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The Jewish soldier’s observance of Rosh Hashanah to Yom Kippur is 
even more profound this year as this is the period to be “inscribed 
into the Book of Life.” 
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Somewhere in (Tennessee is scratched out) France 
 
Tuesday Night 
September 17th 
 
Dear Folks, 
 
It seems that every time I get my pen in hand to write a letter to you, I 
always think of some other things that I need.  Somethings I’ve lost or 
broken but others I never brought because they wanted to keep the 
contents of the duffle bags at a minimum.  I wish I had a lot of things that I 
had thrown away at Fort Jackson.  Some of the things you can send in 
letters, such as a small finger 
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nail file, some rubber bands.  Also some band-aids, and a round shaving 
mirror with glass on both sides that can either be hung up or set up on a 
box.  I think you know which kind I mean, cause the girls had one.  I also 
need a watch strap.  While you’re getting a strap, you might just as well 
look for a watch.  Mine’s sort of banged up & it’s getting hard to wind.  Try 
to find one with radium hands & a second hand.  You can take it out of the 
money I’ve sent home or the money I’ll be sending home,  Which should be 
a lot, cause it’s not doing us much good in our pockets. 
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Today I had a shower, and with hot water, too!  Can you imagine that.  It 
felt wonderful, as you can well imagine.  The only catch was that we had to 
walk about eight miles & wait around a couple of hours, just for six minutes 
under the shower.  I’m trying to decide if it was worth it or not. 
 
We had the last Rosh Hashanah service tonight, me and the other Jewish 
fellows in the Company attended all of them.  There is no Jewish Chaplain 
in this Division, but a Private First Class, who is being transferred to the 
Division Chaplain’s Office, did 
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the honors & was very good, probably just as good as some Rabbi’s at 
home.  In place of a Shofar, we had a trumpet. 
 
They’ve started showing movies to us now.  Saw “And the Angels Sing” the 
other night.  I missed it in Columbia, S.C.  I wish they would show “Going 
My Way.”  They say that Bing Crosby is in France now.  Hope we get a 
chance to see him. 
 
We’re getting pretty good meals lately.  I can’t complain of going hungry.  
The cooks are getting so they can make dehydrated eggs that won’t turn 
your stomach when you look at them,  early in the morning. 
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It’s getting around midnight now.  Guess I’ll munch on a chocolate bar from 
my weekly rations.  Speaking of candy, the little French kids are always 
hollering “Bon,Bon” (candy) as we walk by.  Either that or cigarettes.  But 
candy is scarce with us, too, although cigarettes are plentiful. 
 
I’m enclosing a Stars & Stripes which I thought you might like to see. 
 
That’s about all for now. 
 
Love to all, 
 
Ben 
 



 
My name is _____________________ 
 
  
I am _____________________________________________ 
 


