
Chapter 12 – HE’s ALIVE !!!  [v3] 

“Does anyone know where the love of God goes, when the waves turn the minutes to hours?” 

       - Gordon Lightfoot 

__________________________ 

Thirty days days!   An eternity.   

 The boys of summer were all gone - but there was a moment of joy … before the agony of waiting and 

worrying  started again.  Nine days after George was posted as missing in the New York Times two 

telegrams arrived. 

   

     

 

 

 



… then no news at all for another month until... 

month.  



Two week later, he was found.  It had been two months of agony 

 



          The official listing in the New York Times would follow three months later -  

                     

__________________________________ 



It is now mid-July.  George has been a prisoner for two months.  While the family has waited 

day by agonizing day for some communication, for more than a month a lonely homesick airman 

has already been writing home, not knowing if his letters would ever get through.  But a postcard 

finally arrives followed by the first of many censored letters. 

  

                                                                              

 



One week later another postcard arrives indicating George has settled in and anxiously awaiting 

news from home.        

 

                   

         

 

__________________ 



George had enlisted in May of 1941.  Except for an occasional leave he was away much of the 

time – but you could bet George would find his way home every time he had the chance.  He and 

Hazel married in January of 1942 while he was still located at Pine Camp in upstate New York 

and by the time he was assigned to the Army Air Corps Training program in July, she was in her 

seventh month.    

John Charles Hofmann, Johnnie, was born in December of 1942 while George was moving from 

air base to air base across the country.  He was away a lot, but he found a way to be home when 

it mattered. 

                     

After finishing his cadet training and graduating from bombardier school, George finally had 

some quality time with his son.  Both my mother and father fondly remembered their days at 

Seminole Heights in Tampa, Florida. 

   

May, 1943 – Christening Day at 

George’s sister’s house in Jamaica, 

Queens, NY.  Four months later 

George becomes an Army Air Force 

Cadet. 



           

       

 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By the time George shipped out 

for combat in April of 1944, 

Johnny was a toddler of 16 

months.  By September of 1944 

when these photos were taken he 

was a little man and growing up 

without a father. 

Sadly, Johnnie would be almost three the next time they would meet 

but it is clear in George’s letter from the POW camp less than one 

month after his capture that Johnnie was never out of mind – and 

clearly a motivation to come home safely.  Thousands of miles 

away, George was unaware that little Johnnie would be running to 

the window looking for Daddy every time he heard an airplane fly 

by.  They both had vivid memories of their aloneness. 

 

 

 

 



As I write this between the tears, I think of a song that sweetly says it all –  

Somewhere out there beneath the pale moonlight 

Someone's thinking of me and loving me tonight 

 

Somewhere out there someone's saying a prayer 

That we'll find one another in that big somewhere out there 

 

And even though I know how very far apart we are 

It helps to think we might be wishing on the same bright star 

 

And when the night wind starts to sing a lonesome lullaby 

It helps to think we're sleeping underneath the same big sky 

 

Somewhere out there if love can see us through 

Then we'll be together somewhere out there 

Out where dreams come true 

 

- An American Tale 

 

 

_______________________________ 

 

Forty-four letters arrived in all – and they speak for themselves……. 



  
 



   

           



   

 

 

  



  



   

          

(This one was censored 

by the Germans). 

 



   

       



 

  

      



   

          



   

         



 

   

             



 

   

                  



    

 

 

 

 

  



                 

  



                

  



         

  



  

            



                  

 

   



                    

  



                 

  



      

  



      

  



            

 

  …. and then the letters stopped coming! 

 


