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About the Author


Jean-Christian de Mons was born 1941 in Breslau, former Germany, now Wroclaw, Poland. After the escape from the Russians he spent his early period in Lower Saxony/West Germany. The military service at the Air Force followed the attendance of the Hotel Academy and then the practical formation in the hotel business.


He joined the merchant navy working as steward on cruise ships followed by receptionist jobs in several renowned European hotels before being called to Mozambique/Portuguese S/E Africa by his granduncle to become a citrus farmer. The agitated situation that ended in the civil war induced him to return to Europe.


For over three decades he served as chief steward for Lufthansa German Airlines. He invested much time to learn some additional exotic languages besides English and French and completed a management course and learned flying. As counsellor he joined the production of two documentary movies in China. With his Korean wife he is living now near Weilburg/Lahn in Germany.









This title is dedicated to Jeffrey J. Osbun, Los Angeles and Christopher E. Vale, Cook Islands, New Zealand.









All my friends urged me to write a second book following my first title/autobiography * ON THE RUN … childhood memories from 1944 – 55 *, because they thought it to have been so exciting and extraordinary circumstances that I’ll mention later on gave me a lot of time to oblige and start writing again. I wish you much pleasure while reading it!


***


What kind of headaches are involved for young people when presented with the question of what to do after having left high school.


I decided to start an apprenticeship with a Public Relation Company, but allowed me some time to consider the matter while doing my voluntary 18month’s military service at the German Air Force. If my test had been satisfactory I would have extended my service time to 7 years to be trained as a Jet pilot, but my right eye did not pass the check.


As alternative I decided to take a course of medical orderly after the obligatory basic infantry training. That was mostly done by hard drilling sergeants who had still served in WWII. Unforgettable were the so called *fancy-dress-balls*, when we at some unpredicted time were suddenly woken up with an alarm whistle and ordered to get dressed and assemble outside with ready assault luggage within 10 minutes!!! Officially it was called *NATO ALARM*. Often that was followed by an orientation march that lasted into the late morning.


The digging of trenches was an easy matter, because the area near the North Sea was sandy. There was also an historical relic from WWII, a rocket launcher for the V2 that had destroyed so much in London.


1960 was for farmers a very bad year. So our commanders decided to assist the farmers in harvesting especially wheat and rye. Soldiers all over Germany were sent to the countryside to do their best.


The same happened when the Elbe river endangered by inundation Hamburg and its surrounding got assistance by the soldiers especially for piling up sandbags.


After the basic training I was called for a longer lasting medical course of instruction. After I had successfully passed the test I was sent to Fürstenfeldbruck Air Base near Munich. It had just been taken over from the US-Air force with all its amenities. I was assigned to the troops physician’s assistant responsible for the patients files.


In that time exercises followed that we fully equipped trained battle like situations. In one case I happened upon a team of medical orderlies to participate in a flight with a DC3 Dacota air plane. Later I experienced a mission of several weeks in the NATO-headquarter in Fontainebleau near Paris. After my return to Fürstenfeldbruck I was sent to another medical course to Munich. When having completed it successfully I was allocated to the Air Force Medical Institute in Fürstenfeldbruck Air Base.


It was equipped with a low pressure chamber to test the ability of jet-pilots to endure attitudes of over 30.000 feet = 10.000 meters. At this time a longer lasting NATO-alarm was announced. The reason were the tensions between the western powers and the Warsaw Pact nations especially the Soviet Union. It was triggered by the stationing of middle range rockets by the Soviets in Cuba. By the coming around of the Soviet leader N. Krushchev a WWIII could be avoided. In this situation an extension of my service time was ordered.


In the meantime I had changed my professional plans and booked a course at the Hotel Academy at Bad Reichenhall/Bavaria. Theory and practise were exacting but presented much fun and mediated the flair of the international world. One of my best colleagues Christine Prager was the daughter of the manager of the at that time very fashionable Swiss *Mövenpick* Restaurant chain. My professional course was followed by a regular formation at the distinguished 5-Star *Ritters Park Hotel* in the famous Spa Bad Homburg v.d.H. near Frankfurt/Main. By coincidence my aunt and later my grandparents came to live there.


Having finished my formation I applied for a job as steward in the First Class of the Cruise ship *MS Hanseatic* of the Hamburg-America-Line.


This ship had the size of the tragically sunken *Titanic* and had served before WWII as *Empress of Japan* on the Pacific route between Vacouver, Yokohama and Shanghai and as a troop carrier during the war. After a general overhaul the new baptized *Hanseatic* was put in service as cruise ship mainly in the Caribbeans, Madeira and in the Eastern Mediterranean Sea.


On my first trip I went to New York with many prominent people in the First Class. Then we continued our voyage along the Eastern coastline of the United States to Fort Lauderdale/ Florida. From there we started our cruise through the magic archipelago of the Caribbeans. As there were no passport controls anywhere I got the idea to go to the post offices to get the necessary stamps into my passport to prove that I have been there. In addition to my regular passport I had a seaman’s book that served me as document for ship crew in all harbours of the world.


Haiti had once been a prosperous black kingdom of free former slaves. At the time of our visit at Port-au-Prince it was still an exotic pearl compared with the presently impoverished country.


***
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Roi Henri Christophe de Haiti


Henri Christophe was born as a slave on the British Caribbean island Grenada. He was a participant at a massacre under the sugar Barons and escaped unharmed finding a new home in Haiti at that time a florishing French colony. He started his career as an equerry and later restaurant owner. A friendship with an American lawyer from Boston was very helpful who improved his general knowledge. When the ideas of the French revolution expanded and finally also reached the slave quarters of the island an insurrection spread like an conflagration over Haiti. The ownwers of the sugar and cocoa plantations were killed or expelled and the garrisons were systematically wiped out. Henri joined the black army and became soon a respected leader and organizer.


1802 he was promoted to a Brigade-General. When Napoleon declared the independence of the colony Henry decided with his partner Petion to eliminate the dictatorship of Dessalines at Port au Prince and claimed the Northern part of the Island for himself. With strict measures and established law and order in the chaotic land. The agriculture flourished under his guiding hands and most of the export was going to the Northern states of America that admired him for his ability. 1811 Henri established a hereditary monarchy but never forgot his humble origin. For many decisions King Frederick II. of Prussia in Europe served as his ideal. The “Code Henri” was an adaption of the Prussian law. For public works like streets, schools, public buildings and the fortifications the whole population was brought into action. The gold currency “Gourd” was a symbol for a sound economy. With strict measures his Majesty carries through his plans. The return of the French colonial power, a second enslavement or a rebellion of his subjects tormented him. At the zenith of his achievements and esteem he got very sick and lapsed into depression. At the end he committed suicide with a silver bullet from a pistol near his castle he had named “Sanssouci”.
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***


When the German cartographer Waldseemüller, who gave the new continent after the reports of the Genovese sailor, explorer and merchant Amerigo Vespucci the name AMERICA. He was also busy drawing a map of the Caribbean islands. That one besides Hispaniola was named after San Juan and the port-city Puerto Rico. When the maps were printed the worker in charge exchanged by mistake both names and from that time the island’s name became Puerto Rico and its capital city San Juan. The most Southern wards islands of the Antilles are Trinidad and Tobago. Their ownership changed frequently but remained finally an English colony. The cultivation of the sugar cane plantations required many good workers. Instead of importing slaves from West-Africa the governor decided to hire reliable and experienced workers from Bengal in East-India. Because of the better living conditions and the pleasant climate most of them remained there after their working contract had been fulfilled. As a consequence Hindi was taught besides English and Spanish at the schools. Like in Rio de Janeiro they celebrate carnival in a colourful and turbulent manner.


St. Martin/San Marten had often changed ownership until one day two ships with religious refugees landed at the same time on the island. In spite of starting to fight against each other with weapons the leaders found a clever solution. The two groups choose from their midst two runners. The lot decided that the French one was sent to the North and the Dutch one to the South to run along the coastline. From where both met on the other side of the island a straight line was drawn to the starting point. The French got the northern part and the Dutch the Southern one and everybody was happy. Together they celebrate the French national day on the 14th of July and the Dutch the birthday of King William-Alexander on April 27th.


The Super-Powers, the UNO and the many conflict parties on that tormented globe should take an example at this human way of solving political problems.


The existence of countless Spanish treasure galleons carrying gold and silver to Spain, made the Caribbeans a paradise for pirates, corsairs and filibusters. There was a time when the pirates choose the island of St. Croix to create their own state. One of the most prominent and notorious pirates was captain Morgan who plundered Spanish treasure galleons by order of the english Queen Elizabeth I. the *Virgin Beth*, who participated fairly at the booty. As reward for his faithful services for the crown he was appointed governor of the island Jamaica.


Half of the Virgin Island group was formerly a Danish colony. The capital of the central island still bears the Danish name “Charlotte Amalie”. Now it is US-American territory. 1917 the US congress acquired this islands for strategic reasons for the ridiculous price of 25 Million US $ from Denmark. The Eastern part remained however in the British Empire.


The largest island Cuba remained most of the time in Spanish hands, until it came in its younger colonial time into US-American influence. A pseudo Republic was established that developed into an US-dependent military dictatorship. After many political disasters the mass of the people rose 1959 under the leadership of Fidel Castro, a former lawyer. After a lasting civil war a socialist system was established that still exists today 2024. As the only island in the Caribbeans Cuba has an extended railway system that serves mainly to transport sugar cane, tobacco and other agricultural products. Because of the continuous embargo and import stop the cars in Cuba are still well maintained museum pieces from the early 50th and preponderant American brands.


A very strange Antilles island is Saba. It consists of a huge volcano that rises straight from the sea. The other volcano island is Montserrat. The Southern part with its capital city Plymouth was covered by ashes during a tremendous eruption in 1990. It is considered as the Caribbean Pompei. Not only in Jamaica but also here you can enjoy the warm hearted calypso music and the sound of the ingenious steel pans.


Especially I liked both French overseas departments Martinique and the butterfly shaped Guadeloupe with French ambience, flair and culture.


From here came originally the Empress Josephine Beauharnaise, the first wife of Napoleon Bonaparte. Like in the Dutch colony of Aruba near the coast of Colombia the € is the local currency. It might be interesting to find out how often all those islands have changed their languages and their ownership.


Apart from the exotic nature and endless fine beaches the Caribbeans have something for level-headed investors. South of Western Cuba are the small Cayman islands. They are still a British colony like Nassau Bahamas, but are a *Tax Heaven*. Revenue tax on income, savings, profits, inheritances, wages and sales do not exist. The authorities are happy with taxes on imports, licenses and tourist hotels. The island is a place for countless international anonymous post office box companies and banks, to hide money from the greedy governments at home.


Rather bothersome are the frequent hurricanes from July on which hit often the Southern regions of the United States and the archipelagos Nassau Bahamas and the Bermudas.


On our trip from New York back to Germany there was again some prominence on board that preferred the several days lasting exciting and comfortable voyage with the glamorous “Hanseatic” from the flight with the Lufthansa “Super Constellation”. Back home I changed my shipping company and applied for a job as steward on the “MS Schwabenstein” of The North German Lloyd, Bremen. This semi First class & mixed cargo ship served some regular ports on its final destination Yokohama/Japan. Other ports were served on special demand. The 80 First Class guests were boarding the ship in Southampton and Antwerp. Most were owners of land holdings in Malaysia and Batavia for rubber and cocos plantations. The “MS Schwabenstein” always served the ports of Penang/Malaysia, Hong Kong and Yokohama. All others like Pusan/South Korea, Shanghai, Kaosiung/ Taiwan, Manila/Philippines, Singapore, Colombo/Ceylon were only served on special order. Shanghai was still hermetically closed for foreigners except seamen.


At one occasion we were on the road of Bugo/Mindanao/ Philippines to pick up the whole production of a local pineapple factory. Since there did not exist a harbor the packed canned pineapples were sent by rafts and flatboats to the ship and hoisted on board with our own derricks.


Just for fun we asked our cook for some pork meat and happened to get with the help of a hook some smaller sharks and let them rot at the hot side of the vessel to get some skeletons to sell to passengers or tradesmen.


When we passed home bound the Suez Canal the ships were invaded by merchants during their waiting time in the Bitter Sea. The traders accepted all kinds of currency, even coins for their touristic goods and exchanged the coins on other ships into banknotes … very clever dealers.


Once I experienced a heavy storm in the Gulf of Vizcaya and was nearly swallowed by the ocean while trying to reach the chinese laundry at the stern of the ship. On one occasion we landed in Kaohsiung/Southern Taiwan where we got some cargo to load. All work at the port came to a stand still for 3 days because the nation celebrated the “Double Ten Day”(10th of Oct. 1911) when the Manchu Dynasty was abolished and the modern Chinese Republic was inaugurated by Dr. Sun, Yat Sen from Canton. Even the President Marshall Chiang Kai-Chek was present and made a speech at the city hall, promising the refugees from mainland China, who were still living in shacks, to provide them with decent living quarters.


In spite of the masses of people I loved Hongkong. There was always such incomparable vitality of the people who wanted to achieve something in life under the protection of the British crown and government. After we had docked a tailor came on board to collect orders from the crew that were executed overnight or in 2 days. From that time nearly 60 years ago I have owned silk shirts with my Chinese name/logo on the breast pocket and a lovely stitched silken dressing-gown.


After some Far Eastern turns I decided to return to the international Hotel business. But before starting to work again I took some holidays in Berlin where I stayed with my mother, who was taking care of the household of her sister who accompanied her husband on a lecture trip through some Universities of the USA. He was the dean of the Free University. Everyday I took the dachshund “Rody” to leisurely explore the fascinating city. I always started my excursions at the distinguished Café Kranzler and the begin of the Kurfürstendamm, the prominent leisure promenade of Western Berlin. One day, while taking a walk with dachshund “Rody“ along the wall I was approached by an unsuspected person that asked me for an address of an American intelligence service. After some phone calls I got the correct address and accompanied him after having treated him with a beer and potato salad. He seemed to trust me and revealed to me, that he was the driver of the feared and dreadful Minister of Justice Hilde Benjamin just escaped through a secret tunnel to the West. At his connection with her had collected some informations that might interest the Americans. At the reception we were separated and never met him again. A well educated officer asked me how I had met that person and interrogated me about my professional and familiar background and checked everything through the authorities. I was proved to be clean. When I told him about my relatives who had been hanged in 1944 as members of the German resistance he became very interested. He knew the names of my relative, the Counts of Schulenburg. One had been the last German ambassador in Moscow. He asked me if I had any interest in working for the American CIA. They were always looking for experienced young people for this pretentious job. I explained to him that I detested spending my future life mostly in hiding. That was my only encounter with the CIA. We wished each other “Good Luck” and said goodbye leaving behind a file of myself in the archives.


Then I decided to improve my French and to study at the Alliance Francaise in Paris. In my spare time I worked as a receptionist at the Grand Hotel Opera, to which belonged the famous“Café de la Paix”.


In streaming rain and bad sight I arrived in the city and stuck tight in “Les Halle’s” the former night market and “stomach” of Paris. After having safely parked my “Healy” between cases with cauliflower and other vegetables I took my umbrella and went in search of a cheap accommodation. The owner of a bistro informed me that he had a room but just for about four weeks. In this time I would have enough time to look for something convenient. I accepted the offer.


The room was a surprise for me: wallpaper, curtains and bedcover … everything was in pink colour and mirrors were everywhere even at the ceiling. The best was the spacious bathroom and an iron wrought balcony from where I could observe the milling crowds especially at the lively night market. A very funny situation. My room belonged to an hourly hotel where the nightly butterflies were residing. The owner of my room was away for some weeks in the countryside to expect and arrange the care of her baby. In the following weeks I happened to meet all the other Ladies when coming home from the Grand Hotel Opera taking my “Coup de Rouge or my Calva” in the bistro. All were very nice helping me to improve my colloquial French and exchanging views.


“Les Halle’s” were at that time the eccentric playground for night revelers.


There existed two Restaurants where workers in blue garb mixed with Opera guests in smoking, traders and members of the haute volée. They had funny names:*Le chien qui fume* (the smoking dog) and *Le pied de couchon* (the leg of the pork).


Even when I had found a simple but expensive room on the “Ile Saint Louis” I passed my bistro in “Les Halle’s” when coming from or going to my working place when it was not raining. I was always greeted by some of my former “guardian angels” who were not busy with a happy hello.


My distinguished “Stresemann” receptionist outfit was specially noticed by the customers of the Ladies who were curious to know who I was and found it extremely funny when they heard that I formerly used to reside there. The nice occupant of my pink room had given birth to a healthy boy and ceded it to an appreciative childless couple in the countryside.


After some time I gave up my expensive room on the Île Saint Louis and moved to the Seine gauche at the Quartier Latin where also many students of the Sorbonne and the École Polytechnic were living. The “Jardin des Plantes” (Botanical Garden) and the “Pantheon”, where all famous French people are honoured, are nearby my new lodgement.


My Institute, the “Alliance Francaise”, was not far away. My simple “Hotel Normandy” was paid monthly in advance. The single window was a little bit oblique but closed firmly. I fitted my room to my requirements: The upper side of the wall was crossed by a water pipeline. There I installed two hooks and hung there an always blown up air mattress “for any case”. There was no table! I improvised and got a fitting board to cover the wash-basin. So I could place my utensils there to prepare myself some hot water for tea and write on my knees. My suitcase was placed on top of the wardrobe. Outside was a combined Turkish WC with a shower. The oriental WC had to be used in a hovering position. To use the shower one simply folded down a wooden grill and pulled the chain to operate the shower. French luxury.


Nearby my habitation were plenty of cheap student bistros/ restaurants. With my student card I could use the mensa of the Sorbonne. In the Grand Hotel was a staff canteen. So provision was no problem. In any case I had a delicious round hard-cheese from “Les Halle’s” in a cotton bag placed on the window sill. A bakery was just around the corner where I could get a fresh crispy baguette. Those, who knew Paris well were acquainted with the run down area at the Rive Gauche, where the Tunisians, Algerians, Marocains and other Arabs used to live. There I dined frequently and enjoyed fritters of lamb meat with hummus, tahina and couscous. Next there were the many Vietnamese eating joints which offered some delicious surprises.


Nearby was also a coin washing and drying place where one often had a chat with others waiting for their laundry to be ready. At the Place de Contrescarpe/Rue Moufftard was my favourite Coffee house where I could smoke my pipe, read the “Le Monde” or “Le Figaro” newspaper, watch the passers-by and chat with the patron or other customers, mostly students. In a small lane in a souterrain Marika Kowatc, a Hungarian brocanteuse (flea market trader) had her exotic store. For over 30 years she lived in Paris and was completely happy with her job and income. Clochards supplied her with articles they had rescued from the rubbish containers during the night. Marika had originally studied art at the Sorbonne and ended up somehow in this milieu.


She lived in the Arab quarter. Just for fun I helped her equipped with a chisel, hammer, napkin and goggles to restore her living quarters. Some years later this quartier was discovered by housing speculators and ended as a fashionable place in the hands of the “upper ten”. My metro station was “Gobelin”. Directly beside it were the barracks of the “Garde Republicainé”. Thanks to my student card I could use the Metro and Busse’s on easy terms. That is the reason that I rarely used my old Austin Healey sports car. Another privilege as a student was that I became a member of the Cinematheque, a famous institution that collects worldwide rare and sometimes forgotten preciousnesses and pearls of the international film industry that are not shown in regular cinemas. So I became an “aficionado” of classic movies.


I persuaded my mother to visit me for a couple of weeks. At my night shifts she warmed my bed, and left me when I came home to sleep equipped with Francs, a 10er Metro ticket, city- & metro maps and directions for museums and sights. She managed to never get lost.


When it was convenient with my school and working schedule we met at the lobby of the Grand Hotel Opera or at a well known Coffee-House or at home. Sometimes I left her my bed and slept on the air-mattress.


On free weekends I took her to Versailles, Bois de Boulogne, Fontainebleau or took her on a trip on the Seine with a “Bateau Mouche”. I showed her also the roof terraces of the noble department stores like “Les Galleries Lafayette” and “Printemps” from where you got a marvellous view over the city and Montparnasse. As my mother spoke fairly French I booked a funny play with J.C. Brialy and J.P. Cassel in a theater near the Champs Élissées. She enjoyed very much the “Marche de Puces” (flea market). During a shopping spree I discovered a fashionable red hat for her. The search for fitting shoes “Prussian size 42” was in vain. We did not miss to take a walk along the Seine with its book stalls near the Pont Marie. Down, underneath the arcs of the bridges, the clochards assembled holding tight their bottles of red wine.


Compared with those creatures I was living like a prince.


The time had passed like a flight and now I was standing on the platform of the Gare d’Est waving my white handkerchief at the leaving train to bid farewell to my mother. I had been lucky to experience Paris in a friendly atmosphere. Just one year later a student revolt took place that was directed against the conservative Government of President General Charles de Gaulle. The eloquent leader of the revolt was the French-German Cohn Bendit who was later on deported from France and made a political career in Germany.
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When back in Germany a message from my aged granduncle from Mozambique/Portuguese South/East Africa reached me. He proposed to me to introduce me with the management of his citrus plantation. His son had a good job in the Australian government in Canberra and was not interested. I was thrilled and followed his invitation. That was a unique chance to enjoy a peaceful, interesting life far away from the crowded and noisy Western world. I took a plane to Lisbon and then to Luanda/Angola and Beira/Mozambique with the Boeing 707 of the TAP. The crew distributed certificates to those passengers like me, who had crossed the Equator by plane for the first time. I took my chance and talked to the crew and passengers.


I was expected by my Grand Uncle with his Landrover, and after he had made a tour around the busy port town he took the way home. On the long trip to the plantation we met many trucks coming from Rhodesia. My GU told me that this street was passing the farm. Many of those truck drivers were customers buying fruit and vegetables at his stand at the side of the street. On the railway track beside the street a long cargo train pulled by two locomotives were hauling copper ore from Katanga/Congo to Beira’s port.


On half way home we left the road to pick up Emanuel the houseboy who had been treated with his right broken leg by the missionaries. Finally we arrived at Maforga, where aunt Rosemarie was expecting us with the “Sundowners”. After I had given a report about the family happenings at home, Schulz the cook sounded the gong for dinner. Because of my arrival he had taken care to prepare something special. To celebrate the day a first class cape wine from South Africa was offered. The houseboy who served the menu was dressed all in white but was barefooted. At 08.00 p.m. came the moment to listen to the news of the world like every day by BBC London. The radio was battery operated because the farm had no public power supply yet. Good light was delivered by so-called effective brass “petromax” petroleum lamps like they still use on night markets all over the world. From time to time they had to be pumped up to deliver the necessary pressure for dusting the petroleum. For shorter use candle lights with matches were in every room of the bungalow. The library was equipped with professional subtropical agricultural and world literature in English and Portuguese. Hunting guns, ammunition and documents were stored in a padlocked steel locker. After dinner we enjoyed sitting in the dark on the front porch enjoying the fabulous star littered firmament with its strange star constellations, the prominent Southern cross and the moon rarely seen so clearly on the Northern polluted hemisphere.


From the jungle behind the plantation we listened to the chattering of the monkeys and the crawling of the toucans. Far out in the savanna in the front of the farm we listened to the occasional roaring of the lions and the sound of the nearby passing trains carrying copper ore to the port of Beira at the Indian Ocean. At this railway line U.G. had its own short side track with a loading ramp for its agricultural products. U.G. gave me an example how he had adapted to the local unreliable mentality: When he needed two waggons from the railway authorities at about 03.30 p.m. in the afternoon he ordered them already at 09.30 a.m. in the morning, Usually the waggons were delivered with the usual delay some time in the afternoon, That saved UG many headaches and chagrin. On Monday morning many of his farm-hands arrived late or not at all at the intended working time. The reason was that they had consumed too much of their home made alcohol “Pombe” made of fermented bananas and some tropical fruit. The signal for the beginning of work was given by beating the triangle of iron pipes hanging from the branch of the avocado tree beside the bungalow. All bigger duties were shifted to Tuesday to avoid vexation. U.G. was a good actor and pretended to be very angry. Behind his back the farm-hands were giggling and shouting in the local Matebe language “Baas kuleketa maningi!” … “ The patron is very angry!”.


Not just of the climate, the clocks are moving more slowly in Mozambique. Later when I was fully integrated into the working issues of the farm I happened to perplex U. G. When harvest of oranges and grapefruit was due, our tractor drove the loaded trailer with the plastic cases to the loading ramp in front of the railway waggons and took the empty trailers back to the plantation. The few workers in charge of loading the boxes with fruit into the waggons formed a chain. I was at the front in the wagon piling up the boxes and gave the command to speed up the procedure. The workers considered it a great fun to see the “Peceino baas” = “little chief ” working so hard. The unloading of the boxes in the gremio/agricultural society in Gondola happened in the same speedy manner. As the owners of the farms/plantations were mostly elderly persons they could of course not actively integrate into the course of work, but were busy supervising that the work was done properly according to the rules. The most important was the proper care of the backbone of the plantation, the orange- and grapefruit trees. Without chemical means it did unfortunately not work. They were already applied before the blooming period of the trees. That was done manually sparingly with spraying canisters belted to the back of the sprayer whose face was protected by a mask. The experienced sprayer did not use too little or too much of the poisonous liquid from Monsanto or Bayer. At last it was done shortly before the fruit ripened to avoid vermin drilling holes into the fruit and mould fungus spread. The ground around the trees had to be kept free of weeds and had to be fertilized from time to time. Much work but it paid off. The old type of oranges originally from Spain “Valencia Late” stood the test. Besides grapefruit and oranges that were the crop for export there was some other income destined for the domestic market like beans, peanuts, sweet potatoes, corn cob, avocados, mangoes, maracujas, bananas, melons and limes. A gardener took care of the kitchen garden under the supervision of aunt Rosemary. The surplus products were sold at the nearby roadside stall to the passing truck drivers from South Rhodesia. My aunt had planted some tea-bushes and spices and got a lot of suggestions from neighbouring farm-ladies concerning keeping roses and other flowers.


UG had taken care of irrigating water for the dry season by creating big round concrete containers. Adjoining the bungalow existed an iron stand with a zinc water container on its top for kitchen and household use. Its water was replenished by means of a vintage English Lister diesel engine that pumped water up from a deep well. A round African style of guest house adorned with Bougainvillea was situated at the left hand side of the front of the bungalow. Inside the main building were two ground level bathtubs and three flush WC’s. In the spacious living room was an old piano where my aunt enjoyed playing from time to time. All sleeping rooms were equipped with mosquito nets. The windows and outside doors were fit with mesh wire frames to let the air in and keep mosquitoes and night roaming insects out. I was very interested in all those exotic bugs and spiders and asked for a big glass jar with a cover to trap some of those species. With the help of a “petromax” that I positioned behind the meshwire-frame I caught some of those fascinating mini monsters and inspected them by means of UG’s big magnifying glass. Both were also interested in my mini zoological collection. Magnified some of the spiders looked like animals from prehistoric times. The following weekend in the afternoon I went, accompanied by our faithful dog and equipped with my micro zoo, through the bush to the homestead of the farm-hands. I was reverentially greeted by the eldest and chief of the community. I told him in broken Portuguese that I had something extraordinary to show him. I explained to him the simple use of UG’s magnifying glass. I guessed right, nobody in the village had ever used one. It took some time until everybody, including women and children, had taken a glance. To make it more interesting I explained to them that in times long ago, before human beings appeared, those spiders and bugs were of giant size like elephants, rhinos and hippos. I told them also about animals from other parts of the world like kangaroos, camels, wales and bears and showed them pictures in a book from our library. Then I started to collect vocabularies of their local tribe language “Matebe”. On my next visit to the village I gave the eldest some coins of German currency as a souvenir. On another occasion I surprised him with the multi-functional use of my Swiss officer’s knife that even had a tiny saw for wood and a magnifying glass. One day I was bitten in my right leg by a relatively harmless snake. Instead of consulting the far away mission I went to my friend, the experienced village chief and he treated me perfectly with extracts from officinal herbs and leaf dressings. On one of my inspection tours I came to notice an alley of trees which had visibly been planted intentionally a long time ago. My aunt told me that they were “Kapok-trees”, which produced a silk like fibre that was once fashionable in the high society for filling cushions and light bed covers because the fibre was stronger, lighter and softer than silk. It is still used in Thailand to fill silk pillows. Since the invention of foam-rubber by the western chemical industry this unique natural product has sunk into oblivion. One day I asked UG if there existed a place where one could take a bath without attracting a tropical disease like “Schistosomiasis”?


He told me that when he was younger, he walked through the jungle behind the farm to a small river where he used to swim. But when he became old, the wilderness had taken over and the path had been overgrown. With his permission I got two skilful farmhands and started to clear the former path by means of machetes. After only two days the job was done and we could enjoy a bath in the rock encircled pool. The only surprise during our work was a lazy poisonous black mamba snake that crossed our way and disappeared in the thicket. On hot days I often enjoyed swimming there, sometimes accompanied by aunt Rosemary who was younger than UG and still very sporty.


Our farmhands got wages of course, but in addition they received by law an extra allowance of elementary subsidiaries and working outfit. Other support was given voluntarily by the patron like medical and birth aid.


On one occasion I became an obstetrician when a black farmhand who was in labor got her baby prematurely on the Land-rover’s loading area while we were driving to the mission. That is not a great affair when everything works smoothly and when it concerns healthy African women.


In most cases they got a midwife and medicine man in their village to take care of the matter. They used to be well acquainted with the application of effective natural medicine.


I always enjoyed it when UG drove to Salisbury, the capital city of South Rhodesia, where we always stayed in the imposing “Meikles”, the typical luxurious colonial Hotel for the upper class. It still exists! UG did some shopping and then we went to the country club where we met all renown people including the sympathetic Ian Smith, a Scotsman, who was the Prime Minister and leader of the white minority government. In spite of the fact that the UNO had announced an embargo over South Rhodesia the economy boomed. Articles that had formerly been imported were produced in the country. In the club area’s parking lot you did not see the latest models. The cars were maintained in excellent technical shape. For me as aficionado of especially vintage English cars it was a wonderful experience to see this cars that since long time disappeared elsewhere. The main former export crop tobacco went after the embargo via the South African Union to China. There was no unemployment and all shops were fully stored with goods from South Africa and friendly nations. At this time South Rhodesia was the healthiest national economy in Africa. In spite of the terrorists who acted from abroad the Rhodesian National Forces managed to maintain law and order. The country was self-sufficient and did not need to import provisions. It was a tourist paradise for adventurers who crossed Africa by truck. Everywhere, not only at the Victoria Falls foreigners had the feeling to be heartily welcome. Black citizens offered well maintained, comfortable and cheap “Bed & Breakfast” accommodations. The South Rhodesian currency was stable: 3 SIM$ = 1 US$ = a can of coffée in the five 5-star “Meikles Hotel”. Some conversation with well informed personalities in the Country Club cooled however my former enthusiasm. Further reports from the Northern Regions of Mozambique about murders of farmers and businessmen and the destruction of farms and the infrastructure by terrorists supported by the Soviet Union were hushed up by the Portuguese authorities and media to avoid a panic. They enforced my decision to reconsider my plans to stay in Mozambique. Finally I discussed the matter with UG and my aunt, who were of course very disappointed, but understood my motives. Finally I booked a return flight with TAP back to Europe. I had just one last wish, to use the passenger train to Beira that originated from Salisbury. I said goodbye to all the farmhands and the folks in the settlement. My friend the village elder, presented me with a tooth of a beast of prey as mascot and the hunter of UG gave me the skin of a snake as an adornment of my safari hat. I promised them all to send some interesting picture postcards from Europe to the eldest via my granduncle.


All were visibly sad to see the *Pecorino Baas* (Little Patron) leaving. What would the future keep in store for all those pleasant people?


In nearby Gondola I boarded the steam-train and stored my luggage in a First Class compartment carriage. Then I waved Goodbye/Adios to my relatives and all the other well wishers. At this train the tender was placed in front of the steam engine. On top of the tender two soldiers were positioned behind a machine gun protected by sand sacks. I went to the second class carriage where a battalion of soldiers with their officers were seated. The captain informed me that terrorists had the day before assaulted a train in the North near Nampula that had cost the lives of some civilists and railway employees. They had gotten the order from their superiors to protect this vital railway line as precaution.


The conductor told me that part of the line was enclosed in the flatlands by an inundation of the Rio Pungwe, but Beira was dry. Everybody could afford the train. The 3rd Class had just wooden benches and the 4th was for black farmers with their pigs, sheep’s, goats, chicken and turkeys.


The first class was impressive. There existed two foldable leather benches on one side with lockers for bed-linen on night trips. The walls were covered with mahogany. Opposite was a foldable mahogany table. A brass bowl at the corner of the window side provided hot and cold water and a little compartment offered towels, soap and aftershave. Over the table was a locker with Rhodesian Railway Company’s own stationary with an old fashioned ink pot, a writing pen and blotting paper. The window and glass door to the corridor could be closed by means of jalousies. At the end of the corridor was a common shower. If service was required for cocktails, tea, coffee or shoe shine one pulled a chain beside the door and the servant clad all in spotless white appeared to ask for the wishes. That was traveling in style like in the time of Cecil Rhodes the “Empire Builder”.


The flat areas before Beira were under water. The people had for the time being taken refuge on the side of the railway embankment and erected some reed huts.


Beira was dry and I spent some time in a coffee house and became absorbed in reading one South African newspaper after listening to BBC London all the month. The whole political situation puzzled me: The Soviet Union had tried to infiltrate and undermine the strategically and economically immense important white dominated South African Union and had failed. Next they had looked for an easier target and concentrated their subversive activity on the peaceful Portuguese colonies of Mozambique and Angola and incited the population to revolt against the Portuguese authorities with terrorist acts. Later in future the “clove” revolution in Portugal made the way free to release the Portuguese colonies into the independence and they became an easy victim for the Russians. Long lasting civil wars in Mozambique and Angola devastated the once prospering countries and left a chaos. Even Fidel Castro sent troops from Cuba to support the communist fractions in both counties. It was a shame that the UN did not send “Blue Helmets’’ to end the conflict. The Soviet supported leaders won and since that time both countries became “Socialist States”. Then it was time to take a taxi to the airport. I was really set at rest when I finally took my seat in the Boeing 707 of the TAP to Lisboa via Luanda. During the flight I had a lot of time to exchange views with the cabin staff and acquaint myself with their professional life. In spite of the “glamour” that surrounded their job I had the impression that one was in need of a thick skin and a solid character to accept all disadvantages of that profession. When we crossed the Equator for the second time I felt already like an old hand on the international parquet. I felt very sorry especially for the older people, who spent their lives in the colonies and were now losing their seemingly secure existence were not really welcomed in the tiny homeland Portugal and considered as a burden for the local society. There were problems in progress.


Already at Lisbon airport I was shocked about the masses of ill-humored people and the sunless gray sky after coming from my peaceful subtropical paradise. In Frankfurt and Munich I had to get used to the first night frosts.


At the apartment of my mother I sat down at my travel-writing machine to prepare three job applications. One was going to the Savoy Hotel in London, the second to an international import & export company in Bremen and the third one to Lufthansa German Airlines in Frankfurt. It was destiny that Lufthansa was the first one that answered and asked me for documents and professional certificates concerning my past. I had already provided them with a “Curriculum Vitae/Live record” together with my application. After a few days I received an invitation for an interview.


First of all I was asked why I had the desire to become a steward. To know the world, to widen the horizon and meet interesting people and colleagues was accepted. To get a comfortable job with a good income was ridiculous because it was a hard job with low wages for the first few years. The job was sometimes drudgery in narrow cabins, at impossible times and fast changing climate zones, agitated flights and medical and other problems with passengers. The young female applicants were warned from light minded sexual relations and taught pregnancy protection. The much fewer male aspirants were warned of frivolity. Homosexuals were not discriminated to hide their inborn inclination. Their demeanour should however just not offend the passengers. The cabin management had discovered that those stewards were much more devoted towards the passengers than the “normal” colleagues. It was well known in airline circles that over 50% of the stewards of VARIG/Brazilian Airways were queer.


During the psychological test LH tried to find out if the applicant was suited for this job and if they were disciplined and ready to subordinate themselves. Those who were unable to do so were rejected. Others who manage to deceive the psychologist were soon exposed on one of their first flights. Very important was the behaviour under duress especially in emergency situations like engine trouble, fire on board, difficult medical cases, terrorists on board and the search and treatment of bombs.


Good appearance and faultless bearing especially when in uniform were a matter of course. Just good polished dark leather shoes were accepted. The young Ladies where taught to apply a decent unobtrusive makeup. Conspicuous jewelry was strictly forbidden. At this period the stewardesses were all without exception good looking.


A further challenge was the intelligence test of quick response and activity. From the head of the commission everyone got a catchword and had to compose with that one a short story within a twenty minute period. If required it was given to the graphologist for a judgment. Later I was asked why I had such delicate handwriting. I explained it as follows: On my many foreign trips I used a lot of picture postcards to send to my relatives and friends. In telegram style I added the latest news and saved an aerogram for communication. Another fun were the exotic stamps.


Next followed the language test in conversation and writing. The knowledge of perfect German was the rule for all foreign applicants. Germans were not allowed to speak a dialect in contact with the passengers except for Bavarian traveling groups who invaded the plane with expressions like; “Jo mei, dos is a gaudi …!” I often imitated the way French, English, Americans and Russians tried to speak German. The British radio moderator Chris Howland who worked for the North German Radio Service was loved for his funny appearances in East London’s worker cockney dialect. It reminded me always on George-Benjamin Shaw’s *Pygmalion* (My fair Lady). Good English was obligatory and French or Spanish were welcome and additional world languages were years later honoured by a monthly bonus. Humanist languages like Hebrew, Latin and Old Geek did of course not count. Later I came to know that Lufthansa had understood the importance of languages for the cabin staff and had established a modern language laboratory where CA’s (Cabin Attendants) could train during their standby duty at the airport or in their free time could train our languages abilities. Our fitness was checked by the manager of the laboratory Mr. Selten, who was in his private life a renowned saxophonist of the “Barrel House Jazzband”. When exotical languages had to be checked like Arab, Japanese and Mandarin experts from Frankfurt University were asked to do the job.


The tested person should be able to converse about the subjects of general interest and daily life and make announcements with public address on board if required. I had already had contact with Americans, British, French and Russians in my childhood. My mother had been taught French by her governess when she was a young girl. In school I learned English and when I joined the economic high school, commercial Spanish was added. At the German Air Force I was encouraged to book an evening course in Russian. In the following Hotel Academy English, French, Spanish and Italian were taught. I perfected my English by reading a lot of English and American world literature.


At the Alliance Francaise in Paris I polished my French. Italian I had also learned from nice Italian truck drivers who gave me a lift as a hitch-hiker exploring Italy up to Naples. They also taught me to sing famous opera melodies from Enrico Caruso and Benjamino Gigli. On my way back to the North I made the acquaintance of Ernesto Oppicelli and his family clan, who invited me to stay some days in their home in Genova- Certosa. In his later life Ernesto became a respected Opera singer.


Back to Lufthansa: The head of the commission Mrs. Tautz was flabbergasted about my treasure of languages. I explained to her that my example had been my great-grandmother Ida-Nadieshda Baroness von Reibnitz, who had spoken seven languages fluently. Her reason to learn Italian had been the wish to read “La Divina Commedia” by Dante and “Decamerone” by Bocaccio in its original language. The job as steward would give me the opportunity to practice my languages continuously. I surmounted the language and other hurdles easily probably because of my life experience. I had learned discipline and could also present a document that stated that I was a trained air force medical orderly. In addition I had already been to four continents.


When my grandfather had successfully finished the Prussian knights academy his father gave him the opportunity of an extended tour through Europe to “sow one’s wild oats” before the seriousness of life began. His mothers roots were in Sweden and Russia and she spoke still with a heavy Russian accent from her frequent stay with her Krohn family in St. Petersburg. My mother enjoyed to imitate *Momo’s* Russian accent.


She had a great affection for my mother whom she called *Bibi* and took her whenever it was convenient on extended trips through Western Europe. It was in 1923 when a dreadful inflation hit Germany and destroyed many livelihoods. The President of the Reichsbank Hjilmar Schacht put finally a stop to this insanity in creating a new solid currency based on real estate and public property. That clever initiative healed the economy and reduced the unemployment rate. The following years with an economic boom and joy of life were remembered as “The Roaring Golden Twenties” until the crash at the New York stock exchange 1928 started the catastrophe of the world economic crisis.


*Momo* had in wise precaution invested her capital already a long time ago cleverly in Sweden and Switzerland and was not afflicted by the crisis and could afford her usual standard of living when she became a widow. So my mother came to know the relatives and friends all over Western Europe. There were especially the relations from the Krohn family, who after they had been expropriated at the Russian Revolution 1917 by the communists in St. Petersburg, had dispersed over Europe to create new existences. Some of the clan were even found in Brazil, Morocco and in the Cape colony of South Africa. At the Danish court she was introduced to the Royal family and had a special affection for Prince Harald. She also met some noble friends of my grandmother who had as young Comtesse von der Schulenburg been Lady-in-waiting at the imperial court in Berlin. Those contacts extended the horizon of my mother enormously and friendships from this time lasted to her death like those from her boarding school.


Sorry about my sidestepping. I seem to have inherited this weakness from my beloved grandmother. My appearance was also accepted. I was plain shaved until the rules were loosened later on. Only my hands rough from the farm work needed some treatment. At the final interview Mrs. Tautz reverted to my hitherto professional career and told me that I was the only one; who had such good preparatory training. My age would be advantageous in my later position as superior and in the cooperation with the cockpit crew and ground staff. I received the official invitation for the training of the cabin staff just some days later. The acceptance of all of us was celebrated with champagne. There were 16 Ladies and 4 Gentlemen.


A special office existed in charge of accommodation for us with good bus or city train connections to the Airport and Lufthansa Basis. Together with another participant Rolf N. we got a room rented out by a widow in Kelsterbach at the Main river close to our training facilities. The young aspirants were much favoured by the Landlords as they had good manners, were busy with learning and caused no problems. Our time was filled out with the digestion of the versatile matters of instruction.


My room-mate came with his own car, a VW Ghia Karmann, that allowed us to explore the surrounding area on weekends. The cold winter time did not entice us to stay much outside. It was January with a lot of snow and minus Celsius temperatures. There was however one highlight, it was the visit of the OPEL Car Factory in nearby Rüsselsheim. Opel is a reputed name of a German noble family who was forced to sell the factory to General Motors Company in Detroit right after the Wall Street Crash 1928. They started successfully with building practical hand & feet operated sewing machines, then bicycles and motorbikes until they discovered the automobile market. Especially Opel lorries were a common sight on German streets. Both Opel and Ford were busy before and during World War II to produce military trucks and staff cars for the German forces. After the landing of the allied forces 1944 on D-Day at Normandy both sides were surprised that the spare parts of the captured American and German trucks were interchangeable. Even the practical “Jerry petrol cans” were taken over. Just the English military equipment was still produced in inches and feet and petrol was measured in Imperial gallons which caused a lot of problems especially at the dessert war in North Africa.


After this short side step I return to my LH course. Breakfast was our own business and not provided by the landlady. Milk, Yoghurt, Müsli, Banana and Tea/Nescafe were sufficient. Lunch was provided by LH from Monday to Friday and dinner or weekend provision was our own business. The chinaware, cutlery and glasses in the canteen were the same as in the First Senator Class on board. After a couple of years the design of the table ware was changed and the former one offered to the staff or to frequent travellers. It always found an easy market. LH had at this time still cult status. The course participants were taught the fundamentals of gastronomy fitting the special conditions on board like the international clientèle, narrowness and weather conditions. There happened to be cases of stewardesses who left LH after just some flights because they could not endure the claustrophobic condition on board. They were also told to avoid unnecessary injuries of passengers who let their limbs hang over the armrest and block the aisle especially while sleeping. When offering tea and coffee as after service one should always use a small tray with cups of sugar and cream portions and lemon slices. If the beverage spills over it remains on the high boarded tray. When during the service a sudden turbulence arises the CA immediately activates the brake and seats on an armrest and even on the lap of a pax asking the surrounding aisle side sitting passengers to hold the service trolleys tight. I never experienced that a passenger complained about such a handling of the situation. Additional tea and coffee should be offered from the trolley where the used meal trays are stowed away after the service. At breakfast coffee and tea should be offered several times. When on long range flights of over 12 hours a second meal and even an additional snack was on the program passengers had to be informed that meals could not be cooled with dry ice for such a long time. Ice cubes for cocktails were also melted after some hours. Depending on the route, special wishes of customers were taken into consideration like Oosake/rice wine for Japanese customers, chopsticks and the popular noodle soup and green tea were offered on all Far Eastern routes.


The cooled and sometimes deep frozen in aluminum foil wrapped portioned meals should never be heated too short or too long to have the right consistency when served. Routined CA’s work of course much faster than a “newcomer”. They should slow down a bit and adapt to the speed of the colleague. It is fair and makes a better impression. Special attention was given to the peculiarities of customs of other nationalities.


When Indians nodded their heads it meant “NO”, but sidewards it meant “YES”! Perhaps that was an ancient habit left by Alexander the Great who managed to reach the Indus because it is a habit of the Greek people until today. It can happen that a stewardess asking an Indian Lady for her wishes is interrupted by her husband’s words: “Sorry, but my wife does not talk to servants!” The Japanese habit of knocking at the WC door before entering is answered from inside in the same manner in the case the WC is occupied. Presents are given in Japan with both hands. That also should be observed when duty free articles are handed over while sales on board and it should always be accompanied with the words: “Dooso arigato gozaimasu!” (Thank you very much!). The often rude manners of Russians who claim everything especially wodka without saying “Please or Thank you!” should not be considered as an offense but as an interesting experience. Anyone who has experienced the overwhelmingly Russian hospitality will forget these negative experiences fast. It is very expensive for a Russian to fly with Lufthansa compared with Aeroflot, that should not be forgotten. The often offending manner of Jewish passengers on the always fully booked flights to and from Tel Aviv should not be taken personally. The Jews have never forgotten the shoah and holocaust. With charm, friendliness and humour we should overcome this hurdle. Reciting the famous Israel satirist Kishon will also help. On longer flights Muslims especially pilgrims should always be given the opportunity to practice their prayers at the exit areas where they could spread their carpets. It was my job to inform them in which direction Mecca was situated. The high consumption of Scandinavians or European contract workers from companies like Aramco or Hoch & Tief returning from Saudi Arabia always managed to drink us dry when in groups. The highly paid contract workers had been under stress for several months without being permitted a drop of comforting alcohol. In Scandinavia alcohol is extremely high taxed. In the early 70th we had to charge for the drinks but it was too complicated and time consuming to handle that without international credit cards and so this system was abolished. Just the LH charter company Condor kept it because the pax paid in German Marks. Duty free sales on board was at this time still a very important source of income because duty free shops came only slowly in existence. Flying was still something for wealthy and privileged people. Those CA’s who were responsible for sales on board received lead-seals, pliers and a sturdy purse. A small folder contained lists with all regular stable currencies with their actual exchange rates. The CA in charge checked the seals of his sales trolley, broke the customs seal, checked the contents according to the attached list and closed the trolley again with his own tiny padlock and stowed the trolley in the galley.


The CA’s had to know where spare articles like toilet articles, blankets, pillows, board magazines etc. where stowed. Greatest care was taken on First Aid knowledge and the ability to react fast and professionally In emergency situations like fire on board, decompression, turbulence, emergency landings and evacuations of passengers. For every aircraft type existed a dummy where regular training was done. The three types of fire extinguishers foam/gas/water were practised at a reserved safe place outside.


Before each daily flight rotation the CA’s were handed out checklists for their section on the aircraft and returned signed to the chef de cabin. So it was guaranteed that the plane was not leaving with missing equipment. The cockpit crew had its own checklist. The big stationary aluminum Doctors kit had to be checked for unbroken seals. A smaller medicine box was loaded fresh at the beginning of every daily rotation. The use of every medicine was explained. The most frequently used was Asperin. For passengers with nausea problems we had oxygen bottles with face masks available. In serious cases we were obliged to inform the LH station of our next destination or our medical station to get further professional instruction and inform them to keep replacement ready for the used oxygen bottle.The chef de cabin/Purser was obliged to make an announcement to ask if a doctor or an experienced nurse was on board who could be of assistance. For regular transports of patients a seat row at the left rear exit was blocked and a bunk with curtains was installed. A doctor or experienced nurse accompanied the patient and took care of his medical needs. In most cases they were patients who had suffered a heart attack or an accident abroad. The travel insurance covered all the involved costs. The loading of provisions and other galley equipment had to be checked punctilious together with the caterer. The chef de cabin/chief steward checked the cabin technical log-book and ordered the mechanic to take care of matters if necessary. According of the passenger list he informed the cabin staff about special cases to be taken care of like UM = unaccompanied minors, MUKI’s = mothers with babies/ minor childs, WCHR = wheelchair cases, Blind & Deaf pax and those who were paralysed and had to be carried on board and those who had difficulties in walking and needed support. There were HON’s = rare privileged passengers who got this title from the LH management, VIP’s = international members of the upper nobility, cardinals & bishops, movie and entertainment stars, Nobel prize winners, leading industrialists and politicians, police officers who accompanied criminals and deported persons to their homelands, a rather costly expenditure for the tax payers and last not least employees of LH and other airlines who travelled with industrial discount on standby basis. The CA’s had to instruct passengers sitting adjoining disabled pax how to assist them in case of problems. A sad theme is still the international terrorism that started with hijackings from and to Cuba. The PLO, IRA often supported by Muhammad Ghadafi and other terrorist groups had put the world upside down. Just Jassir Arafat of all received the Nobel prize of peace to keep him quiet. Rather necessary were the security controls all over the world. That caused many pax to miss their connection flight. Like the engine drivers of the railway security staff discovered very fast in what a powerful position they were and started to strike for higher wages, paralyzing all airports causing enormous financial damage like the air traffic controllers before. The training of cabin crews by LH had such an excellent reputation that many international airlines decided to send their CA candidates to LH for instruction and training. Next on the agenda was the psychological handling of terrorists. Single actions should be avoided even when the chances for success were favourable because nobody could be sure how many “sleepers” (terrorists in disguise) were members of the passengers. Terrorists should in spite of the dangerous situation be treated respectfully and should be obeyed.


Bomb warnings were taken seriously. The intensive search was done by the whole cabin crew by means of flexible mirrors to check even the areas underneath the passenger seats. When the search of the bomb including the passengers hand luggage was successful the bomb was carefully placed at the rear exit and covered with hand luggage and layers of blankets. That promised to cause the minimum possible damage that did not impair the plane’s flying capabilities.


After this unpleasant instruction was time for the physical side of flying.


Even technically ignorant CA’s should be in the position to understand and explain the basic facts of flying to curious pax. A relative ot mine was manager of the spare parts department at the wharf at the base. I was well informed about the superior quality of the parts. The stainless steel screws were even x-rayed to avoid mistakes. Even the smallest stainless screws surpassed by 5 times the prices of regular ones on the metal market. Everything on board was very expensive because there were no mass products. The calculated time of use should be very long and the items should be checked in regular intervals. After a certain amount of miles aircrafts had to get a general check that could last weeks. At the slightest damage to the turbines the whole engine was changed. That was faster done than to repair it on the spot.


Seat Covers and floor carpets were fire resistant. Then we dealt with the different types of aircraft’s. After this “Tsunami” of knowledge that had to be digested we were acquainted with with the actual flight network of LH and the 3-letter codes of the destinations and the functions of the IATA (International AIR Traffic Association) and the ICAO (International Civil Aviation Organisation) and next the organogram of LH (administration structure) of the management with seat in Cologne where Lufthansa had been new founded 1953. At my time LH was still over 51% in ownership of the German Government. The employees had practically the status of civil servants. The administration was accordingly puffed up until LH became a public stock exchange company.


Now all of us had passed the general test and the medical examination that had to be regular duty all two years. We got injections against Cholera and Yellow fever. Privately I added Tetanus. Malaria prophylactic was taken directly before flights into affected areas.


All participants were accepted and bestowed with a diploma. The occasion was celebrated with “Fürst Metternich champagne”. Our measurements for the uniforms had been taken some time ago by the tailoring department and we were asked to appear for a fitting. The tailors had done an excellent job, only minor changes were required like an adapted waist, trouser length and buttons for the double breasted jackets and the sleeves. Then we got white shirts with shoulder flaps and extra long sleeves that could be worn with cufflinks. For the tropics lighter uniforms and short sleeved shirts were available. The air hostesses got a beautiful silk scarf with the crane the LH logo. The headgear of the stewardesses had a kind of potform. The outfit was completed by a dark blue shoulder bag. The stewards got the same peaked hat like that of the cockpit crew. Each airline tried to have its own sometimes exotic style.


In addition we got a winter overcoat with on-buttoned lining, a wool shawl and leather gloves. Black leather shoes we could acquire at a specialized shop at the airport. Most of us used the sturdy “Samsonite” suitcases. When they were damaged they were replaced by LH. For me it was not necessary to buy new shoes because I had a collection of fine English shoes which I loved to polish regularly. My grandfather taught me that it was possible to estimate the character of a person by looking at his shoes. He told me also to appreciate the use of the old fashioned slip over rubber galoshes in rainy weather. I was asked to get him new ones from Moss & Broth. when in London because they were unavailable on the continent. The stewardesses still got a beauty treatment by Mrs. Katke who also surveyed our appearance at the check in before the start of a flight rotation. Stewards had also to have well treated fingernails and a decent haircut. Beards were until much later not permitted. At the first flight rotation we were accompanied by a check-steward who assisted the “newcomer” to integrate easily into the crew and to supervise his working proficiency. With the routine the newcomers developed the necessary self confidence and later on everything worked like clockwork. Hectic leads to mistakes. It reminds me of a wise remark of the Chinese philosopher Confutze: *There are three ways to act, thinking before you do something is the noblest way! Imitating is the easiest and learning by experience is the bitterest way!*


At the start it is the most difficult situation to remember the storage positions of the different containers and trolleys in search for a certain item. You had to check the galley with the newcomer to avoid mistakes. Once the aircraft was “Off Blocks” it was too late to correct it. Just the missing of coffee/tea pots or pax meals leads to embarrassments. Only after a meticulous check of the loading the delivery papers should be signed. Spilled hot drinks by carelessness of pax or CA’s should not interrupt the service. The chef de cabin or chief steward is called to take care of the matter immediately. In certain cases when the CA is involved the Purser will issue a cleaning voucher as compensation. Excluded are damages caused by turbulences. I remember one case where a pax was expected to make a long speech at an international conference. Spilled coffee spoiled his trousers. I asked him to take his trousers off and gave him a blanket to sit on my jump seat. I placed the trouser over the open WC door and took the coffee spots away with a kitchen sponge with hot water and a galley towel. After I dried the trouser by means of my hair dryer that I had always in my flight kit and had an adapter for board electricity. The problem was solved and the pax was happy.


An initiative like this one is only possible when there is enough time available and the service does not suffer on short range flights. The idea with the hair dryer came after I was often drenched to the bones by leaving the crew bus to deposit first our crew luggage at the storage at the rear and then to board the plane. The jacket could be taken off but the wet trouser was a problem. Thanks God I used my galoshes that kept the feet warm and dry. I always felt very sorry for those who had to hurry from the bus to the plane and sat drenched on their seats. During the flight the cockpit crew tried to help by turning the air condition heating on full power. At this time flying was still very expensive, not frequent and reserved for a privileged wealthy clientèle and employees of the industry.


In Frankfurt the passengers came by bus from the old terminal and had to wait until the ramp agent gave his sign “thumb up” to the bus driver for boarding. In the meantime the loading of luggage and cargo continued. During the fuelling procedure passengers were not permitted to stay on board. Exceptions were fuelling procedures at transit airports where no passengers were boarding and disembarking, In this case a fire brigade had to be parked beside the aircraft. That was one of the many rules by the ICAO that were accepted by 98% of the official world airlines.


Let us return to our “newcomers”. After having absolved their first European 4 – 5 days rotations with a satisfactory check, they were left alone and got their next flying order into their personal company mailbox. On their next rotation they were obliged to inform the chef de cabin/purser about his/her actual status. In Frankfurt the division-chief took care of them.


The organization assigns that except on European and Middle Range flights the CA’s are, according to their wishes and language abilities, appointed to certain flight divisions. The first served Europe, Near East, North & East Africa with Boeing 727, 737 and Vickers Viscount 814. The next served routes of the Boeing 707 Intercontinental Jets followed by the Douglas McDonnell 10 and the Boeing 747-200 Jumbo Jet. In Europe there existed normal rotations for up to 5 days with changing layovers in Amsterdam, Brussels, London, Stockholm, Moscow, Athens, Budapest, Genova. Milan, Barcelona, Lisbon, Paris, Geneva, Vienna, Düsseldorf, Hamburg, Bremen, Cologne, Nurnberg, Stuttgart and Munich and outside of Europe in Beirut, Damascus, Baghdad, Teheran, Cairo, Khartoum, Saana, Dar-es-Salaam, Tripolis.
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