  which	  I	  wrote	  Nov.	  1	  if	  I	  

remember	  correctly.	  
Church	  services	  were	  very	  nice	  this	  morning.	  	  I	  attended	  a	  Solemn	  High	  Mass	  of	  Requiem	  for	  the	  dead	  

in	  a	  small	  but	  beautiful	  little	  church,	  “somewhere	  in	  Luxembourg”.	  
I	  guess	  Winter	  is	  really	  beginning	  to	  set	  in	  over	  here	  in	  this	  part	  of	  the	  world.	  	  It’s	  quite	  cold	  already.	  	  

I	  think	  that	  I	  will	  have	  to	  buy	  myself	  another	  overcoat.	  	  I	  lost	  my	  other	  one	  –	  remember?	  	  I	  expect	  to	  me	  
near	  and	  Officer’s	  Sales	  store	  this	  coming	  week	  and	  will	  probably	  get	  myself	  some	  new	  clothing	  to	  
replace	  part	  of	  what	  I	  have	  lost.	  	  I	  don’t	  think	  I’ll	  buy	  another	  “dress	  uniform”	  till	  later.	  	  No	  use	  for	  it	  any	  
way.	  

I	  gather	  that	  I	  will	  have	  quite	  a	  few	  packages	  to	  look	  forward	  to	  during	  the	  “next	  several	  months”	  
huh?	  

Marie	  is	  sending	  me	  a	  couple	  too.	  	  Looks	  like	  Santa	  Claus	  is	  going	  to	  be	  good	  to	  me.	  	  I	  wish	  he’d	  drop	  
me	  down	  “our	  chimney”	  though	  sometime	  before	  next	  Xmas.	  	  Let’s	  see	  –	  this	  will	  make	  the	  third	  Xmas	  I	  
will	  have	  spent	  in	  the	  Army.	  I	  started	  to	  write	  something,	  then	  censored	  it	  myself.	  	  What	  a	  jerk!	  

Say	  have	  you	  all	  met	  my	  little	  number	  yet?	  	  Marie	  I	  mean.	  	  Cute	  little	  devil	  isn’t	  she?	  	  Let	  ;me	  know	  if	  
she’s	  gotten	  fat	  or	  ugly	  since	  I	  left.	  	  Then	  again	  you	  wouldn’t	  know	  cause	  you	  didn’t	  know	  her	  before.	  	  Five	  
me	  your	  impressions	  anyway.	  	  Lindy’s	  too.	  	  He’s	  got	  good	  taste!	  	  How’s	  the	  little	  twerp	  doing	  anyway.	  	  
Still	  give	  you	  and	  Mom	  a	  lot	  of	  trouble.	  	  How	  old	  is	  Lindy	  anyway	  –	  17?	  I’ve	  forgotten	  whether	  he’s	  a	  
Junior	  or	  Senior	  in	  High	  School.	  	  “Junior”	  I	  hope!	  

Say	  hello	  to	  Larry,	  Tony,	  and	  the	  rest	  around	  the	  house.	  	  I	  miss	  them	  all.	  	  Tell	  Mom	  her	  little	  
lieutenant	  is	  still	  kicking	  and	  intends	  to	  keep	  doing	  so,	  till	  he	  can	  come	  home	  and	  nestle	  where	  he	  
belongs.	  	  So	  long	  and	  Bee-‐gurk.	  

Lovingly,	  
“Jerk”	  



Nov	  4,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
	  
	   We’re	  back	  in	  port	  again	  and	  I’m	  glad	  I	  can	  say	  that.	  We	  haven’t	  received	  any	  mail	  yet	  but	  last	  
time	  I	  was	  here	  I	  received	  two	  letters	  from	  you	  dated	  Sept.	  3rd	  and	  7th.	  
	   I’ll	  make	  this	  letter	  short	  then	  I’ll	  answer	  your	  letter	  when	  I	  receive	  it.	  	  I	  sure	  would	  like	  to	  be	  
back	  there	  to	  read	  some	  of	  the	  New	  York	  papers.	  	  Say	  Frank	  how	  about	  doing	  me	  a	  favor	  	  and	  see	  if	  
you	  can	  set	  some	  of	  the	  N.Y.	  papers	  from	  the	  week	  beginning	  Oct.	  24	  and	  ending	  Oct.	  31st	  and	  saving	  it	  
for	  me?	  	  I’d	  like	  to	  see	  it.	  
	   I	  may	  be	  lucky	  enough	  to	  go	  ashore	  here	  for	  a	  few	  weeks.	  	  I	  haven’t	  had	  my	  foot	  off	  of	  this	  ship	  
since	  the	  first	  day	  I	  came	  aboard.	  
	   I	  hope	  everything	  is	  OK	  back	  there.	  	  How’s	  Al	  making	  out?	  	  Give	  my	  regards	  to	  your	  wife.	  	  I	  wrote	  
to	  Jo	  and	  told	  her	  to	  give	  my	  regards	  to	  both	  of	  you.	  	  I	  also	  told	  her	  that	  I	  had	  forgotten	  your	  wife’s	  
name.	  	  I	  think	  you	  forgot	  to	  mention	  it	  in	  your	  letter.	  	  What	  is	  it	  anyway?	  	  Boy	  it	  was	  a	  helluva	  line!	  
	   Well	  Frank	  I’ll	  write	  soon	  again.	  	  I	  am	  fine	  as	  ever.	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  
	  
	  

Nov	  5,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Frank,	  
	   	  
	   Last	  night	  the	  censor	  gave	  us	  permission	  to	  mention	  certain	  things	  in	  our	  letter.	  	  I	  guess	  they	  
knew	  that	  we	  would	  like	  to	  write	  about	  it	  awful	  bad.	  	  Of	  course	  there	  is	  plenty	  that	  we	  are	  not	  able	  to	  
say	  but	  anyway	  I’m	  glad	  we	  can	  say	  where	  we	  were,	  which	  of	  course	  you	  probably	  already	  know.	  
	   We	  were	  one	  of	  the	  first	  ships	  to	  invade	  Leyte	  Island	  in	  the	  Philippines.	  	  Frank	  it	  was	  the	  biggest	  
show	  on	  earth.	  	  Things	  were	  rather	  quiet	  and	  peaceful	  the	  first	  three	  or	  four	  days	  there	  but	  after	  that	  
everything	  began	  to	  happen.	  	  You	  already	  know	  that	  it	  was	  the	  first	  time	  in	  two	  and	  a	  half	  years	  that	  
the	  Jap	  fleet	  came	  out.	  	  Well	  we	  took	  care	  of	  them.	  	  Our	  planes	  were	  about	  the	  first	  ones	  to	  hit	  them.	  	  
Boy	  they	  really	  did	  a	  wonderful	  job.	  	  I	  can’t	  tell	  you	  some	  of	  the	  things	  that	  I	  would	  like	  to	  tell	  you.	  	  I	  
don’t	  know	  if	  I’ve	  said	  too	  much	  now.	  	  I	  hope	  not.	  	  The	  natives	  on	  the	  Island	  hate	  the	  Japs	  very	  much.	  	  
When	  our	  soldiers	  and	  marines	  landed	  on	  the	  island	  they	  were	  very	  glad	  to	  see	  them.	  	  They	  helped	  in	  
every	  way	  possible.	  	  They	  can	  speak	  well	  enough	  English	  to	  understand	  them.	  
	   When	  I	  was	  back	  in	  the	  States	  Frank,	  I	  read	  a	  lot	  about	  erasing	  the	  Jap	  race	  off	  the	  earth.	  	  I	  thought	  
it	  foolish	  then.	  	  But	  I’ve	  changed	  my	  mind	  since.	  	  They	  just	  aren’t	  human.	  	  Any	  people	  that	  would	  use	  
the	  tactics	  they	  did	  against	  us	  must	  be	  insane	  or	  injected	  with	  some	  kind	  of	  a	  dope.	  	  That’s	  why	  we	  
have	  to	  knock	  off	  every	  one.	  
	   Yesterday	  I	  received	  five	  letters.	  	  I	  ought	  to	  be	  getting	  yours	  soon.	  	  Oh	  I	  almost	  forgot.	  	  I	  received	  
your	  package	  last	  nite.	  	  Thanks	  a	  lot.	  	  I’m	  glad	  you	  sent	  me	  the	  canned	  food.	  	  Just	  what	  I	  wanted.	  	  I	  read	  
that	  part	  in	  the	  paper	  about	  Palau.	  	  Say	  hello	  to	  Fil,	  Mary	  Fil,	  and	  all	  
	  
	   Love,	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
	  
	   	  



Nov.	  6,	  1944	  
	  
Dear	  Jo,	  
	  
	   Received	  two	  letters	  from	  you	  yesterday	  which	  made	  me	  very	  happy	  of	  course.	  	  Also	  received	  a	  
nice	  long	  one	  from	  Curley.	  	  Glad	  to	  hear	  that	  everything	  is	  the	  same	  around	  home.	  	  Hope	  it	  remains	  
that	  way.	  
	   The	  censor	  gave	  us	  permission	  to	  [?]	  about	  the	  battle	  we	  were	  in.	  	  Just	  a	  few	  things	  though.	  	  I	  
already	  wrote	  to	  Frank	  and	  told	  him	  about	  it	  so	  you	  can	  ask	  him	  if	  you	  want	  to.	  	  We	  were	  one	  of	  the	  
first	  ones	  in	  on	  the	  invasion	  of	  the	  Philippines.	  	  The	  Jap	  fleet	  finally	  came	  out	  after	  so	  long.	  	  It	  was	  one	  
of	  the	  greatest	  battles	  in	  Naval	  history.	  	  But	  as	  usual	  we	  came	  out	  on	  top.	  	  We	  were	  in	  around	  Leyte	  
Island.	  
	   The	  natives	  on	  the	  Island	  hate	  the	  Japs.	  	  They	  were	  glad	  to	  see	  our	  Yanks.	  	  They	  speak	  a	  little	  
English.	  	  After	  seeing	  some	  of	  the	  tactics	  the	  Japs	  use	  I’m	  convinced	  that	  they	  are	  not	  human.	  	  Right	  
now	  we’re	  sort	  of	  [taking]	  it	  easy.	  	  	  
	   Jo,	  I	  was	  going	  to	  send	  you	  the	  hundred	  dollars	  but	  I	  changed	  my	  mind.	  	  I	  thought	  that	  I’d	  better	  
keep	  it	  because	  as	  soon	  as	  we	  hit	  the	  States	  again	  I’m	  going	  to	  need	  all	  the	  money	  I	  can	  get	  in	  case	  we	  
get	  a	  leave.	  
	   By	  the	  way	  I	  received	  a	  package	  from	  Frank.	  	  The	  canned	  food	  tasted	  good.	  
	   Father	  McCarthy	  is	  still	  with	  me.	  	  I	  guess	  we	  should	  be	  together	  till	  we	  reach	  the	  States	  again.	  
	   Tell	  mom	  not	  to	  worry	  one	  bit	  about	  me	  as	  I	  am	  very	  well.	  Tell	  her	  that	  I	  want	  her	  to	  be	  happy.	  	  I	  
go	  to	  mass	  and	  communion	  a	  lot	  for	  her	  and	  Al	  too.	  
	   Well	  I	  hope	  I	  hear	  from	  you	  again	  before	  we	  leave.	  	  :Lots	  of	  love	  to	  mom	  
	  
	   Love	  to	  all	  
	   Bro	  Ralph	  
	   R.	  J.	  Scafuro	  AOM	  3/c	  USNR	  
	  
	   	  



	  

	   	  
	  8	  Nov	  1944	  

Hello	  Jo:	  
Enclosed	  please	  find	  $75	  to	  deposit	  in	  my	  “steadily	  growing	  bank	  account.”	  
Haven’t	  had	  any	  letters	  from	  you	  all	  in	  over	  a	  week	  now.	  	  That	  mail	  man	  had	  better	  show	  up	  –	  but	  

soon.	  	  Hope	  that	  everything	  is	  going	  along	  fine	  at	  home.	  	  Me	  –	  I’m	  fine.	  	  Just	  finished	  a	  damn	  swell	  dinner	  
of	  French	  fires,	  steak,	  peas,	  salad,	  peaches	  and	  coffee.	  	  Rough	  life	  at	  this	  point	  alright.	  

Love	  to	  Mama	  and	  best	  regards	  to	  y’all.	  
.	  

Lovingly,	  
Al	  
	  

9	  Nov	  1944	  
Hello	  folks:	  

Dropping	  in	  to	  say	  hello	  –	  that’s	  all.	  	  Hello!	  	  I’m	  sending	  along	  a	  couple	  of	  souvenirs	  –	  one	  if	  you’ll	  look	  
closely	  is	  a	  snap-‐shot	  of	  me.	  	  Not	  good,	  but	  a	  picture	  anyway.	  

We’re	  getting	  our	  first	  snow	  here	  today.	  	  Boy	  I	  have	  never	  seen	  snow	  flakes	  so	  big.	  	  About	  the	  size	  of	  a	  
window	  pane.	  	  No	  kidding	  they	  really	  are	  big.	  	  I	  like	  snow	  sometimes.	  But	  not	  here,	  makes	  everything	  that	  
much	  more	  unbearable;	  I	  mean	  living	  conditions	  etc.	  

I	  don’t	  have	  any	  hot	  news	  –	  so	  I’ll	  quit	  here.	  	  I	  guess	  you	  heard	  F.D.R.	  was	  re-‐elected?	  Well	  he	  was!	  Gee	  
–	  I	  must	  be	  really	  getting	  into	  sad	  shape.	  Tell	  Mom,	  I’m	  watching	  out	  for	  colds	  and	  I’m	  keeping	  warm	  
O.K.,	  aloro	  non	  e	  necessario	  de	  fare	  pensiero.*	  

Love	  all,	  
Al	  

*	  Roughly	  translated:	  So,	  no	  need	  to	  worry.	  
	   	  





Albert	  was	  ordered	  to	  Luxembourg	  in	  the	  fall	  of	  1944.	  
“I	  was	  in	  Bastogne	  visiting	  colleagues	  when	  we	  heard	  the	  first	  signs	  that	  there	  was	  going	  to	  be	  some	  
kind	  of	  attack.	  	  We	  could	  hear	  artillery,	  a	  lot	  of	  planes.	  No	  one	  knew	  what	  was	  going	  on.	  	  It	  wasn’t	  
supposed	  to	  be	  a	  combat	  area.”	  	  
But	  it	  would	  be.	  	  May 26, 1994, “Allendale vet at Utah Beach by Marsha Stoltz in The Town Journal- Part 2/3	  

…	  and	  then	  to	  Wiltz,	  Luxembourg,	  only	  a	  few	  miles	  
from	  Bastogne	  where	  he	  assisted	  in	  setting	  up	  a	  
temporary	  hospital	  for	  the	  wounded	  in	  an	  old	  
castle.	  	  1944-‐12-‐19?	  (REFERENCE: 
http://www.stnicholascenter.org/pages/american-saint-nicolas/ 	  	  the 
ancient castle overlooking Wiltz. It was now a convent)	  
Here	  he	  met	  near	  disaster	  during	  the	  Battle	  of	  

the	  Bulge.	  	  He	  recalls	  the	  fighting	  in	  the	  streets	  
when	  he	  was	  attached	  to	  the	  28th	  Division	  –	  a	  
division	  nearly	  wiped	  out	  in	  the	  first	  German	  
onslaught	  of	  the	  Battle	  of	  the	  Bulge.	  	  He	  had	  
lingered	  too	  long	  to	  get	  out	  of	  Wiltz,	  he	  says,	  and	  he	  
was	  given	  refuge	  by	  nuns	  who	  operated	  a	  hospital	  
there.	  “The	  good	  nuns	  hid	  me	  out	  for	  several	  days	  
in	  a	  coal	  bin,”	  he	  says,	  “and	  there	  remained	  until	  
our	  forces	  retook	  the	  town.”	  

After the successful Invasion of Normandy and the subsequent eastward push through France, the Allied front lines 
extended from Nijmegenin the north down to neutral Switzerland in the south. The valuable port city of Antwerp had been 
captured during the push, and by the time winter arrived, the Allies even had control of German territory near the city 
of Aachen. Adolf Hitler soon laid out a plan to attack the Allied lines in Belgium; 25 divisions would launch a surprise attack 
through the Ardennes, with the aim of crossing the Meuse River and recapturing Antwerp. Despite major misgivings from his 
senior commanders, including Gerd von Rundstedt and Walther Model, the plan was not modified and the jump-off date was 
eventually set as 16 December 1944. Meanwhile, the 	  
Allied commanders considered the Ardennes area to be unsuitable for a large-scale German attack, mainly because of 
terrain issues. In addition, intelligence reports suggested that the only German divisions stationed in the area were weary, 
and in the weeks leading up to the assault, no Allied commander saw reason to believe that an attack was imminent. 
Bastogne, a hub city that commanded several important roads in the area, was defended mainly by t he 28th Infantry 
Division, which had seen continuous fighting from 22 July-19 November, before being assigned to this relatively quiet area. 
The Allies believed only an infantry division was present opposite the 28th Infantry, and they believed any attack along this 
sector would be limited in scale. … 	  
On 19 December, the 28th Division command post transferred to Bastogne from Wiltz, a large village to the southeast. At 
Wiltz, the division put up its last stand; 3rd Battalion of the 110th—supported by armor and artillery—arrived at the city 
around noon of that day. The 44th Engineer Battalion was set up north of the town, but they were soon overwhelmed and 
retreated into the city, blowing up a bridge behind them. This small force—numbering no more than 500 in total—held out 
until the evening, when their position became completely untenable and they retreated to the west. With the 110th Infantry 
completely destroyed as an effective combat unit, it would be up to the rest of the Allied army to defend Bastogne. 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Siege_of_Bastogne	  	  
 
The Allied Counter Attack 25 December 1944 - 28 January 1945: Civilians of Wiltz in Luxembourg at the window of the hospital, 
watch as the Luxembourg flag flies again after the town's liberation by the 4th Armoured Division on 25 December as Patton's 3rd 
Army began the attack which would relieve Bastogne. 
http://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Liberation_of_Wiltz_in_Luxembourg_.jpg	  

There	  are	  bitter	  memories,	  too:	  	  	  “The	  cold-‐blooded	  murder	  of	  the	  town’s	  mayor	  by	  the	  German	  SS	  
troops;	  the	  town’s	  chief	  of	  police	  who	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  a	  traitor	  and	  gave	  the	  Germans	  a	  confidential	  
list	  of	  local	  citizens	  who	  had	  cooperated	  with	  the	  Allies.	  

	   	  



1945-‐04-‐12:	  	  Subsequently	  he	  served	  in	  
several	  towns	  in	  Belgium	  	  -‐	  	  as	  civil	  affairs	  
officer	  in	  Hasselt	  Belgium,	  and	  it	  was	  while	  
he	  was	  there	  that	  Pres.	  Franklin	  D.	  Roosevelt	  
died.	  	  He	  remembers	  the	  	  outpouring	  of	  
sympathy	  from	  officials	  and	  citizenry	  and	  his	  
attending	  a	  church	  service	  at	  the	  cathedral	  in	  
company	  with	  Prince	  Charles,	  brother	  of	  
Belgium’s	  King	  Leopold.	  May 27, 1979, “Scafuro 
plans invasion to recapture memories” by Grace Archer	  

…	  was	  seated	  at	  a	  church	  service	  at	  the	  
cathedral	  with	  Prince	  Charles,	  brother	  of	  
Belgium's	  King	  Leopold	  

Accompanied	  a	  train	  of	  1000	  displaced	  
persons	  from	  Antwerp	  running	  along	  the	  
Swiss/Italian	  border	  to	  Marseille.	  	  Among	  
those	  he	  found	  himself	  helping	  was	  his	  first	  
cousin,	  Anthony,	  son	  of	  his	  father's	  brother,	  
Angelo.	  

Received	  many	  honors	  from	  his	  own	  country	  as	  well	  as	  the	  French	  Medal	  of	  Freedom,	  French	  Croix	  
de	  Guerre	  with	  palm	  ,	  and	  a	  citation	  from	  Luxembourg.	  

	  

Albert	  O.	  Scafuro,	  Aug.	  31,	  1918	  -‐	  	  May	  2,	  
2001	  
• Education:	  St.	  Luke’s	  High	  School,	  Ho-‐
ho-‐kus,	  NJ;	  B.A.	  University	  of	  Virginia;	  
UVa	  Law	  '46	  

• WWII	  MILITARY	  SERVICE	  1942-‐10-‐09	  
to	  1945	  Summer,	  Army,	  first	  lieutenant	  

• Married	  3	  July	  1948	  
Spouse:	  Adele	  C.	  Sankus	  Scafuro	  (b.	  
1919	  d.	  	  Jun.	  11,	  2009)	  daughter	  of	  
Anthony	  Sankus,	  	  
received	  her	  degree	  in	  law	  from	  John	  
Marshall	  School	  of	  Law	  in	  Jersey	  City	  

• 1942-‐completed	  first	  (or	  second?)	  year	  
of	  law	  school	  

• 1946:	  Graduated	  UVa	  Law	  
• 1957-‐58:	  Mayor	  of	  Allendale	  

	   	  



Returned	  to	  complete	  law	  school	  on	  August	  31,	  1945	  graduated	  '46	  

Then	  set	  up	  practice	  in	  his	  hometown	  of	  Allendale.	  	  But	  the	  war	  years	  and	  the	  many	  friendships	  he	  
made	  during	  that	  time	  are	  not	  to	  be	  forgotten.	  	  He	  has	  over	  the	  years	  kept	  in	  touch	  with	  many	  of	  the	  
civil	  officers	  with	  whom	  he	  had	  contact	  more	  than	  30	  years	  ago.	  

JULY	  3,	  1948	  Wedding	  Party	  
Anthony	  Sankus,	  Adele.	  Brother	  Lawrence’s	  
daughter	  Barbara,	  Brother	  Frank’s	  daughter	  
Maryfil,	  and	  unknown	  

June	  3,	  2000	  	  

Adele	  &	  Albert	  at	  90th	  Birthday	  party	  for	  brother	  Frank’s	  widow	  Filippa.	  

	   	  

	   	  



	  	  May	  19,	  1994,	  Veteran	  recalls	  D-‐Day	  Invasion	  by	  Marsha	  Stoltz	  in	  The	  Town	  Journal-‐	  Part	  1/3	  

When	  Albert	  O.	  Scafuro	  lands	  in	  Normandy	  in	  June,	  he	  expects	  it	  will	  
be	  easier	  than	  his	  first	  trip	  50	  years	  ago.	  

Former	  mayor	  of	  Allendale	  (1956-‐58),	  long-‐time	  resident	  and	  local	  
attorney	  Albert	  Scafuro	  is	  among	  those	  who	  will	  travel	  to	  France	  to	  
participate	  in	  the	  50th	  anniversary	  commemoration	  services	  for	  D-‐Day	  
June	  6.	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  is	  returning	  to	  Ste.-‐Mère-‐Église,	  where	  he	  will	  meet	  with	  
Mayor	  Alexandre	  Renaud’s	  sons,	  who	  were	  just	  boys	  when	  he	  first	  
helped	  liberate	  the	  town.	  	  He	  will	  also	  attend	  ceremonies	  at	  Wiltz,	  
Luxembourg	  for	  dedication	  of	  a	  Liberation	  Memorial	  on	  June	  11.	  

	  Poor	  eyes	  

Classified	  4-‐F	  (health	  deferment)	  because	  of	  poor	  eyesight,	  Mr.	  
Scafuro	  was	  a	  second	  year	  law	  student	  at	  the	  University	  of	  Virginia	  in	  
1942	  when	  “several	  of	  us	  went	  down	  to	  the	  induction	  center	  and	  
volunteered.”	  	  

“The	  dean	  of	  the	  college	  was	  the	  head	  of	  the	  draft	  board	  in	  
Charlottesville	  (Va.),”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  explained.	  	  “I	  told	  him	  ‘Look,	  I’ll	  sign	  any	  kind	  of	  waiver.	  I	  don’t	  have	  
enough	  money	  to	  finish	  the	  term	  anyway.’	  Somehow	  he	  put	  me	  through.”	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  started	  out	  at	  Camp	  Lee,	  Va.,	  in	  September	  1942,	  then	  served	  as	  a	  clerk	  in	  the	  
Commandant’s	  Office	  for	  a	  balloon-‐barge	  regiment	  at	  Camp	  Tyson,	  Tenn.	  However,	  a	  talkative	  nature,	  
sharpened	  as	  a	  member	  of	  the	  debating	  team,	  soon	  got	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  a	  spot	  on	  a	  bond-‐selling	  tour	  with	  
famous	  actors	  and	  sports	  figures.	  	  This,	  in	  turn,	  led	  to	  his	  nomination	  for	  Officers	  Candidate	  School.	  



Sent	  to	  Harvard	  to	  study	  history	  and	  language	  so	  he	  could	  be	  sent	  behind	  enemy	  lines	  and	  work	  
with	  partisans	  in	  Italy,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  had	  to	  change	  studies	  when	  “Italy	  capitulated,	  so	  I	  was	  changed	  
over	  to	  France.”	  

Given	  six	  hours	  

Little	  did	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  know	  how	  he	  would	  arrive	  in	  France	  when	  he	  went	  to	  Great	  Britain	  in	  1943	  
as	  a	  second	  lieutenant	  in	  the	  Civil	  Affairs	  division.	  	  He	  was	  training	  in	  d,	  England,	  when	  orders	  came	  to	  
proceed	  within	  six	  hours	  to	  Port	  Southampton,	  marshaling	  grounds	  for	  what	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  the	  D-‐
Day	  invasion	  trip	  across	  the	  channel.	  

“We	  had	  two	  Jeeps	  typewriters,	  carbines	  and	  off	  we	  went,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  recalled.	  	  “Two	  days	  later	  
we	  were	  in	  the	  English	  Channel.”	  

Rough	  passage	  

It	  was	  stormy,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  recalls	  of	  his	  landing	  on	  “Utah	  Beach”	  in	  an	  LST	  vessel	  with	  the	  4th	  
Infantry	  Division	  June	  9,	  1944,	  the	  third	  day	  of	  the	  invasion	  operations.	  

“We	  had	  waterproofed	  the	  Jeep,	  run	  the	  exhaust	  pipe	  above	  the	  roof	  and	  so	  forth,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  
explained.	  “I	  was	  not	  a	  good	  driver	  at	  that	  point.	  We	  had	  a	  boy	  from	  Washington	  State	  in	  our	  group	  
who	  was	  6’5”	  and	  I	  told	  him,	  ‘Put	  your	  foot	  on	  the	  gas	  when	  we	  go	  into	  the	  water	  and	  don’t	  let	  up.”	  

Did	  he	  bring	  anything	  for	  good	  luck?	  

“I	  guess	  I	  had	  a	  St.	  Christopher	  medal,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  struggled	  to	  recall,	  then	  paused.	  	  Even	  now,	  50	  
years	  later,	  he	  must	  compose	  himself	  before	  going	  on.	  

“I	  never	  had	  such	  a	  bad	  short	  trip,	  and	  when	  we	  got	  on	  the	  beach.	  It	  was	  still	  pretty	  rough.	  	  They	  
were	  strafing	  the	  beach,	  and	  the	  German	  planes	  came	  in	  as	  we	  landed,”	  he	  continued.	  	  “I	  dove	  for	  a	  
foxhole	  even	  though	  there	  was	  a	  soldier	  already	  in	  it.	  	  He	  had	  a	  cigar	  still	  lit	  in	  his	  mount.	  	  He	  was	  
dead.”	  

For	  his	  trouble,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  says	  he	  was	  greeted	  by	  his	  colonel	  with	  “Where	  you	  been?	  We’ve	  been	  
waiting	  for	  you!”	  when	  he	  arrived	  at	  4th	  Division	  command	  headquarters	  about	  2,000	  feet	  from	  the	  
shore. May 19, 1994, Veteran recalls D-Day Invasion by Marsha Stoltz 
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ALLENDALE	  –	  Fifty	  years	  after	  landing	  on	  Utah	  Beach,	  former	  Mayor	  Albert	  Scafuro	  can	  still	  

remember	  the	  first	  words	  of	  his	  commanding	  officer	  when	  he	  finally	  made	  his	  way	  to	  command	  
headquarters:	  “Where	  you	  been?	  We’ve	  been	  waiting	  for	  you!”	  

“They	  gave	  me	  a	  map	  and	  told	  me	  to	  go	  to	  Ste.-‐
Mère-‐Église,	  the	  town	  made	  famous	  in	  war	  films	  
because	  of	  the	  paratrooper	  whose	  parachute	  got	  
caught	  in	  the	  church	  steeple,”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  went	  on.	  	  
“We	  were	  non-‐combatants,	  and	  our	  job	  was	  to	  work	  
with	  the	  civil	  governments	  in	  the	  towns	  to	  keep	  
civilians	  pacified,	  off	  the	  road	  and	  out	  of	  the	  army’s	  
way.”	  

Mr.	  Scafuro’s	  group	  was	  the	  first	  civic	  affairs	  unit	  to	  
operate	  in	  liberated	  France,	  and	  remains	  the	  enduring	  
symbol	  of	  liberation	  for	  the	  town.	  

“People	  came	  pouring	  around,”	  he	  recalls.	  “I	  was	  
supposed	  to	  set	  up	  a	  headquarters	  so	  I	  did,	  right	  in	  the	  
street.	  	  Then	  an	  American	  colonel	  came	  by	  and	  bawled	  
me	  out.	  ‘Get	  it	  the	  hell	  off	  the	  street,’	  he	  told	  me.	  ‘We’ll	  
run	  the	  people	  over.’	  So	  I	  moved	  opposite	  the	  church,	  
and	  worked	  with	  Mayor	  Alexandre	  Renaud	  who	  was	  
the	  local	  pharmacist.”	  

Animals	  and	  partisans	  

Mr.	  Scafuro’s	  most	  vivid	  memories	  of	  those	  first	  days	  in	  France	  were	  the	  dead	  farm	  animals	  
scattered	  around	  the	  countryside	  and	  the	  “underground	  partisans	  who	  were	  intent	  on	  getting	  
retribution	  from	  those	  who	  had	  collaborated	  with	  the	  Germans	  during	  the	  war.”	  



“They	  were	  shaving	  collaborators’	  hair	  off	  in	  the	  town	  square	  so	  they	  would	  be	  visible.	  	  I	  thought	  
that	  was	  rather	  barbaric	  and	  said	  we	  can’t	  have	  that.	  But	  I	  got	  bawled	  out	  again	  and	  told	  to	  mind	  my	  
own	  business	  they	  weren’t	  being	  hurt	  and	  there	  were	  more	  important	  things	  to	  attend	  to.”	  

The	  civic	  affairs	  unit	  issued	  travel	  passes	  to	  minimize	  the	  presence	  of	  civilians	  on	  the	  few	  secured	  
roads	  which	  were	  needed	  for	  movement	  of	  armed	  troops	  and	  equipment.	  

“The	  first	  day	  we	  were	  set	  up,	  two	  men	  and	  two	  women	  came	  to	  us	  asking	  for	  passes	  They	  said	  they	  
had	  been	  visiting	  friends	  when	  the	  invasion	  broke	  out	  and	  wanted	  to	  get	  back	  to	  their	  families.”	  He	  
remembered.	  	  “There	  was	  something	  strange	  about	  them,	  though.	  	  The	  men	  had	  heavy	  coats	  on	  and	  
wouldn’t	  answer	  my	  questions.	  	  Turns	  out	  they	  were	  disguised	  Germans,	  probably	  pilots,	  harbored	  by	  
the	  French	  women.	  	  We	  turned	  them	  over	  to	  intelligence.”	  

Crepes	  Suzette	  

The	  unit	  was	  also	  responsible	  for	  helping	  civilians	  get	  food	  and	  medicine.	  	  A	  basement	  full	  of	  crates	  
containing	  bottles	  of	  Calvados	  was	  quickly	  emptied	  by	  invading	  forces,	  he	  recalled.	  	  However,	  the	  
town	  residents	  managed	  to	  feed	  themselves.	  

“The	  mayor’s	  wife	  had	  a	  little	  kitchen	  in	  the	  back	  of	  the	  pharmacy,	  and	  she’d	  cook	  Crepes	  Suzettes	  
for	  me,”	  he	  smiled.	  

One	  of	  his	  orders	  was	  to	  requisition	  property	  for	  a	  cemetery	  and	  oversee	  burying	  the	  dead	  from	  the	  
Battle	  of	  Normandy,	  a	  tack	  that	  would	  “tear	  your	  hear	  out”	  as	  the	  bodies	  came	  in	  stacked	  in	  trucks.	  

After	  about	  two	  months	  of	  securing	  the	  Normandy	  peninsula,	  Gen.	  George	  Patton	  ordered	  his	  
officers	  to	  begin	  moving	  troops.	  	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  ordered	  to	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  then	  Charleroi	  in	  
Belgium	  where	  he	  worked	  feeding	  and	  transporting	  5,000	  displaced	  civilians	  and	  soldiers,	  including	  
many	  Russians.	  

Unwilling	  to	  go	  

“None	  of	  the	  Russians	  wanted	  to	  go	  back,”	  he	  recalled.	  “We	  had	  to	  practically	  beat	  them	  to	  get	  them	  
on	  the	  trains.	  	  They	  had	  seen	  the	  west.	  	  They	  thought	  it	  was	  lies	  when	  we	  told	  them	  that	  at	  home	  we	  
had	  a	  house,	  a	  bike	  and	  a	  car,	  etc.”	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  then	  ordered	  to	  Luxembourg	  in	  the	  fall	  of	  1944.	  

“I	  was	  in	  Bastogne	  visiting	  colleagues	  when	  we	  heard	  the	  first	  signs	  that	  there	  was	  going	  to	  be	  
some	  kind	  of	  attack.	  	  We	  could	  hear	  artillery,	  a	  lot	  of	  planes.	  No	  one	  knew	  what	  was	  going	  on.	  	  It	  
wasn’t	  supposed	  to	  be	  a	  combat	  area.”	  

But	  it	  would	  be.	  
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Little	  did	  Albert	  Scafuro	  know	  that	  when	  he	  visited	  friends	  in	  Bastogne	  in	  the	  fall	  of	  1944	  that	  he	  had	  
stumbled	  onto	  history.	  

Bastogne	  was	  where	  Gen.	  Anthony	  McAuliffe	  of	  the	  101st	  Airborne	  Division	  would	  issue	  his	  famous	  
“Nuts”	  response	  to	  a	  German	  demand	  for	  surrender	  during	  the	  Battle	  of	  the	  Bulge,	  which	  raged	  
throughout	  the	  area	  in	  December.	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  a	  Civic	  Affairs	  officer	  serving	  in	  Luxembourg	  when	  he	  traveled	  to	  Bastogne	  on	  
leave.	  

“It	  was	  so	  cold	  that	  soldiers	  who	  were	  killed	  in	  the	  fields	  froze	  there	  and	  looked	  like	  they	  were	  still	  
alive,”	  	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  remembered.	  “We	  were	  moved	  to	  Wiltz,	  a	  few	  miles	  south	  of	  Bastogne,	  with	  the	  
28th	  Division.”	  

Chief	  suspicious	  

“The	  chief	  of	  police	  there	  was	  a	  big	  tall	  guy.	  	  I	  never	  really	  trusted	  him	  so	  I	  kept	  a	  close	  eye	  on	  him	  
and	  found	  him	  in	  the	  mayor’s	  office	  going	  through	  a	  lot	  of	  film.	  	  He	  was	  getting	  names	  of	  local	  officials	  
and	  civilians	  so	  he	  could	  be	  a	  hero	  with	  the	  advancing	  Germans.	  	  I	  turned	  him	  over	  to	  counter-‐
intelligence.”	  

“When	  they	  started	  shelling	  my	  headquarters,	  we	  were	  in	  the	  basement,”	  he	  said,	  “I	  had	  to	  go	  out	  in	  
a	  Jeep	  with	  the	  loud	  speaker	  and	  tell	  the	  people	  to	  stay	  calm;	  that	  the	  American	  reinforcements	  were	  
on	  the	  way	  that	  Germans	  would	  bee	  thrown	  back	  by	  fresh	  troops.	  	  I	  told	  the	  people	  when	  the	  flag	  over	  
headquarters	  came	  down	  there	  would	  be	  time	  to	  leave.	  	  Finally	  we	  got	  the	  old	  people	  and	  children	  out	  
before	  Wiltz	  was	  overrun.”	  

Cut	  off	  on	  all	  sides,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  among	  those	  who	  took	  refuge	  for	  several	  days	  in	  the	  basement	  
of	  a	  Catholic	  convent	  hospital.	  	  When	  it	  was	  safe,	  they	  commandeered	  trucks	  and	  cars	  and	  drove	  80	  
miles	  to	  Luxembourg	  to	  bring	  back	  food	  and	  supplies	  to	  the	  people	  of	  Wiltz.	  

“But	  the	  mayor	  never	  got	  out.	  	  The	  Germans	  put	  a	  revolver	  in	  his	  mouth	  and	  shot	  him.	  	  They	  
murdered	  any	  government	  people	  they	  could.”	  



Refugee	  work	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  next	  assigned	  to	  Hasselt,	  Belgium,	  as	  the	  chief	  Civil	  Affairs	  Officer,	  meeting	  with	  
government	  officials	  and	  working	  with	  the	  homeless,	  especially	  those	  recently	  released	  from	  labor	  
camps.	  	  He	  was	  there	  when	  President	  Roosevelt	  died	  April	  12,	  1945.	  	  As	  the	  ranking	  U.S.	  officer	  in	  the	  
area,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  was	  invited	  to	  sit	  with	  Prince	  Charles,	  brother	  of	  the	  King	  of	  Belgium,	  and	  other	  
dignitaries	  at	  a	  commemorative	  service	  for	  the	  President	  in	  the	  provincial	  cathedral.	  	  

Mr.	  Scafuro	  next	  accompanied	  a	  train	  of	  1,000	  displaced	  persons	  from	  Antwerp	  running	  along	  the	  
Swiss/Italian	  border	  to	  Marseille.	  	  Among	  those	  he	  found	  himself	  helping	  was	  his	  first	  cousin,	  
Anthony,	  son	  of	  his	  father’s	  brother,	  Angelo.	  

With	  the	  war	  winding	  down	  in	  Europe,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  expected	  to	  be	  sent	  home.	  	  When	  he	  saw	  his	  nae	  
listed	  on	  a	  bulletin	  board	  for	  transfer	  to	  Japan,	  he	  said,	  “	  ‘No	  way,	  I’ve	  got	  enough	  points.	  	  I	  want	  to	  go	  
back	  to	  law	  school.	  	  I	  retract	  my	  waiver.’	  On	  my	  birthday,	  August	  31,	  I	  was	  back	  at	  the	  University	  of	  
Virginia	  waling	  into	  a	  classroom.”	  	  

No	  souvenirs	  

Asked	  about	  memorabilia	  from	  World	  War	  II,	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  apologizes	  for	  his	  modest	  collection	  of	  
medals	  –	  including	  the	  Croix	  de	  Guerre	  or	  Military	  Cross	  –	  and	  dispatches	  saved	  from	  the	  field.	  

I	  didn’t	  do	  that	  (collect	  souvenirs),”	  Mr.	  Scafuro	  shrugged.	  “I	  was	  more	  interested	  in	  the	  girls.	  	  We	  
went	  back	  to	  Wiltz	  15	  years	  ago;	  they	  put	  on	  a	  luncheon	  and	  dedicated	  a	  plaque	  at	  the	  town	  hall	  for	  
the	  28th	  Division.	  	  During	  lunch	  a	  waiter	  hands	  me	  a	  note	  saying	  a	  Madame	  Braun	  would	  like	  to	  talk	  to	  
me	  in	  the	  garden.	  	  My	  wife	  said,	  ‘It	  figures	  –	  one	  of	  your	  old	  girl	  friends.’	  But	  she	  said	  I	  had	  good	  taste.”	  

Mr.	  Scafuro’s	  first	  request	  when	  he	  got	  home	  afte	  the	  war,	  was	  “a	  big	  bowl	  of	  salad.”	  

“We	  were	  prohibited	  from	  eating	  any	  local	  produce	  in	  Europe	  because	  they	  used	  human	  fertilizer,	  
so	  when	  I	  got	  home	  I	  told	  my	  mother	  I	  wanted	  this	  big	  bowl	  of	  salad	  	  I	  got	  it.”	   	  

	   	  



May	  27,	  1979,	  “Scafuro	  plans	  invasion	  to	  recapture	  memories”	  by	  Grace	  Archer	  

Since	  the	  end	  of	  World	  War	  II,	  former	  Mayor	  Albert	  Scafuro	  has	  marched	  with	  a	  small	  band	  of	  
veterans	  in	  the	  borough’s	  Memorial	  Day	  parade	  and	  joined	  fellow	  townspeople	  in	  paying	  tribute	  to	  
their	  war	  dead	  at	  simple	  rites	  in	  Memorial	  Park.	  Tomorrow	  will	  be	  no	  exception.	  

After	  the	  parade,	  however,	  Scafuro	  and	  his	  wife,	  Adele,	  will	  take	  off	  for	  Kennedy	  Airport	  to	  
participate	  in	  “Operation	  Friendly	  Invasion”	  –	  veterans	  of	  the	  4th	  Infantry	  Division	  and	  the	  28th,	  101st,	  
and	  82nd	  Airborne	  Divisions	  who	  will	  be	  retracing	  their	  steps	  in	  England,	  France,	  Belgium	  and	  
Luxembourg.	  	  For	  the	  former	  mayor,	  it	  will	  be	  his	  return	  for	  the	  first	  time	  since	  that	  history-‐making	  
invasion	  35	  years	  ago.	  

There	  will	  be	  some	  special	  celebrations	  for	  the	  borough	  lawyer,	  too,	  both	  in	  the	  town	  of	  Ste.-‐Mère-‐
Église	  in	  Normandy,	  where	  he	  had	  the	  distinction	  of	  being	  “mayor”,	  and	  where	  he	  helped	  set	  up	  the	  
first	  American	  cemetery	  and	  in	  the	  town	  of	  Wiltz	  in	  Luxembourg,	  where	  he	  assisted	  in	  setting	  up	  a	  
temporary	  hospital	  for	  the	  wounded	  in	  an	  old	  castle.	  

The	  former	  mayor	  made	  many	  friends	  in	  Ste.-‐Mère-‐Église,	  especially	  Mayor	  Alexandre	  Renaud	  and	  
Madame	  Renaud,	  with	  whom	  he	  has	  corresponded	  through	  the	  years.	  	  Although	  Mayor	  Renaud	  died	  a	  
few	  years	  ago,	  Madame	  Renaud	  will	  be	  among	  the	  villagers	  on	  hand	  to	  welcome	  the	  Scafuro’s.	  

In	  Chateau	  {ed.	  Thierry},	  the	  Allendale	  couple	  will	  pay	  a	  return	  visit	  to	  Mayor	  Rene	  Aurel,	  who	  
visited	  his	  war-‐time	  friend,	  the	  former	  Army	  lieutenant,	  in	  the	  borough	  several	  years	  ago.	  

Mayor	  Aruel	  owned	  the	  local	  movie	  house	  in	  Chateau	  Thierry,	  Scafuro	  recalls,	  and	  his	  great	  
ambition	  was	  to	  visit	  Hollywood.	  

As	  for	  millions	  of	  others	  throughout	  the	  world,	  World	  War	  II	  came	  as	  an	  interruption	  to	  the	  career	  
of	  Scafuro,	  one	  of	  six	  brothers	  who	  served	  in	  all	  branches	  of	  the	  military	  during	  that	  great	  conflict.	  

The	  St.	  Luke’s	  High	  School	  graduate	  had	  received	  a	  BA	  from	  the	  University	  of	  Virginia	  and	  had	  
completed	  one	  year	  (2?)	  at	  UVA	  Law	  School	  when	  he	  left	  school	  in	  the	  summer	  of	  1942	  to	  serve	  his	  
country.	  



After	  spending	  a	  few	  months	  in	  a	  barrage	  balloon	  battalion	  stationed	  in	  Tennessee,	  he	  was	  
assigned	  to	  the	  Judge	  Advocate	  School	  near	  Washington.	  

Before	  completing	  his	  officer	  candidate	  course,	  however,	  he	  was	  called	  out	  of	  classes	  on	  day,	  given	  
his	  lieutenant	  bars	  and	  discovered	  he	  was	  now	  training	  for	  a	  drop	  behind	  the	  Allied	  lines	  in	  Italy	  to	  
work	  with	  the	  Italian	  partisans.	  

Fortunately,	  however,	  he	  says,	  Italy	  capitulated	  before	  the	  completion	  of	  his	  training	  for	  this	  
project	  and	  subsequently	  he	  was	  transferred	  to	  Harvard	  University	  to	  begin	  training	  as	  an	  American	  
military	  government	  officer	  for	  future	  duties	  in	  France.	  (Ed:	  See	  Civil	  Affairs	  Training	  School,	  
Harvard)	  

After	  leaving	  Harvard	  he	  was	  assigned	  to	  the	  American	  School	  Center	  and	  Oxford	  University	  in	  
England	  where	  he	  continued	  his	  training.	  	  Then,	  much	  to	  his	  surprise,	  he	  found	  himself	  crossing	  the	  
Channel	  in	  the	  Normandy	  Invasion	  with	  the	  first	  invasion	  forces.	  

He	  was	  attached	  to	  the	  4th	  infantry	  Division	  and	  landed	  with	  the	  invasion	  forces	  on	  Utah	  Beach	  in	  
support	  of	  the	  82nd	  and	  101st	  Airborne	  divisions	  which	  had	  already	  established	  the	  beachhead.	  

Scafuro	  vividly	  remembers	  the	  death	  of	  4th	  Division	  Brig.	  Gen.	  Quentin	  Roosevelt	  (Ed:	  	  Theodore	  
Roosevelt	  III	  }	  and	  the	  general’s	  burial	  in	  Sainte-‐Mère-‐Église.	  
 
After	  a	  few	  weeks	  Scafuro	  led	  his	  small	  detachment	  to	  Chateau	  Thierry	  following	  Gen.	  Patton’s	  

break-‐through	  from	  Normandy	  peninsula.	  

Subsequently	  he	  served	  in	  several	  towns	  in	  Belgium	  and	  then	  to	  Wiltz,	  Luxembourg,	  only	  a	  few	  
miles	  from	  Bastogne.	  	  Here	  he	  met	  near	  disaster	  during	  the	  Battle	  of	  the	  Bulge.	  

He	  recalls	  the	  fighting	  in	  the	  streets	  when	  he	  was	  attached	  to	  the	  28th	  Division	  –	  a	  division	  nearly	  
wiped	  out	  in	  the	  first	  German	  onslaught	  of	  the	  Battle	  of	  the	  Bulge.	  	  He	  had	  lingered	  too	  long	  to	  get	  out	  
of	  Wiltz,	  he	  says,	  and	  he	  was	  given	  refuge	  by	  nuns	  who	  operated	  a	  hospital	  there.	  

“The	  good	  nuns	  hid	  me	  out	  for	  several	  days	  in	  a	  coal	  bin,”	  he	  says,	  “and	  there	  remained	  until	  our	  
forces	  retook	  the	  town.”	  

There	  are	  bitter	  memories,	  too:	  	  	  “The	  cold-‐blooded	  murder	  of	  the	  town’s	  mayor	  by	  the	  German	  SS	  
troops;	  the	  town’s	  chief	  of	  police	  who	  turned	  out	  to	  be	  a	  traitor	  and	  gave	  the	  Germans	  a	  confidential	  
list	  of	  local	  citizens	  who	  had	  cooperated	  with	  the	  Allies.	  

Still	  later	  Scafuro	  served	  as	  civil	  affairs	  officer	  in	  Hasselt	  Belgium,	  and	  it	  was	  while	  he	  was	  there	  
Pres.	  Franklin	  D.	  Roosevelt	  died.	  	  He	  remembers	  the	  outpouring	  of	  sympathy	  from	  officials	  and	  
citizenry	  and	  his	  attending	  a	  church	  service	  at	  the	  cathedral	  in	  company	  with	  Prince	  Charles,	  brother	  
of	  Belgium’s	  King	  Leopold.	  

At	  the	  war’s	  end	  he	  returned	  to	  complete	  law	  school	  in	  Virginia	  and	  then	  set	  up	  practice	  in	  his	  
home	  town	  of	  Allendale.	  	  But	  the	  war	  years	  and	  the	  many	  friendships	  he	  made	  during	  that	  time	  are	  
not	  to	  be	  forgotten.	  	  He	  has	  over	  the	  years	  kept	  in	  touch	  with	  many	  of	  the	  civil	  officers	  with	  whom	  he	  
had	  contact	  more	  than	  30	  years	  ago.	  

These	  friendships	  and	  memories	  are	  even	  more	  valuable	  to	  him	  than	  the	  tangible	  evidence	  of	  
service	  –	  many	  honors	  from	  his	  own	  country	  as	  well	  as	  the	  French	  Medal	  of	  Freedom,	  French	  Croix	  de	  
Guerre	  with	  palm	  ,	  and	  a	  citation	  from	  Luxembourg.	  
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