
General Lammerding

Waffen SS

Das Reich Division

Location: St.Junien Limousin Vichy France

Date: 6th June 1944
Time: 7.30 pm

Log: Allies landed in Normandy today. Orders received to march the troops up to Normandy. New conscripts collected at Bordeaux, these are conscripts from Alsace, now German occupied territory.

Location: Oradour sur Glane

Date:10th June 1944
Log: Oradour residents dead and town burnt. Orders followed. 

Location: Angouleme

Date: 12th June 1944
Time: 7:00 am

Log: Pierre Chauzat’s body found in early hours of the morning. Letter found with body.
Dear Father

Words cannot describe the atrocity I have committed. I know that should the Nazis ever get their hands on this letter, my story shall be altered and changed into some heroic war tale but I had to tell someone. My last vain hope is that my thoughts will survive the war and return to you. This letter is intended for your eyes only because I could not bestow the shame upon my family if everyone knew what I did. I could not burden my family with my cowardice. This letter should explain to you why your son did not come home. 

It was about 2 o’clock on the 10th June when we entered the village.We split up and surrounded Oradour. The order was to eradicate the town. We did just that. We told the inhabitants to meet at the square where they held a fair ground. It was my first job for my country. Even though  I was from Alsace, I finally felt like I belonged to Germany. I was looking forward to being a hero.

We separated the women and children from the men. The townsfolk thought we were doing an identity card check so they were calm but they had no idea what was about to occur. We had to destroy the Resistance and this was the best way to crush them, to kill innocent people showed them that we would stop at nothing to win the war and discourage anyone from helping them. The men were led away and separated into groups. We took them to the Denis wine storehouse, the Bealieu shed, the Desourteaux garage, the Milord barn and the Laudy barn. These places were chosen because they had few windows and doors which meant less chance of escaping. I was assigned to the Milord barn. The men of Oradour were lined against the wall and we blocked the entrances with our weapons of destruction. An explosion sounded and our machine guns spat death.

  We shot low, at the men’s legs. All of the Das Reich division fired simultaneously. Whatever I thought war was- honour and glory- I was wrong. Killing someone is… is… what word describes something more awful than awful? What word describes something more terrible than terrible? There isn’t one, I’ll tell you. No word ever existed to describe that moment. French men lay at my feet and I suddenly felt that I was killing my brothers. I know that Alsace has changed from German to French and back again. This suddenly overwhelmed me. The men yelled as they fell one by one. Some were left barely alive but we calmly covered them with anything that would burn and ran. The bodies blazed. 

Next in line were the women and children who had been locked in the church. They must have thought everything was going to be ok. No one could or would hurt them there. They were in hearing range of the gunshots and probably guessed what was going on but they couldn’t have guessed the true scale of the massacre and we hadn’t even finished yet. After hours of waiting we opened the church doors. Some villagers looked overjoyed as if we were going to let them go and everything was going to be all right. Others looked puzzled at why we were here but most looked tearful and anxious at the sound of the gunshots. I and one of my comrades slipped in carrying the worst blow yet. The smoke bomb. I had heard of the destruction this thing could make and I knew anyone or thing that was near had no chance. None. This was the beginning of the end. 

The people of Oradour started towards the church door but it was too late. Their death sentence had been set. The great oaks closed and the terror began. I knew what was happening, I pictured it in my head. Thick grey smoke would be pouring out and suffocating the women and children. Blind panic ensued. The toxic substance filled the children’s nostrils and the church… the church was being ruined, the house of God. A crime worthy to go to hell. This I know as hell surrounded me. Women begged for mercy and screams filled the air. My heart was wrenched from my body as I finally grasped what I was doing. I was killing these people. This was the ultimate horror to crown all previous horrors. The sounds were unbearable. They sobbed and pleaded but there could be no survivors. I threw a grenade and it smashed a window with a saint on it. The rest of the attack followed my lead. 

General Lammerding then set fire to the building and somehow the wails increased in volume. The doors were opened, not to let them escape but to shoot the women. We shot blindly into the smoke. Some of our troops clearly enjoyed the experience and I met them with  shame and disgust. Where were their moral beliefs? I imagined women comforting their children, even though they knew the end was near. An order was given, pulling me  sharply out of my imagination. I will not waste words describing what is indescribable. But we continued with this act of barbarism until the tram from Limoges stopped at Oradour. This tram carried men and women that had been in work at Limoges that day. They had no idea that we had been here or the true extent of what we had done. We split the tram up into two groups those from Oradour and those who weren’t. The latter of the two groups were sent back and the townsfolk were lined up against a fence. I trained a machine gun on them but after hours of waiting there was an order to let them go. They could see Oradour but they were not allowed back into the village. We however sauntered into the village and took the food and drink. The cellars were rich and we celebrated, we celebrated the death of an entire village.

On that day, 10th June, that was the day I showed who I truly was and I was repulsed with what I saw. I do ask one last favour of you. I beg you, do not tell them. Do not burden our family with my cowardice. I know Henri looked up to me and I was his role model but he can be something I could never be. He can be innocent and he can make you proud. For the first time in my life I am glad mother is dead. This way she will not have to live in shame. Anne and Paulette- tell them I died in battle. Although I have barely lived my life, only 17 years, I feel I have lived a century. I can remember the last night I saw you, we were having an argument because you didn’t want me to join the army. You knew some of the things I would see and went so far as to say I should shoot myself in the leg to stop them taking me away. My first taste of war will be my last. I wish you a happy life and goodbye. You will not see me again.

Your Loving Son

Pierre Chauzat

May God Forgive me


General Lammerding

Waffen SS

Das Reich Division

Location: Limoges Limousin Vichy France

Date: 13th June 1944
Time: 5:25 pm

Log: Orders received to erase all events of 10th June 1944.

On 10th June 1944 a total of 635 people died. The little village still stands like the Nazis left it as a reminder to all of the terrible events that took place.
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