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My Old Army Blanket 

 
The year—1945. I was discharged from the Army after three years during World War II and was 
ready to go home. My discharge station was Camp Atterbury, Indiana. For the return to civilian 
life, I was allowed to take all of my personal items: underwear, socks, hankie, one complete 
dress uniform, and my constant wartime companion, my old Army blanket. Along with my Ike 
jacket, my old army blanket is the only item to survive. 
 
Any blanket in my life calls to mind the “Great Depression” years, growing up in a rented house 
on Scott Street in Youngstown, Ohio. The house looked as if a poor family lived there and will 
filled that bill; both parents unemployed, with six children. Our house was a little shotgun home 
that looked as if it had never been painted. The weathered boards were the color of elephant 
skin. The few windows were placed in an odd arrangement that didn’t seem to fit the outline of 
the house. Of course, there was no extra protection in winter or summer. You either froze or 
cooked at the mercy of the elements. 
 
At bedtime we covered ourselves with thin cotton blankets. These covers sold for about ninety 
cents at the downtown bargain store. When it was really cold, my two older brothers and I 
would pool our blankets and sleep in one bed, combining the three blankets. Not much room, 
but at least we were warm. A well-worn furnace didn’t help much since it couldn’t be adjusted 
to keep a fire going all night and, when challenged, the furnace filled the house with smoke. 
 
Looking back at my early ears, is it any wonder that I fell in love with my Army blanket? My 
blanket traveled thousands of miles with me while in the Infantry. Later it accompanied me 
through four years of college, paid for by the GI Bill. It was available for any emergency after I 
married in 1948. It wasn’t really used much in those early wedded years; but after the first of 
the five children started arriving it was always ready. 
 
My faithful blanket made family trips to the park, a comfortable mat for a baby’s nap or diaper 
change and even used as an outdoor tablecloth at picnics. It was the perfect cushion while 
sitting on the ground watching a parade or fireworks at the City Park. How comfortable and 
warm my friend was on a Boy Scout campout or a swim meet. My blanket was turned into a 
wonderful tent for the children to play in using the picnic table as the roof to their secret hiding 
place. 
 
As the children grew older and we were living in a much larger house in Wabash, Indiana, the 
blanket found many more new uses. At holiday time, after the dishes were done, the children, 
we parents, and sometimes the grandparents would sit down for a card game. The large dining 
room table was the perfect size for the Army blanket to cover our make-believe casino. The 
cards and tokens would be doled out and the games begun. When our children were younger, 
Old Maid was played. It was fun, with much laughter trig to stick Emily, Katie, Kathleen or 
Grandma with the single lady without a partner. As the family grew, we played Uno or poker. I 
don’t remember any money passing hands; but it was great fun that money couldn’t buy. 



 
As the years have passed, the blanket hasn’t shown much wear; it could go back to war today. I 
still keep it in the trunk of the car and use it traveling when I find my room too cool. It is still 
washed in cold water and dried in the sun. I love my old Army blanket and I am still wrapped 
with its very pleasant memories. 
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