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Camp Pittsburgh 
November 27th 
  
 
Hi Folks, 
 
If you’ve received my cards you know the reason why I haven’t written you 
lately. 
 
The day before Thanksgiving I decided to take a pass to Reims and give 
the town the once over.  There’s not much there, a few Red Cross Clubs, 
some movies (saw “Abbott & Costello in Hollywood”) and a lot of stores 
offering gifts and souvenirs of poor quality for fantastic prices.  They’ve got 
a Cathedral there that is supposed to be pretty famous.  I don’t know the 
history behind it, but it’s impressive all right, with its numerous carvings and 
statues and weather beaten exterior.  I didn’t get to see the inside of it 
however. 
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When I got back that night, I put my pass on the lst Sergeant's desk when 
he said, “You’re going to Paris tomorrow morning.”  As I’ve written you 
before, I didn’t in the least expect to get another pass, and I was 
unprepared for it.  My E.T.O. jacket was getting pressed so I had to hunt 
around till I found someone who had my size. 
 
The next morning at 0730 we were on our way.  After a three hour truck 
ride, I was in gay Paree once again.  Things haven’t changed much, except 
that the traffic situation looks like it’s completely disorganized.  Vehicles of 
all descriptions running every which way, blowing their horns like made, in 
the utter disregard for 
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pedestrians.  They’ve got big trucks, tiny cars that can almost go under a 2 
& 1/2 ton truck, right hand drive, left had drive, bicycle taxis, and the ever 
present bicyclist weaving his way in and out of the hodge podge.  The 
bicycle was the main means of transportation when I was here last.  I’d go 
mad if I had to drive in that traffic. 
 
I didn’t see as many fantastic hairdo’s this time, although there are still 
plenty.  Most of them still overpaint themselves, looking like show girls, but 
not to their advantage.  But I’ll have to admit they do keep 
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their hair looking beautiful.  And although prices for clothes are sky high-hi, 
they still manage to dress well, some of them looking like a million bucks. 
 
And of course, the old black market hasn’t stopped, although the prices 
have come down.  Cigarettes only bring $12 a carton now, whereas they 
brought $20 before.  I bought my P.X. rations while I was there and I hadn’t 
walked a block before people began sliding up to me and asking if I had 
“any business” today.  I stopped once to inquire the price & before I knew it 
a small 
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crowd had collected.  I got out of there fast before the M.P.s came along. 
 
Even when I was getting a shampoo and a facial (boy, did that feel good), 
the barber asked me if I had any shoes, shirts, underclothes, cigarettes, 
etc. to sell.  I got to talking with him & it turns out he was a Russian Jew.  
He had lived in Paris for 14 years and he didn’t like it.  He doesn’t like the 
French people either, because they even used to take things away from the 
Jews, until just recently.  
 
He said the only two parties that 
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were partial to Jews during the Occupation were the Communists & the 
Socialists.  He thinks Palestine is the only solution.  But it’s one big mess 
now, isn’t it.  To illustrate a point, he figured out how much business he did 
& what percentage he got.  He made 150 francs out of 400 francs.  That’s 
equal to $1.50 in American money, but won’t go half as far. 
 
And the G.I. spending his money regards it just like wallpaper, not realizing 
how much is being spent, and then again not giving a hoot.  I know I didn’t. 
 
I really had a swell 
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time.  Went to the G.I. Night Club a couple nights.  I tried to dance around, 
but it was too crowded, so I just did the 1-2, 1-2 step.  And we drank 
champagne and drank champagne but it just made me hot and drowsy.  I 
thought it was supposed to pep you up. 
 
Also took in the Casino de Paree, which is similar to the Follies Bergere, 
but not quite as good.  I’d like to see a Broadway show to compare them, 
and I doubt if it could beat it by much.  Of course the Chorus girls were 
awful in their dancing, but it’s the rest of the 
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show that counts. 
 
Also took in one of the best night clubs & what a show they put on.  They 
had it rigged up so that the dance floor would slide back and a lighted glass 
floor comes up with a revolving stage, while another part level with the floor 
would slide forward & steps slide out and down from the sides.  I don’t think 
they have anything like that in Rochester.  Being in Paris has made me 
realize I’ve missed a lot in the way of night life. 
 
The subway is still like New York with its crowds, but it’s 
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much simpler.  But it stops running at 1:00 A.M., so one night we had to 
take a bicycle taxi back to our hotel, which cost six bucks. 



 
I also managed to squeeze in a tour, - 48 hours isn’t much and you want to 
do everything, but you never seem to be able to follow a schedule.  Went 
inside Napoleon’s tomb, Notre Dame, inspected the Arch de Triumph with 
its ever burning light.  I would have liked to visit the Louvre, but it’s a half 
mile long and I didn’t have the time.  The tour took in most of the famous 
places in Paris, where the guillotine 
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had been, the old Palaces of all the Louies & other old buildings, all of them 
covered with carvings and statues. 
 
Well, I think I’ll go to bed now, 
 
 
Love, 
 
Ben 
 
My name is _____________ 
 
I am ____________________ 

 
  
 
 


