Somewhere In France - Wedneasday 20 December 1944 5:30 FP.M.
Dear Folks:

Although I have written you twiee before thls week, I want to write you
agaln tonight and tell you about the events of the day, for I know thay will
be of great interest to you, This morning I was studying the map, and I came
to the conclusion that at the present time I was as near to Ingwlller as I
would ever bs and that thls waa the time to viait the town II at all possible.
(Note to Edith: Ingwiller is the European home of the Mels family and 1s ondy
a few miles from where Dad was born. While Dad was not born there, Ingwliller
is a place of great interest to our family, for, in 1927, we spent a weak
there, on our firat trip to Burope; and all our lnown relatives 1n Europe cams
from Ingwiller and wers presvmably ati1l there or in connection with Ingwliller
at the present time. Thus the trip to-day was a combinaticn return to the
ancestral haunts and a reliving of the days of 17 years ago when we were all
together in Incwlllar-Uncle Henry Mles, his firat coualn aged yet sprlightly
80 year old Rathel Mals (correct me where I am wrong, Dad), the family of
salomon Levy, (further removed relatives), Mother, Dad, Robert, Eeley Eule's
nurse and CH. Ingwiller is @ town of about 2000 opulation, located in the
province of Bas Rhin, Alsace. It was Oerman at tgu time of Dad's birth, French
until 1940 (from 1918), Oerman from 1940 until a few weeks ago when 1t was
once agaln liberated.

After having verified by consultation with an up-to-date sltuatlon map
that Ingwiller definitel; was ln our hands, the next problem was to sscure
transportation. I asked the Judge Advoeate-General, Lt. Colonel Evetts, who
wad game to lend me his command car, glthough he had had some other plans for
it, I, thersfore, approached a Captaln Fruitman, who is the only sanltary corps
of fice in the dlvision and 1s responsible for sanitatlon In the area and every
tnstallation oécupled. He has a jeep at his "command" and proved gulte will-
ing to take me. I eamnot revenl ths time we left, or returned, nar the distance
nor Alprectlon traveled. However, the character of the land changed radically
after we left our present location. Instead of flat, unintﬁﬂﬂst?ng terrain,
we soon found ourselves 1n markedly rolling country, heavily timbered with tall
pineas and conifers, with riehly green grass {n the cuts and valleys, a reddlsh
earth stretehing away from those valleys and carpeting the forests, which were
heavy with the dried, fallen leaves and pine needles of the past years. The
alr became colder and crisper. These are the foothills of the Boages mountalns
which ressmis the foothlills of the Alps. The dull uninteresting colora of the
Mosells valley dwelllings quickly gave way to the colorful pastilles of Alsace,
with the bright red tile roofs and the deeper brown and mauve clays of thlas
earth, whieh is rich in iron ore. Now we began to plek up signposts indl-
cating the numbar of kilometers to Ingwiller. These slignposts were almoat all
in German, For the most part of our route lay along the railroad, which had
bean hugvily damaged by enemy actlion. Almosat every bridge was blown, every
mile or so, the tracks were blown, where the rallway ducked under a hill fre-
guantly one or both entrances to the tunnel had been sealed shut with dynamite
and the usual wreclages to rolling stock along the way. Undoubtedly scme of
this damage had been done Dy our own glr force, for we saw the wreckage of one
Amerlcan plane also. In additlon, there was alonz the way the ususl assortment
of wrecked' tanks, trucks, fleld suns, and so forth. Further on, almost all
roads which have sesn combat, the Germans have fairly extensively dynamited
tha talleat trees so that thay would fall mcross the road and form an ob-
struetion to our troops. And 50, all alons the way ona would see these trees
(known in military selance as abatis) which our own troops had lald back awsy
from the road, but still elinging to thelr atunps.
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A2 wa dreaw Into Ingwlller the three of us, the Captaln, his driver, and
mysell were immedlately impressed by ome glaring fact. Aslde from the fact
that Ingwlller has not suffered a bit from sstillery shelling, bombing or even
amall arms fire - events must have moved too quiekly in this sector to have
ereated much damage - Ingwilller lmpressed me ms the cleansst town I had seen
to date 1n Europe, ¢lsaner than any even whieh I had seen in England. Soma-
hew I didn't remember it as being ocutstandingly clean when we had first visited,
but now 1ts cleanliness hit you between the eyes. The cobbled stresata were in
glaring contrast to almoat svery other French town In whieh we have been where
the ordinary street, mud-style, prevalls. The windows were bright and clean,
the sldewalks swept, everything very much in order. (The German influence?)

As we were lsaving the town, the Captain turned and sald to me; ®Well,there's
one thing I can say for youp folks, they certalnly pleked a nlce town to live
in." And the driver was ao Impressad that he bought a whols set of postcards
to send home to the family. As we entered the town, I was wondering hist how
I would find the old spots, but my dilemma was qulcily solved for here we

were driving smack-dab past old Salomon ILevy's store. It was smaller-as asuch
things generally are-than I had pletured in my memory. Tha steel window
corrugated blinds on the atore were rolled down over the windows and locked
grey and shabby. The name and descriptlon of the merchandlse scld were palinted
over but atill visible. We parked the jJeep nearby, and I set out to explors,
feeling atrange to be walking over ths same ground of 1V years age in such a
different fashion-along, 17 -years older, armed and attired as a soldler rather
than as a oivilian youth on a vacation trip. I walked in to a store which
faces that of Salomon's from across the street. This later proved to be the
store and home of one Pritez Klein, Colffeur, fNrand-Rue 40. The place loocked
to ma like an artists' supply store, for thare were palntlings, frames, and
glass all around the countera, but the gulet fortyeah woman who came to the
door later insisted they were colffeurs, and she had often done the halr of
Lucy and Morris (i) Almost as soon as I came in the door, she atarted to
fymibls Tor And continued until she found & large weddins-sdoutme of Lucy, which
I will send you under separate cover. (Note to Bdith: Lucy ls the attractlve
and sweet @Baughter of Salomon Levy, who (Lucy, that 1a) was in her teens when
we vislted Ingwiller but several years before the war marrled a young surgeon
and bore him two children). Here is what she could tell me of the family.

At tha outbreak of hostilitles or ahortly thereafter, all the Jewish
families in town fled bafors the afvancing Germans, TUntll a few days age none
had returned. But only this last week the first Jew to return came thragh the
yown and gave them news of the fate of the rest. galomon and his wife were
living scmewhers in Central France untll about two months ago when they were
shot and killed by the retreating Gemmans. Lucy was a prlasoner of the Germans
but was freed when they retreated and 1s now zomewhere near Parlis. Her husband,
who had been & medical officer in the French army, 1s probably, but not cer-
tainly dead. Morris, Lucy's brother, 1s a soldier in the French army, now In
Strasbourg. All these facts were checked with another nelghbor who runs a
atationery store down the street but very close to Salomon's. The moat reliabls
information ssems to be that cancernling Salomon and his wife, with all the rest
posaibly subjfect to error In some degree. I left my name and Cincinnatl Addresa
with the woman, also the name of Henry Mels and Dad's nams on the same slip of
paper to be civen to Morris or Lucy when and If they return. This woman praised
Luey highly., I showed her a photograph of Mother and Dad, and she clalmed t o
have remembered seelng Mother when we visited in 192%. Thls woman told me that
her husband was in the German army and attempted to explain by saying that he
was Torced to fight in the army; "Pirst we are German, then we are French, then
we are German again - what can we do?" 3She sald that he {(her husband) had
originally been stationed on thls front, but thla summer had been shilfted to
pear Berlin and that she had not beard from him alnce September. I then re-
gpretted that I had earlier given her a chocolate bar for the photos which ashe

had given me and for three postcards also. The Captaln had algo given her '



chocolate bar for some posteards ehich he had entreated of her, being enamored
of the town. This woman also gave me a pleture of Morrls which 1s enclosed.
(Hotet the photographs are golng direct to the folks, the postocards to Edith for
rﬂr:lrd}?g :ujthu felka. Edith has never assen the tawn, hence she geta the
photos firat.

We bought the books of posteards dow the street in the atatlonery store,
also for chocolate. The two women In thls stors apoke German, gquoted prices
in German, but spoke to me In French, Our next viasit was to the synacgorue.

As might be expected the place had been thoroughly desecrated. The Jermans
had removed all the interlor furnishings and fixtures, and had turned the place
into a gymnaslium - fudging from the several pleces of gymmastlic or dalisthenic
equlpment stlll around. In several corners there were atacks of ammmition.
The windows had been shattered by artillery concvaslon, but otherwise they were
falrly intact. Naturally, the Iinterior was duaty snd dirty. The Captaln = d
I went upstairs. He was even more horrifled then myself at the desecratlion.
We pushed through the swlnglng doors which had eriginally led to the balecony
and whleh atill]l had the black oll-skin coverlng over the paddlng on the panels
of the doors. The balcony was In ‘ust as bad a shape as the lower floor. The
pews all plled In the corners, and rubbish littered the floor. The atairs
ware covared with pages whieclk had fluttersd down from torn prayer booka, but
the prayer books themselwes had long slince vanished. We c¢llimbed the lnft of
the bullding, and there.under the caves, we found the Torah sprawled on the
floor, torn, dusty, caked with raln and mud. I pleked 1t up, shall clean 1t
up 4 iittln, and then send it home to you. I th%nk 1t would be wvery fine to
somé day send thils Torach, repalred and cleaned, back to the Jewlsh congre-
gatlion of Ingwlller as a aymbol of the trliumph of our cause over Nazllasm, for
it can stil] be used. Ae we left the bullding I looked for a plague on the
wall outslde the entrance, for 1t seemd to me that I remembered orleinally
seeing there a ?thHﬁmin'éﬁﬁﬂF‘ﬂf-tﬁh mun T Irenes ol -Henry-Mels; but sould
be found. The clock in the ateepls of the bullding waa stopped at 2304, the
last minute of the laat day on which 1ife had covraed through this venerable
atructer.

Time did not permit me to engage In any further slghtaseeling. Thare per-
haps was little point in seeling Aunt Rachel'a old home mmyway, for certainly
some one muat have occupled 1t by now In whom I had 1ittle interest. 1 want
to callattention to the book of posteards 1 am sending home. Some of these
are taken In Ingwiller, but the spelling in this book is different: Engwiller.
Also, on the large photograph, the children in the pleture are neighborhood
gvildren and have no further sipgnificance.

80 that ia-the story of the day. I hope that you find it intereasting, for
it certainly was so to me. Salomon's tore ls quite Intact and apparently un-
touched awaiting the return of some of the family. If 1t had been a clear day,
I would have taken some pletures. However, it was heavily overcast and so that
was out of the gquestion, If therse is any guestlons I can stlll answer, please
ask them, but I have told you pretty much sll that I ¥now. What have you heard,

now, of thie famlly over here?



