January 03, 2017

Volume 748/749

This Biweekly Update is published every other Tuesday. Its purpose is to keep the Hof Reunion Association (HRA) members
informed about events occurring between regular publications of the Hof Connection Newsletter which appears in January
and July of each year.

=======================
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A Happy & Healthy 2017 to all of our
Members!

●
●
●
●
●
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●
●

●
●

●
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Hamill
Thompson
Johnson
Pelton
Cook

Melvin
Francis M.C.
Loren
Linda
Bruce

January 25, 1945
January 25, 1945
January 27, 1939
January 27, 1948
January 31, 1948

Happy January Birthday
Gaissert
Meadows
Wright
Scott
Evans
Stankich
Riverkamp
Samberg
Brock
Carnes
Keith
Schneider
Row
Fontes
Kessler
Herbert
Engelken
Saxton
Norwood
Way
Webb
Gambone
Denman
Frank
Smith
Johnson
Sleeper

Heidi
SU) Suong
W.Frank
Brent
Maurice
Charles
Don
Robert
Christa
Tandy
Robert
Al
E.T.
Bertha
Dolores
Shirley
Dee
Douglas
Margit
Marianne
Nora
Adi
Robert
Albert "Gene"
Norene
Sandra
Raymond "Ray"

January 1, 1949
January 1, 1969
January 1, 1934
January 2, 1943
January 3, 1930
January 3, 1935
January 5, 1940
January 6, 1948
January 7, 1937
January 9, 1945
January 9, 1943
January 11, 1941
January 13, 1928
January 14, 1932
January 14, 1944
January 16, 1936
January 17, 1930
January 17, 1942
January 18, 1947
January 19, 1949
January 20, 1945
January 21, 1941
January 22, 1944
January 22, 1944
January 23, 1946
January 24, 1945
January 24, 1938

Happy January Anniversary
Rupprecht
Juergens
Persons
Conard
Brown
Pelton
Smeal
Self
Olenik
Cooper
Slothower
Kallas
August
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Harry & Jerri
Ken & Briana
Terry & Robin
Robert & Carol
Clyde & Sigrid
Harvey & Linda
Jerry & Ruth
Allen & Hannelore
Joseph & Wendy
Gregory & Karen
Jim & Peggy
Jay & Sherri
Larry & Jacqueline

January 1, 1952
January 3, 1992
January 5, 2002
January 6, 1966
January 7, 1960
January 10, 1985
January 10, 2004
January 11, 1962
January 16, 2011
January 19, 2011
January 19, 1971
January 23, 1991
January 31, 1969

●Via an email from Jim Patterson to Jerry Middendorf, we heard towards
mid-December that Ursula (Ushy) Wilson had fallen and had hit her head in
the process. At the hospital, she underwent a CT scan and it was decided that
she needed some staples. Additional information came via an email from
Carol Scanny. She had heard that Ushy was to go into rehab after her hospital
stay. Ushy turned 90 this year, and this fall could have been very serious. We hope that Ushy is doing well
again and wish her all the best. Ushy is not listed on the current membership roster. Her last available
address is 2835 Texas Ave., Kissimmee, FL 34741-1154, should anyone want to contact her. Her last
available email address is ushywilson@gmail.com. Jim Patterson’s email address is
j.patterson47@aol.com, and he is probably a good point of contact for getting updates on Ushy.
● Unfortunately, we also have to report that Joachim (Achim) Haese, husband of Helga Haese (formerly a
German civilian employee at Dőbraberg), has been very ill since November. Rosie Queen and I have been
in contact with Helga who told us that Achim has been hospitalized since 25 November 2016. He was
admitted with extreme back pain. After many tests by various specialists, it was discovered that Achim has
a tumor in his lung, and that the tumor had metastasized to the spine and other organs. The pressure on the
spine caused unbearable pain. Achim had surgery on 21 December 2016, to stabilize his spine. Surgery for
the initial tumor is not an option.
Please keep Achim and Helga in your thoughts and prayers. They have an awful lot to bear right now and
down the road. Their address is Grabenstrasse 19, D96179 Rattelsdorf, Germany. Their email address is
joachim.haese@t-online.de.
● Mike Assenmacher (mikeassenmacher@hotmail.com) informed us at the beginning of December that he
had just gone through a right-carotid artery surgery on 30 November 2016. The artery had been 80%
blocked. All went well and he was scheduled for additional surgery on 28 December 2016, at Toledo, Ohio
Hospital, to open up 70% blockages in each leg. Mike is looking forward to seeing all of us in Albuquerque
this year.

From my own experience, I know that having friends out there who have us in their thoughts and prayers means
a lot when a personal crisis comes along. So please let us know if you could use a little empathy coming your
way–and we definitely want you to send us updates on how things are going.
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Denise Ann Bryson
08/09/1953 - 12/06/2016
Widow of Thomas Bryson, Past HRA President

On 12 December, I received an email from Denise’s brother, Paul Luskey, with the following notification:
I am Paul Luskey, Denise Bryson's brother. I have sad news to share.
Denise passed away last Tuesday, December 6, 2016 at 9:12 PM after 6 weeks in the hospital with Sepsis.
I have just gained access to her email account, and found your address.
Denise and her husband, Tom Bryson who predeceased her, were always fondly reminiscing about the HOF
reunions.
Her funeral is today, December 12, at DeCarbo funeral home in New Castle Pennsylvania.
http://www.decarbofuneralhome.com/book-of-memories/2790260/ Bryson-Denise/service-details.php
I have set up a Go Fund Me page to raise money for Hanna, Denise and Tom's adult special needs daughter.
We hope to ease her into her new life without the loving, constant support Denise gave her.
Nothing can replace Hanna's parents who cared for her, both together for over 30 years, and then Denise alone
for the past 7 years, but we hope to take some of the fear and uncertainty of the future away by getting her the
appropriate supervised housing and support she needs.
https://www.gofundme.com/DeniseBryson
Thank you.
=======================

At left: picture of Denise and Hanna Bryson,
from the gofundme page.
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Denise’s obituary from the funeral home’s website:
IN MEMORY OF

Denise Ann
Bryson
Obituary for Denise Bryson
_________________________________________________________________________________________
Denise Ann Bryson, 63, of New Castle, passed away the evening of December 6, 2016 at Heritage Valley
Medical Center. Born on August 9, 1953 in Pittsburgh, PA, she was the daughter of the late Elmer A. Jr. and
Rose Marie Wettengel Luskey. On August 12, 1972, she married her beloved husband, Thomas Bryson, and the
two of them spent 37 wonderful years together until he preceded her in death on August 27, 2009.
A graduate of Laurel High School, Denise had worked as an administrative assistant for St. Vitus Parish. She
currently was an active volunteer for Angels for Animals and had previously volunteered for the Special
Olympics and several other charity organizations.
Denise is survived by her daughter, Hanna Bryson of New Castle; brother, Paul Luskey and wife Kathy of
Columbia, MD; sister, Susan Bobbert and husband Dana of New Castle; and niece and nephews, Chip Bobbert,
Dawn Bobbert, and Shawn Bobbert. In addition to her parents and husband, she was preceded in death by her
brother, Elmer Luskey III.
Visitation will be held Monday from 2:00pm to 4:30pm at Ed and Don DeCarbo Funeral Home and Crematory
3000 Wilmington Rd. Blessing services will be conducted Monday at 4:30pm at the funeral home, officiated by
Father James Downs.
Interment will take place in South Plain Grove Cemetery.
—––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––Secretary’s Note: Denise’s brother, Paul Luskey, was able to gain access to Denise’s email account
(neesie12@aol.com) when he sent us notification of her death. If anyone would like to get in touch with Paul,
his email address is pluskey@yahoo.com. Don Riverkamp also forwarded the email address of Denise’s
daughter, Hanna (hannabananna442001@yahoo.com).
Denise’s husband, Tom Bryson, born on 28 October 1945, passed away on on 27 August 2009. He had been
stationed in Hof with the 6915th RSM and served as president and advisor for the Hof Reunion Association
(information provided by Don Riverkamp).

================================
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▬Membership Renewals▬
(12/06/16 - 01/03/17)
Name
Schultz, Gordon
Fullmer, Paul
Coker, Jack
Higginbotham, Charles
Herbert, Richard
Scanny, Daniel
Chapman, Barbara
Shockley, Charles
Simonds, Jerry
Isaacs, Charles

!Rem
i
!Rem nder!
i
!Rem nder!
inder
!

Through
FY18
FY20
FY17
FY17
FY17
FY18
FY18
FY18
FY18
FY17

The HRA fiscal year extends over the same period as
the current calendar year–January through December.
That means that if your membership is paid through
FY16, it will have expired on the last day of
December 2016, and right now would be a good time
to send in your renewal. You can do so for one year
(through 2017) or for several years. Dues are
unchanged, at $15 per year.

▬Correction:Address/Phone/Email▬
(12/06/16 - 01/03/17)
Hoover, Charles M.
Burton, Jerry

orefield17@gmail.com
jerryburton1966@gmail.com

According to the HRA Bylaws, membership fees are
due by January 1st. There is a generous 90-day grace
period, but if dues have not been paid by March 31st,
privileges will be suspended.

▬Donations▬
(12/06/16 - 01/03/17)
Name
Fullmer, Paul
Higginbotham, Charles
Wampole, Doug
Herbert, Richard

The HRA Bylaws also address the various classes of
membership. There are some circumstances in which
membership fees may be waived. If a potential
hardship case is brought to the attention of the HRA
Board, the Board will look at and grant free
membership based on the merits of each case. If you
have questions about membership fees, please contact
the board.

Amount
$15.00
$ 5.00
$15.00
$10.00

Please send your renewal application and check (made
out to the Hof Reunion Association) to 4001 Old
Sturbridge Dr., Apex, NC 27539. If you have
questions regarding your renewal, you can email
Steve Murphrey at hofreunion@nc.rr.com, or call him
at 919-779-4482.

▬Final Flyby Update▬
(12/06/16 - 01/03/17)
Name

Date of Death
None Reported this Period

▬Ladies Serving in Heaven Update▬
(12/06/16 - 01/03/17)
Name
Denise Ann Bryson

Date of Death
12/06/2016
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Planning Vacations: For many of us, this is the time of year to start planning our vacations. We already know
of one event that will happen in September 2017: The annual reunion of the Hof Reunion Association. This
year we are looking forward to enjoying Albuquerque, NM. I have been there only once. It was a TDY trip to
attend a GSA conference during my three-year stint at the Defense Logistics Depot in San Antonio. I was in
Albuquerque just long enough to know that I would like to come back when I had the time to explore. Looks
like I am going to able to do just that.
Phil Murray has been working on the January issue of the bi-annual HRA Newsletter. It will provide more
details on this year’s reunion. In addition to the 2017 reunion, the Newsletter will also contain information
about the 2018 reunion. There will be three choices to vote on for 2018: Tunica, MS; St. Augustine, FL; and a
cruise. A ballot will be included with the upcoming Newsletter, and each member will be able to vote their
preference. So stay tuned.
Maybe the following calendars will help you plan:
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The Arlington Ladies. Do you know who they are? I didn't until I recently came across an article about them
in an AARP Magazine. The Arlington Ladies provide “a personal touch at duty’s end.” It doesn’t matter what
the weather is like, they are there for the families and to honor our servicemen and women. They make sure
that no service member is buried alone. On the average, there are about 30 funerals at Arlington on any given
day. The Arlington Ladies have been there for nearly 30,000 funerals since 2000. To find out more about the
Arlington Ladies and the program’s history, go to http://www.aarp.org/home-family/friends-family/info2016/arlington-ladies-military-grief.html.

Sandra Griffin, a U.S. Air
Force veteran, volunteers as
an Arlington Lady for Air
Force funeral ceremonies. —
T.J. Kirkpatrick/Redux

And what do the Arlington Ladies have to do with plans and good intentions for the new year? Well…it got
me thinking about the fact that none of us is going to get out of this life alive, and that this might be a good
time to get our military files in order.
● As a veteran, and as a dependent of a veteran, you are eligible to be buried at any of the Department of
Veterans National Cemeteries. Go to http://www.cem.va.gov/cem/burial_benefits/need.asp to read up
on what you need to do and what documents you need to have in order to schedule a funeral.
● Put together a Burial Folder that contains all the information that your next of kin will need in case of
death. If you don’t have all of your military records–especially your DD 214!–you can request them from
the National Archives, at https://www.archives.gov/veterans/military-service-records. You can
download a Casualty Assistance Checklist from the Air Force Retirees website (go to
http://www.retirees.af.mil/Portals/53/documents/FACT%20SHEETS/Casualty%20cklist.pdf?ver=201610-26-111220-410), fill it out, and add it to your Burial Folder.
● The Air Force Retirees website, at http://www.retirees.af.mil/, has additional valuable information you
might be interested in.
● How to Get a Military ID Card or Veteran ID Card. This is info that recently came to me from Jerry
Middendorf. Jerry forwarded a website that has covers a multitude of information for veterans. Go to
http://themilitarywallet.com/how-to-get-a-military-id-card to find out what the criteria are to get such a
card. Some vets who are not retirees may be eligible to get an ID card.
================================
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This week I received a card from Hanna and Robert Hőrath. They were forwarding it from the Children’s
Home at St. Elisabeth in Hof. Hanna and Robert recently visited the Children’s Home and the little ones
wanted to say thank you to the generous Americans (that’s us!) who continue to donate to St. Elisabeth. Here
are the lovely Christmas greetings the children made for us:

The children did a great job
drawing this picture with colored
pencils and signing their names.

================================
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Margit Norwood
Secretary, Hof Reunion Association
secretary@hofreunion.org

The Rathaus of the City of Hof celebrated its 450th birthday one day before Christmas Eve, on 23 December
2016. A country gentleman who found himself bankrupt presented the ramshackle building to the city in 1560.
By the time the Rathaus was inhabitable in 1566, the city had spent 20,000 Gulden to rebuild it–and that was in
addition to the help from local citizens. A one-family house at that time could be bought for a three-figure sum.
The cost of rebuilding the Rathaus is estimated in the range of a two-figure million sum in today’s Euros.
Just like today, the Council Chambers were located on the upper floor. [Info from https://www.tvo.de/hof-dasrathaus-wird-450-jahre-alt-219520/]

The Rathaus Then

The Rathaus Now

By the way–The word Rathaus does NOT translate to “House of Rats.” The word “Rat” means
advice; and when we refer to the Rathaus, we are talking about the House of the Council, as in
City Council. (Thought I would give you a little something to grin about.)

================================
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6915th

Jerry Mangas
Security Squadron/Group
hofreunion@ptd.net

Here is a challenge that Jerry sent us in an email:
“Looking for the exact location "west of Hof, near the Autobahn" of the "Villa", below, where the first
personnel of the 602nd TC&W Det-A were stationed before they moved into the Kaserne in 1946 or 47... The
story I have is that the woman who lived there moved into the carriage house and the GI's occupied the main
house. Supposedly her husband, a major in the Werhmacht, was killed on the Eastern Front….”
The photo credit goes to www.usarmyeurope.com

So who is going to be the first one to solve this riddle? Huh? Huh? Come on, guys!

================================
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6915th

Jerry Mangas
Security Squadron/Group
hofreunion@ptd.net

Jerry has provided us with some more great input for this Update. The following account was written to Gary
Cherpes (a current member), who forwarded it to Jerry Mangas. It’s about a somewhat darker time in Hof–just
post WW II:
“Dear Mr. Cherpes:
Your photo of the Squadron drinking mug threw me almost sixty years across time in a moment. Its twin sits
now at my right shoulder and, if it were animate, might kiss its kin with a Prosit. I served in the Army Air
Corps cum US Air Force from 1946 through 1949. It was probably 1947 when I was picked up at "The
Gasthaus" near the roofless Bahnhof and taken in the shuttling "six-by" to the Baroness's "Villa" where we
were billeted. We worked in shifts at our Early Warning Radar unit, in the forested hills nearby, to keep an eye
on the MIGs out of Leipzig. Occasionally a civilian transport would wander over the border and we scrambled
fighters (I think from Wiesbaden) to intercept. As my account on the Airlift Website reports, I was on duty the
day the airlift began. The (air) corridor was marked on our screens running southeast to northwest, Rhine Main
to Tempelhof. I was later transferred to Kassel and there watched the last ghostly dot fade into history. It was a
sad place, firebombed to bits and half its people killed. We smelled them in the rubble on warm days.
I watched Germany rise from the debris of "The Starvation Time" and by the time I left, the New Mark had
opened a trickle of goods into dusty storefront windows: sightless eyes opening to the German Miracle.
I floated around on the GI Bill for a while: Mexico and Paris, where I met my Swedish wife. I graduated from
New York University, owned an ad agency for most of my life, retired, and am now writing fiction. Several
years ago I combined a business trip to Nurnberg with a drive through Bohemia, then the Danube to Vienna
and Budapest. We stopped in Hof; it was getting late and we wanted to make Carlsbad (Karlovy Vary) before
midnight. Everything was gone. The cobblestone streets had been paved over, the half-timbered buildings had
new facades. I found the church by the Rathaus, (Michaelas Kirche) ringed by street and memory fragments of
revels with tipsy Madchens. How insensitive we were to the vulnerability of those destitute girls, a generation
of women without men. I went by pure instinct to the border. The cast iron frontier barrier was lowered, the
Ruskys were gone, the road into Sudetenland an arrow straight corridor of forty-foot second growth. This was
the (Hof Gap), ground zero for WW III with a hundred Russian Divisions opposed in 1947 by our forty or so
Radar men. I saw the Villa on the way back , a quarter mile from the frontier. The American flag hung over its
doorway, so we [were] probably still snooping from there. It was getting late so I didn't stop.
Ed Carchia”

Secretary’s Note: Ed Carchia mentions the Villa here–the one we would like to get a location for.
================================
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Rose Queen
Treasurer, Hof Reunion Association
Leimitzer22@yahoo.com

Rosie Queen recently gave a surprise birthday party for her husband, Gary. She was able to pull off the surprise
without Gary getting suspicious, despite the fact that she had baked her heart and soul out prior to the party.
About 30 people attended, including some Hofers–Ken ad Gay Kielbania flew in from Florida; Inga and Tom
Mikloiche drove down from Connecticut; and Mel and Ilse Hamill, who live nearby, also attended.
Rosie had rented the firehall for the event. She said in her email that Gary had no clue and, according to their
neighbor who was charged with delivering him to the surprise party, it was “like molasses in January” to try to
get Gary to the party. Rosie’s neighbor, who is a pastor, said he had to lie to Gary to get him out of the car. He
said that they would all have to ask for forgiveness that night.

Family and Friends
celebrating with Gary.

================================
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Lonnie Henderson
6915th Ops (twice): 1961 - 1964; 1965 - 1968
greymountain40@gmail.com

Secretary’s Note: Something exciting happened to Lonnie Henderson! His Christmas in Himmelkron
article was published in the Nordbayreischer Kurier, a local Bayreuth Newspaper. You may recall reading
Lonnie’s story in the Volume #743 Update, dated 11 October, 2015. I would like to give you the pleasure of
rereading it before you take a look at the version from the German newspaper.
================================
December 24, 1962 – Christmas Eve - dawned bitterly cold and bleak in this part of the world that we
affectionately called, “Bavarian Siberia.” Nestled in the Fichtelgebirge in northern Bavaria, Himmelkron was
home to about 3500. Its more famous neighbor was the ski resort of Bad Berneck, one of Hitler's retreats.
My wife and two-year-old daughter had arrived from the states three weeks earlier and I had rented an
apartment in Himmelkron, about 30 miles south of Hof, Germany, home of the 6915th Security Squadron. This
apartment consisted of three rooms on the third floor. In typical old-European fashion, the bottom floor
consisted of stables for the various animals. Our landlord, his wife, young son and “Oma” lived on the second
floor.
The front room of our apartment was the kitchen and living area. The next room was a bedroom, and the third
room, ostensibly another bedroom, actually served as our refrigerator/freezer. If we wanted food to freeze, we
put it against the outer wall; if we only wanted to keep it cold, we put it on the inner wall.
I was a shift worker at our site in Hof and on that frigid Christmas Eve almost a half century ago, our flight was
on a “Day” shift. Fortunately, our flight commander allowed those of us who were married to leave at noon so
we could spend some time with our families.
As an Air Force three-striper who had just paid to have his wife and daughter fly over to join him, I was as
broke as could be. We couldn't afford a Christmas tree, so I “purloined” one from a local forested area. A friend
had given us a string of lights, but that was the kind of lights where, if one bulb went out, the entire string went
out. As the bulbs inevitably blew, I would cut off that portion of the string, wire the remainder back together
and have lights, just one less than before. As Christmas approached, the string became shorter and shorter.
I left work about noon and drove to downtown Hof, hoping to buy at least one small gift for our daughter with
the very limited funds we had. Unfortunately, all the shops were already closed. I then drove the thirty or so
miles to our apartment in Himmelkron, where my wife and I decided to give it one more shot at finding an open
store. Knowing there would be nothing in Himmelkron, we drove the short distance to Bad Berneck. However,
again all the stores were closed and it was beginning to look a lot like a not so merry Christmas.
And then my car wouldn't start. Here we were, about ten miles from home, temperature was near zero, it was
already getting dark...
...my wife and I walked to a local apartment, carrying my daughter. A friend and fellow flight worker lived
there with his wife, and he took the time to get us back on the road and home.
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We finally got back to our third-floor living area/refrigerator/freezer, tired, cold, with our tiny little tree and the
few remaining lights trying desperately to spread a bit of Christmas cheer. As I started to leave with him, he
indicated that my wife and and daughter were to come as well. Still having no idea what was about to happen,
we went with him.
He led us downstairs to his apartment, ushered us into the living area, put our daughter with his own young son
and all his toys, and invited us to partake of his family's Christmas. This from a family I had known less than a
month! My German was limited, my wife spoke no German at all, the landlord and his family spoke no English,
my daughter and their son had a language all their own – but somehow we communicated.
After an evening of food, drink, love and Christmas spirit, my wife, daughter and I went back upstairs to our
apartment, which, for some strange reason, no longer looked so bleak, lonely and cold. Our little tree now
glistened with a new brightness, and Himmelkron lived up to its name - “Heaven's Crown.”
Many Christmas Eves have passed since then, and my little girl is now mother to two and grandmother to four.
I've spent the holidays since then in various parts of the world, sometimes surrounded by friends and family,
sometimes getting ready for a Christmas Day flight. But of all those Christmas Eves since then, that Christmas
Eve in 1962 in Himmelkron, Germany, where someone reached out and touched us will always burn the
brightest in my memory.
Merry Christmas and Frohe Weihnachten!
================================
Following is the newspaper’s response to Lonnie:
-------- Forwarded Message -------Subject: Himmelkron Christmas story
Date: Thu, 22 Dec 2016 19:05:14 +0100
From: Andreas Gewinner <andreas.gewinner@kurier.tmt.de>
To: greymountain40@gmail.com
Dear Lonnie Henderson,
I just read Your heartwarming, wonderful christmas story. It was passed on to us – the local Bayreuth
newspaper - by an employee at Himmelkron city hall.
We would like to publish Your story in our Christmas issue, and it will be my pleasure to translate it to German.
Since a story without a picture doesn’t “fly” as well as one with a photo, I would like to ask You if You could
mail us a photo from Your time at Hof and Himmelkron?
Any pic from that time will do, preferably You with Your family, or You at the “Kaserne”, on duty, with Air
Force buddies, anything.
If You can come up with something, please try to make sure the data file is large enough, so we can print it in
good enough quality.
A personal word: I grew up in the 70s and 80s among lots of GI’s in Hanau, near Frankfurt. I was glad, we had
You guys over here and so were a lot of other people in former West Germany.
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Therefore from the bottom of the heart of a cold war kid: THANK YOU for Your service in my home
country!!
Mit freundlichen Grüßen
Andreas Gewinner
Redakteur
Nordbayerischer Kurier
Redaktion Fichtelgebirge
Hauptstraße 11, 95493 Bischofsgrün
Tel.: 09276-910-17, Fax: 09276-910-18
E-Mail: andreas.gewinner@kurier.tmt.de
www.nordbayerischer-kurier.de
================================
Following is the newspaper article (http://www.nordbayerischer-kurier.de/nachrichten/die-hellsteweihnacht_540000):
23.12.2016, 18:19 Uhr

Lonnie Hendersons Tochter vor dem
Flug nach Deutschland zu
Weihnachten vor 54 Jahren.
Archivfoto: privat.
(Lonnie Henderson’s daughter, prior
to flying to Germany at Christmas, 54
years ago.)
Die hellste Weihnacht
HIMMELKRON. Wie der Amerikaner Lonnie Henderson Heiligabend in Himmelkron vor 54 Jahren erlebte.
Der 24. Dezember, Heiligabend, 1962 dämmerte bitterkalt und düster in diesem Teil der Welt, den wir
liebevoll „Bavarian Siberia“, Bayerisch-Sibirien, nannten.
Meine Frau war mit unserer zweijährigen Tochter drei Wochen vorher aus den USA gekommen, und ich hatte
ein Apartement in Himmelkron gemietet, etwa 30 Meilen südlich von Hof, Heimat der 6915. Security
Squadron der amerikanischen Luftwaffe.
Das Apartement bestand aus drei Räumen im zweiten Stock. In typisch europäischer Art war das Erdgeschoss
ein Stall für verschiedene Tiere; der Vermieter, Frau und kleiner Sohn, sowie „Oma“ lebten im ersten Stock.
Der vordere Raum unserer Wohnung war Küche und Wohnzimmer in einem. Der nächste Raum war das
Schlafzimmer, ein dritter Raum war sozusagen unser Kühl- und Gefrierschrank. Wollten wir unser Essen
einfrieren, rückten wir es an die Außenwand, sollte es nur kühl lagern, rückten wir es an die Innenwand.
Ich arbeitete Schicht in Hof, und an diesem eiskalten Weihnachtsmorgen vor über 50 Jahren hatte ich die
Tagschicht. Glücklicherweise erlaubte unser Kommandeur allen verheirateten Soldaten, um 12 Uhr zu gehen,
damit wir Zeit mit unseren Familien verbringen konnten.
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Als Soldat mit nur drei Streifen auf dem Ärmel, der gerade den Flug von Frau und Tochter hatte bezahlen
müssen, war ich so pleite, wie man nur sein konnte. Wir konnten uns keinen Christbaum leisten, also stahl ich
einen aus einem nahen Wald. Ein Freund gab uns eine Lichterkette. Aber es war eine von der Art, wo die
ganze Kette ausgeht, wenn nur eine Birne ausfällt. Wenn das unvermeidlicherweise geschah, schnitt ich den
Teil der Kette raus, verknüpfte sie wieder, und wir hatten eine Lichterkette mit einem Licht weniger. Auf diese
Weise wurde die Kette kürzer und kürzer, je näher Weihnachten kam.
Ich verließ die Arbeit um 12 Uhr und fuhr in die Hofer Innenstadt, in der Hoffnung, wenigstens ein kleines
Geschenk für unsere Tochter zu bekommen mit dem wenigen Geld, das ich noch hatte. Unglücklicherweise
waren alle Geschäfte schon zu. Ich fuhr zu unserer Wohnung in Himmelkron, wo meine Frau und ich
entschieden, einen weiteren letzten Versuch zu unternehmen, ein offenes Geschäft zu finden. Wissend, dass
es in Himmelkron nichts geben würde, fuhren wir die kurze Strecke nach Bad Berneck. Doch auch hier waren
alle Geschäfte zu. Es sah eher nicht nach einer so frohen Weihnacht aus.
Und dann sprang mein Auto nicht mehr an. Da waren wir nun, zehn Meilen von zu Hause, es war eiskalt, und
es wurde schon dunkel.
Meine Frau und ich liefen mit unserer Tochter auf dem Arm zu einer nahen Wohnung. Ein Freund und
Kamerad von der Luftwaffe lebte hier mit seiner Frau, und er nahm sich die Zeit, unser Auto wieder zum
Laufen zu bringen. Schließlich kamen wir zurück zu unserer Wohn-/Gefrier-/Kühlschrankwohnung, müde und
durchgefroren, mit unserem kleinen Baum und den verbliebenen paar Lichtern und versuchten verzweifelt, ein
bisschen Weihnachtsfreude zu verbreiten.
Ich saß in einem Stuhl, immer noch in meiner Dienstuniform, mutlos und alles andere als weihnachtsfroh, als
es an der Tür klopfte. Ich öffnete, und unser Vermieter stand draußen. Er winkte mir, mitzukommen, und ich
dachte: „Oh nein, was nun? Was ist diesmal schiefgelaufen?“
Als ich mit ihm mitgehen wollte, bedeutete er mir, dass meine Frau und Tochter auch mitkommen sollten.
Ohne zu wissen, was kommen würde, folgten wir ihm.
Er führte uns hinunter in sein Wohnzimmer, gesellte unsere Tochter zu seinem kleinen Sohn und all seinen
Spielsachen und lud uns ein, an der Familienweihnachtsfeier teilzunehmen. Und das von einer Familie, die ich
nicht mal einen Monat kannte!
Mein Deutsch war sehr begrenzt, meine Frau konnte es gar nicht, der Vermieter und seine Familie sprachen
kein Englisch, und die beiden kleinen Kinder hatten eine ganz eigene Sprache – aber irgendwie
kommunizierten wir doch.
Nach einem Abend mit Essen, Trinken, Liebe und dem Geist von Weihnachten gingen wir wieder in unsere
Wohnung, die aus irgendeinem merkwürdigen Grund nicht mehr so düster, einsam und kalt aussah. Unser
kleiner Baum glänzte in neuer Helle, und Himmelkron machte seinem Namen Ehre: „Heaven’s Crown“, Krone
des Himmels.
Viele Weihnachten sind seither vergangen, und unser Mädchen ist nun selbst zweifache Mutter und vierfache
Großmutter. Ich habe seither viele Weihnachten in vielen Teilen der Welt verbracht, manchmal mit Freunden
und Familie, manchmal im Dienst. Aber von all diesen Weihnachten seit damals, seit jenem Weihnachtsfest
1962 in Himmelkron, als jemand uns aufnahm und uns mit Freundschaft und Liebe berührte, wird mir diese
Weihnacht immer als hellste in Erinnerung bleiben.
Aus dem Amerikanischen übersetzt von Andreas Gewinner.
================================
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Rose Queen, our association’s treasurer went through the heart-breaking loss of her son, Lloyd David, a few
years ago–just before Christmas. On the final day of 2016, she received a wonderful Christmas present from
Hanna and Robert Hörath, two of our members who live in Germany. The Höraths told Rosie that they are
having a tree planted in Israel, in memoriam to Lloyd David. A plaque at the tree will show that it was planted
to honor Lloyd David.

Shortly after I opened up Rosie’s email about the tree that will be planted for Lloyd David, I was listening to
one of my favorite programs on NPR. The program is called “A Way with Words.” A woman called in and
said she had recently lost her son. In her sorrow, she asked if there was ANY word in the English language that
defines a mother who had lost her child. She said that people who lost a spouse are widows or widowers;
children who lost their parents are orphans; but there is no word for a mother who lost her child.

================================

18

John Pace (jdpace37@comcast.net) said that, at our age , we need a good laugh here and there. He sent along
this joke:

Super Bowl Tickets
Hey Everyone,
A friend of mine has two tickets for the 2017 Super Bowl, both box seats. He paid $1,700 for each ticket. He
didn’t realize when he bought them that this was going to be on the same day as his wedding–so now he can’t
go.
If you know someone who would be interested and would like to go in his place, it’s at St. Peter’s Church, in
New York City, at 5 pm. Her name is Darlene, she’s 5’4”, about 115 lbs, good cook, makes $90,000 a year!
She will be the one in the white dress….
Secretary’s Question: Did he have a nice funeral?
================================
Jerry Mangas(hofreunion@ptd.net) found this “terrible doggerel” in Update #169:

================================
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● Pictures and stories (old and new) from HRA members–for future newsletters. Have some of you had a
mini-reunion that you would like to tell us about?
● Your comments, questions, and suggestions–on the Biweekly Update, to board members, or on anything that
might be of interest to the HRA and its members. Email addresses of board members can be found on the
first page of this news update, if you would like to contact a specific person.
● Have you found a great German restaurant or recipe? If you have, then please share it with the rest of us.

================================

● HRA Website: www.hofreunion.com
● Bi-annual Newsletter: www.hofgermany.com/newsletter.html
● Hof Air Station History: www.thedempseyarchives.com/hofairstation.html
● HRA Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/groups/hofreunion

===============================
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