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Appendix B.  Translations   
 
The following translations of the letters of Ruth Wertheim is housed in the donor files of the 
United State Holocaust Memorial Museum.  
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September 1, 1945 

 

My dears,  

Today I want to try to write directly to you, although I don’t know if they will endeavor to 
determine your address…how long is it since the last time I wrote to you?? Three sorrowful 
years!! A lot occurred in that time span, as you probably know. After you went to London (?), 
we went to Theresienstadt. We, meaning Opa, Oma, Muttie, Papi, and I. Our dear Ingre was 
already arrested in April for speaking to a prisoner -- in the factory where she had to work. First 
she was put into various prisons; afterwards, she went to the women’s concentration camp -- 
Ravensbrück --in Mechlenburg. As long as we were at home, we received mail from Inge. We 
never heard from her anymore in Theresienstadt. Now I have found out that she is no longer 
living.  

So there we were in Theresienstadt. The first year there was so horrible. Oma and Opa died 
shorty, one after another. The living conditions there were impossible for them. It started to get 
a little better when your one-pound packages came to us through Portugal and I started to 
work in the fields. We had thought that we could outlive the war in Theresienstadt. But on 
October 6, 1944, they put together transports to the concentration and death camp, Auschwitz, 
and our fate was to go. I have experienced much in my eighteen years of life. Maybe more than 
any fifty year old; but Auschwitz was the horror of all horrors. As I arrived at the train station, I 
was already separated from Mutti and Papi. I was put into the barracks with a few other girls 
from Theresienstadt. It would take too long to tell you what went on there. There is only thing I 
want to tell you. At first, they cut our hair so that we were completely bald. Everything that we 
had with us was taken away. They gave us prison clothing because we were political prisoners. 
You probably know how we were treated. I had luck. After fourteen days, I was transported 
from Auschwitz to an S.S. working camp in Merzdorf, in the Riesen mountains. It wasn’t much 
better there either. I had to work twelve hours a day, and received 200 grams of bread and 
soup [as pay]. In January, we had no stockings or shoes. I don’t have to tell you what it’s like to 
stand for 3-4 hours in winter [in line] with no warm clothes. But I endured it until May 9th-- the 
day the Russians came to free us. Today I’m no longer the delicate Ruthie from once upon a 
time. I have learned to grit my teeth -- only I never heard from Mutti and Papa again. At the 
camp they always told us that the people who were separated from us at the train station were 
gassed. I have to believe it because as of now no one has ever come back. I am the only one 
from the whole area of Laudorf. There are only two from Giessen--the butcher, Rosenbaum, 
and Ludwig Stern. I wish you could see their faces when I arrived in Laudorf. Of course, 
someone else was living in our house. The furniture was gone. I got back part of our things. The 
largest part was not there anymore, of course.  

I am now at the Swiss border with two friends. We have applied for a visa to enter Switzerland, 
and we are waiting for the decision. I don’t think it will work because Switzerland makes it very 

https://collections.ushmm.org 
Contact reference@ushmm.org for further information about this collection

https://collections.ushmm.org



difficult. I don’t know yet what I will do afterwards. I don’t want to stay in Germany this winter 
without any warm clothes and shoes. It is almost impossible to obtain a pair of shoes, although 
concentration camp victims have the first preference. “Where there is nothing, the Kaiser has 
no more right.”  

Dear Aunt Thehla, Paula, dear Uncle Max, Izzy, and dear Ludwig--how are you? Do you know 
anything about Aunt Jennie and Uncle Jacob?  

Enough for today. My deepest greetings and kisses to you all.  

Your Ruthie 

I have enclosed a small photo for you. This is what I look like today, with short hair. The photo is 
not especially good. I have a request of you. Maybe you have a photo of Mutti, Papa, and Ingr 
which you could spare--because everything was taken away from me in the concentration 
camp.  

Our visa was denied today. Give me some good advice as to what I should do now. You can 
write to me at the following address.  

 Captaine Manheim Strasbourg 

 Hotel de Rhin 

Or  

 Military Govemrent for Wertheim  

 Laudorf. District Giessen-Hessen. 
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January 26, 1946 
 
All my dears,  
 
Today five packages and three letters arrived. The packages were sent in December and the 
letters in January. I was so happy!!!! Many many innermost thanks. I cannot understand that 
you receive so little mail from me. I sent one or two letters to you every week, once to Aunt 
Thehla and once to Aunt Paula. Surely the mail took longer on account of Christmas. That’s why 
you will receive it not and I think you will be just as pleased. Now I will go to Rendel for awhile 
because our school was closed indefinitely by the military government. Maybe it will not take 
long but nobody knows. Uncle Max wanted to know what happened to our land and house. We 
had to sell all the land we had, one after the other. The money went into the bank. I had tried 
everything. So far I was not able to under take anything. Just today I went to a lawyer in 
Giessen, he told me that in the near future, the investigations of all the Jewish fortunes will 
begin. Don’t worry, I will try everything and I will give nothing to the Nazis. It just doesn’t go as 
quickly as we would all like it to. You know I have a good mouth, and I am making good use of 
it. When the bosses wanted something from us they were not shy.  
 
Otherwise, there is really nothing new here. Oh yes, the first Americans have arrived here. Half 
black and half white. Poles came to the occupation too. In one word, it is international. Your 
neighbors are always asking for you and some of them believe you will return to Germany. 
Pepplers, Lisbeth started a divorce against Reinhardt because he found it nicer for a change to 
bring another wife. So now I have written to you about all the sensations in Londorf.  
 
My dear greetings and a whole lot of kisses for you all.  
Your loving Ruthie 
 
P.S. I’m still waiting for a letter from Ludwig and Renate still owes me a letter. Once again, 
heartily, Ruthie.  
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April 23, 1946 
 
All my dears,  
 
I have not received mail from you in a long time. Hopefully, you are all healthy. Thank God I am 
also well. Tomorrow I am traveling to Frankfurt again to the J.O.I.N.T. and I will fill out an 
application, have photos taken, and give medical evidence that I am healthy and of sound mind. 
Now I really have hope that we will see each other soon. Just imagine, on May 28th, the first 
ship with Jewish orphan children leaves from Braemerhafen to America. By summertime, 
everything will be okay with me too. Although it isn’t bad for me here, I prefer to leave 
Germany today instead of tomorrow. I don’t have good memories here and can no longer feel 
at home here. I am not bored. There are always changes. Just imagine, last week, when I went 
to Giessen to the train station, a few Americans were sitting there; one of them asked me (in 
English, of course) where there was water. He spoke quite fast, so I asked him to speak a little 
slower because I don’t understand it so fast. He was wondering why an American girl could not 
speak perfect English! I have a skirt that is very similar to the American summer uniform. Then I 
explained to him that I would like to become an American. He wanted to know where I was 
going to. Detroit. Oh, his friend was from Detroit -- wait a minute. He asked me where [in 
Detroit] my relatives lived. And he said that it was in his neighborhood. He lived only two 
streets away. He wrote down your exact address and promised me to give you greetings, 
personally, from me. He must already be in America. Did he see you? The world is large, but 
really small. You always find some friends.  
 
Now I have such beautiful photos of me but I cannot send any to you. New occupations forces 
come here and I don’t know anyone of them. Not everyone is trustworthy. They keep the 
photos and the letter goes into the trash. That’s what happened to me already. Naturally, “a 
burnt child dreads the fire.” Now I am more careful. Aunt Thehla, can you still remember, 
before your departure you once told me, “when you, Rudchen, will come to America, you will 
be a great lady, and I will not recognize you.” Now it will be so. Sometimes I cannot believe that 
I am already nineteen years old. It seems it was just yestday that Uncle Max [illegible]. They 
were beautiful times.  
 
Now I have written a long letter. Once again, don’t worry about me. I am well. Of course, I have 
common sense. Heartfelt greetings and innermost kisses to the whole family.  
 
Your Ruthie  
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