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Sitting with my wife this Saturday morning and enjoying watching her eat her eggs makes me think about the many mornings I spent for almost a year in Europe during the push from Normandy to the Rhine River.  Every morning as I ate whatever slop Uncle Sam felt like giving me, I thought about my wife of five years.  It was her letters and her love for me that kept me going, even as I nursed a bullet wound in the shoulder during the Battle of the Bulge.  Isabella, or Bella as I like to call her, was my inspiration to keep moving forward the entire time, and now that I am back with her I cannot help but stare at the way she lifts each yellow morsel to her mouth.

“What?” Bella giggles as she finishes off a bite of egg.

“Nothing, really,” I say as I smile back at her.  “It’s just that I can’t believe I am back with you, my love.”

“Frank,” she replies as her face turns a little red.  “You’ve been back for more than six months now.  Surely you have gotten tired of seeing me already.”

“Why would I get tired of seeing you?” I laugh.  “Honey, I wasn’t sure I would ever get back home to see you again.  Each day is like Christmas for me.”  My face stretches into an honest smile as I think about the woman I married when I was just twenty years old.  We knew trouble was coming for the United States when we tied the knot in late 1940, but we had decided to try to build a life and a family together.  Everything changed when I was finally drafted into the service in 1942, but it became so much more difficult when I left for England in late 1943.  Lebanon, Tennessee had been my home all my life, and the sudden trip to another country across the Atlantic Ocean was a huge change for me.  Especially as I left a young wife behind to fend for herself.

I’m glad you are back,” Bella says to me as she reaches across the table and takes my hand.  “I missed you so much, Frank.”

I nod my head.  “I missed you too.  Thank you for waiting on me.”  It is the sort of thing that a lot of unwed young men would say to their girlfriends once they returned home, but I mean it as I think of all the young men here she could have kept company with while I was gone.  This is not the first time that I have said this to Bella, and it is not the first time that she has looked away when I did.

“I wish you wouldn’t think like that, sweetheart,” she tells me.  “You knew I would be true to you.”

“I know,” I say as I nod my head.  “Things have been tough the last few months between us, and I guess I am just happy that you have stuck it out with me.  There are a lot of women who wouldn’t have done that for their husbands.”  Nightmares have been my constant companion since returning.  I do not understand why I keep dreaming of France and the constant slogging through pockets of resistance by the German armed forces, but at least Bella has been with me to quiet my mind.  Without her, I would have probably gone crazy by now.

“You’re my husband,” she replies with a slight grin.  “I will always be here for you.”  Bella finishes her glass of milk before putting her napkin down beside her plate.  “So, how have things been in the woods?”

“Ah, the woods,” I chuckle.  “A tree is a tree and I am beginning to daydream of nothing but trees.”  We both laugh as I shake my head.  I took a job with Stephens Lumber Company when I returned from the war.  They were happy to take me on, as about half of their employed men are veterans of the wars in Europe and the Pacific.  The owner, Harvey Stephens, is himself a veteran of the Great War and a very strong supporter of our fight against Germany and Japan.  I thought he would tear my arm off while shaking it when he welcomed me into the company.

“It’s dangerous out there, but not as dangerous as France was for you,” Bella notes solemnly.  “I wish you had taken a job with the factory in town.”

I shake my head.  “I need to be outside while I work, honey.  You know I get stir crazy indoors.  The fresh air helps me to clear my head.”

“And you probably tell dirty jokes and stories to your buddies in the woods while chopping down trees, huh?”  Bella focuses her light brown eyes on me as she moves a bit of her shoulder-length hair over one of her ears.  My wife is a beautiful woman, her ancestry includes some Italian heritage on her mother’s side and Scotch-Irish on her father’s side.  Though there have been some in the community who have been less than agreeable to her mother’s side of the family during the war, the town as a whole has been supportive of her.  Though Mussolini made things difficult for those with Italian ancestry in this country, they have come out and fought valiantly with the rest of us who served in the war.  We are all Americans, after all.  

“Maybe a few,” I laugh as I pull two dollars from my wallet and lay them on the table.  We get up and walk out of the diner after saying goodbye to those working the counter.  It is a great feeling to be hand-in-hand with each other as we go out the door.

“Frank, don’t,” Bella says as she shakes her hand free of mine as we begin walking along the sidewalk.  “You know how my grandfather feels about that
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