


















60 

and began beating out the Hames in his 
own clothes. Just thcn a civilian and a 
sailor ron forward. Pruss recognized the 
civilian as his old friend Andy Wickham. 
mayor o f Seaside Park . 

Mumbling incoherently, Pruss look 
off his rings and gave them to Wickham. 
Then he handed over his watch and wallet. 
"The passengers!" he cried suddenly. 
Turning away, Pruss ran back intO thc 
sizzling ruins. 

Above Ihc control car, Assistant Radio 
OfflCCT Herbert Dowe jumped oul o f his 
litt le radio room just as the gondola hit 
Ihe sand a second lime. The heal was SO 
intense Ihat he couldn', stand it. He fell 
to the ground, covering his face. hands 
and head with wet sand. There he waited 
until the envelope of the ship had com· 
pletely . burned off. Then he ga l to his 
knC(:s. Now he could breathe. Cautiously 
he picked his way through thc glowing 
skeleton of the dirigible. He suffered only 
minor burns. 

Pro bably the most unbelievable escape 
was that of fourteen-year-old Werner 
Frnnz, the cabin boy. Werner was in the 
belly of the dirigible, aft of the passengers' 
quarters. walking on the narrow ked cat
walk. when he felt a hot blast. Stunned, 
unable to mo\·e. he waited as gas cells 
astern of him C.1Ught fire in rnpid succes
sion. Then he stumbled to an o pen hatch 
in the bottom of the ship and jumped 
through it, But the naming dirigible was 
descending about hiul, and he knew he 
was fini shed . But as he lost consciousness 
a water tank above him gave way-a~ 
parently exploded by the heat. Young 
Werner was soaked to the skin. The cold 
water rcvl\'ed him and he was able to 
scramble free of the falling debris. Then 
he worked his way through the tangled 
mass. The boy escaped, wringing wet, 
with only minor burns. 

On the other side of the fl:iming ship. 
manufacturer Mangone found himself 
tr<lpped by wreckage. Dropping to his 
kncx'S, he dug a trench in the damp sand 
and burrowed his way out. When he 
emerged on the other side. all his hair. 
e:<ccpt one small lock on his forehead, had 
been burned off. And the back of his coat 
was on fire. 

Mangonc's daughter, Katherine. ran 
onto the fie ld. A reponcr grabbed her, 
begged for her name and the name of the 
one she was looking for. Shc tried to 
break free, but the reporter hung ontO 
her. 

"00 away!" she cried. ';1 have to find 
my father!" 

"Tell me your father's name. If he's 
saved. I' ll broadcast the name so your 
mOther will know he's safe." 

She g<l\'e the information and hurried 
toward the wreck. 

A hundred yards to the rear, M rs. Spah 
was saying her rosary and trying to keep 
her hysterica l children under control. 
Now shc had a new fear: the field was a 
great snarl of cars, trucks and ambulances 
rushing 10 the wreckage; sirens were 
shrieking and people shouting. Mrs. 
Spah was afraid the children would be 
run over. She was now saying out loud, 
" He's too good to die like that!" 

As she repeated these words like a 
chant, she herded the children to the west 
side of two small airplane hangars. 

At first everyone near the mooring 
circle had run for his life. A mo ment later 
Navy and civilian workers automaticaUy 
ran back to the wreckage 10 rescue sur
vivors. Those ncar Chief Bull Tobin 
heard his bellowing voice a few seconds 
after the first blast. 

"Stand fas t! " he sho uted. 
One man. a junior officer. slOPped

more afraid of Bull than of the fire. 
There were many heroes. Heedless of 

their o wn safety, Navy men and civilians, 

with Rosendahl in command, carried res
cue operations as close as they could to 
the sprawled wreck. Leroy Comstock. 
the huge electrician whose son Larry 
was somewhere in the landing crew, 
jumped from his perch on the mast and 
ran to ..... '3rd the flames. He saw acrobat 
Spah crawling slowly through the dense 
smoke as girders crashed ncarby. Com
stock put the acrobat under one arnl 
and sprinted out of the searing heat. A 
moment later. he dumped Spah o n the 
sand and ran back intO the smoke for 
more SUrvIVOrs. 

Most rescuers worked in twos. William 
Craig, of Standard Oil, teamed up with a 
sailor in dungarees who carried a bottle 
o f carbon dioxide. They saw a man stroll· 
ing nonchalantly out of the wreck, seem
ingly unharmed. 

"I'm all right," said the survivor. They 
Jed him away from the furnacelike heat. 

Next they found a girl lying in the sand. 
Her face and shoulders were unto uched, 
but the rest or her body was badly burned. 
She was mumbling in German as, one on 
each side of her, they dug their 3mlS 
under the sand to make a crndle. But the 
sand was too hot. Craig grasped the girl 
by the arm, and her flesh disintegrnled to 
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the bone. The girl didn't know he'd 
touched her. They had to carry her to an 
ambulance in a blanket. 

As Craig and the sailor hurried back 
to the wreck, they heard a man shouting 
repeatedly, "The fucl tanks arc going to 
explode !" 

No one paid any attention to the man 
at first. Then someone angrily cried, 
"Shut up, for God's sake!" 

A man suddenly darted out of the 
wreck. It seemed impossible that a human 
being could live in that heat. A fl ame licked 
after I.he man, knocking him n:lt on his 
face. Rescuers couldn't advance because 
of the heat. Helplessly. they watched the 
man get up, tOSS his hands in the air, 
stagger a few feet and fall again. Again he 
tried, half ris ing in the blistering heat. 
Then he crawled desperately a few more 
feet, bul finally wilted and lay still. Ten 
minutes later, two sa ilors shielding their 
faces dragged him out. He was as black 
as a burned s tump. 

Ano ther man, his clothes and hair 
burned off, came marehing through the 
Hames in a son o f goose step. Harry 
Kroh, the local reponer, took his arm. 

"An ambulance is coming," said the 
newsman. 

The man kept talking away in German. 
He was put in a truck . Then he abruptly 
keeled over, dead. 

Tom Sieck, another of the sixteen sur
vivo rs of the Macon prcsent, saw a 
flaming man jump from the ship and fall 
on his head on the CUI'\'ing railroad track. 
He and Monty Rowe ran forward, beat 
out the man'S burning clothes and tarried 
him toward safelY. As they "cre leaving 
the glov.ing skeleton of the Hindcnburg, 

T il E SATU RD AY EVEN t NQ PO S T 

Ro~ saw something he wishes he could 
forget-a transparent hand stuck to a 
white-hot girder like an empty glove. 

Chid Julius Malak, a survivor of the 
Shenandoah and Macon wrecks, found 
himself running to help. As he ran, he 
tho ught, I O Wl" someboil)' a chollC't' 10 lil"t'. 
They gell"e flit' 0 r-110IlCt' wht'n I was in /he 
same fix. He saw a woman jump out of 
the main lounge from a height of sixty 
fect. She landed o n her face on the grnvel 
inside the mooring circle. Seeing she was 
dead, Malak went to the bow of the 
dirigible. There in the nose stood the two 
German crewmen who had been lower
ing the landing Jines. Both were grasping 
girders as iifo r dear life. They were bumed 
to a crisp. 

A s though walking in her sleep, an 
elderly ...... oman stepped out of the belly of 
the ship by the regular gangway. Two 
sailors pulled her free just as burning 
framework was about to crash on her. 

Fifty feet from the burning fuel tanks, 
two other sailors found a man. his clothes 
aflame, sitting on the sand. In a doped, 
lazy way, he was idly slapping at the fire. 
The sailors threw sand on him and led 
him away. 

Petty OfflCCr Fi rst Class John Ianna
cone. a member of the landing pany. had 
stared with ho rror as passengers dropped 
like ants from the dirigible. He saw one 
man. waxy white in the glare, walking to
ward him. wearing only shoes. With a 
mate, Iannacone got to the Icc side of the 
Hindenburg. Three clderly passengers 
...... ere still inside the port lounge, standing 
stunned. The sailors had to pull them out 
by force. 

Riveter John C. Wainwright had climbed 
down from the helium tower at the first 
eXplosio n to look for his seventeen-year
old son, who was in the landing crew. 
When the elder Wainwright arrived near 
the wreck he saw a German ofi'lCCr, the 
back of his uniform burned out. being 
chased by three American sailors. Though 
severely burned. the offICer was t rying to 
run back to the flames. He was finally 
taught and escorted to an ambulance. It 
was Max Pruss. He had already made 
several trips into the wreckage, looking 
for survivors. 

At Paul Kimball Hospital, ten miles 
away on the outskins of lakewood. 
Night Superintendent lillian Walshe was 
making her rounds when she was called to 
the phone. 

A frantic voice shouted. "Get hold of 
all the doctors and nurses you can! Send 
them to lakehurst Naval Station!" 

Miss Walshe quickly notified Elizabeth 
Miller, the hospital's adminis trato r. To
gether they went to the storeroom for 
bandages and supplies. Then they began 
trnnsferring the few patients in the male 
ward to cots in another ..... '3rd. 

A second call came in a few minutes 
later. "Don' t send the doctors !" said the 
same voicc. "The Hindenburg exploded! 
But everybody's dead!" 

"Guess we needn't bother any more," 
said Miss Walshe. 

" We'lI finish anyway," repl ied the ad
ministrntor. Fonunately she remembered 
the frenzy that fo llowed the burning of 
the steamer Morro Castle. 

M rs. Clifton Alice Rhodes, a nurse 
from the same hospital, ..... ·as home. iron. 
ing. Soake Caner interrupted the radio 
program she was listening to. In his 
sepulchrnl voice he begged all nurses and 
doctors in the vicinity to rush to l ake
hurst. In a minute Mrs. Rhodes and her 
husband were speeding in their car to
ward the naval stat ion. 

Rccovered from his breakdown, an. 
nouncer Herb ~'I orrison was again out 
on the field, trying to find survh ors to 
interview. He saw a man coming out of 
the Hame and smoke with his hands raistd 

high over his head as if in surrender. It 
was Mangone. Sailors were trying to leAd 
the manufact urer to an ambulance. 

" I ...... on·t go," sa id Ma ngone stolidly. 
"M y daughters arc here. They' lI find me." 
He refused to budge. 

At that moment Katherine Mangone 
was a few yards away, questioning an
other survivor. "A lot of us arc alive," 
sa id the man in a dazed voice. 

Then the lights of a car bouncing across 
the dark field lit up her father. and she 
ran to him. His burned face was saffron
colo red and skin hung down from his 
hands in long strips. But he seemed un
penurbed, even good·natured. Morrison 
helped father and daughter into an im
provised ambulance. They were drivc:n 
along Lansdowne Road to the infirmary. 

"Go telephone the family," said Man
gone. Katherine, knowing her father was 
a stubborn man, left to find a phone. 

Mrs. Spah was standing inside one of 
the airplane hangars when a soldier
sightseer rushed in. He shouted, "Spah!" 

"O,'er here!" she said. eager yet afraid. 
The soldier said, "You r husba nd is 

ali\'e." 
Holding the baby tightlY, she followed 

the soldier into the airship hangar. Her 
husband ...... as Sitting on a bench. Mrs. 
Spah. without saying a word. felt him all 
over. She couldn't believe he was really 
unhurt. 

"Arc you all right?" she finally asked. 
He nodded dazedly. She repeated the 
qut.'Stion a dozen times, and he kept nod
ding. He told her he'd seen a new blue 
car next to the hangar. It was filled with 
baby clothes. and though he had never 
seen it before. he knew from descriptions 
in her leiter that this was their ca r. 

The soldier returned a moment later 
with Mrs. Spah's sister, Arlyene. and the 
two other children. Gilbert and Marilyn 
leaped all over their fa ther. 

Gilbert's fi rs t wo rds were ;' Where's 
Ulla ?" ' 

Spah didn't have the heart to tell his 
children that the dog was somewhere in 
the ta il of the burning ship. 

. Now.Morrison was recording an inter
view With another survivor in the little 
building next to the plane hangars. Otto 
Clemens was explaining cxcitedly in Ger
man how he'd escaped. A man holding 
Clemens' arm-a friend who'd come to 
mcct him- tranSlated the photographer's 
Sto,?, int~ English. " He was on his way 
~o his cabin when the ex plosion came. He 
Jumped out." Then the fri end exclaimed 
with wonder, " He's nOt hurt a bit!" 

A no te was handed to Morrison. A 
!ook o f rcl~ef came on his face . He spoke 
Imo the mIcrophone. " I hav(.' gOQd news 
for you. It ·s just been announced that 
twellly-five to thiny people have been 
sawd !" 

F arther out on the field. 1·larry Bruno, 
the press reprCSClllative for the H indcp
burg's Owners, had gone toward the 
control car to look for his old friend, 
Lehmann. A man completely naked and 
burned white staggered toward Bruno. 
He fell dying at the publicist's feet. 

Then a shon, s tocky figure walked out 
of the fl ames. It was Lthmann. His 

, clothes were burning. A sailor and Bruno 
ran toward him. They beat out the 
names with their hands. 
. " Hello again," said Lehmann. He was 
In shOCk, but remarkably sel f-controlled. 
" I can't believe it. How many of my pas
sengers and crew a rc saved ?" 

He stumbled. Bruno took one arm the 
• • 

sa ilor the o ther. Lehmann's back was 
b~rned as if by an acetylene torch, from 
hiS head to the base of his spine. 

By this t ime those in the parking area 
.....ere sure Ihc:re "ould be no more survi
vors. The Bclins were convinced that their 
son had been (CDflt;fI,"U on POK~ 61) 
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(ConlinuelJ/rom Puge6Q) killed. In a 
state of shock. they were led 10 their car. 
J uSI as the three were about 10 drive 
away, they heard a peculiar whistle
like their son's. They aU IUrned. shocked 
anew, And there he was, coming toward 
them. 

Half 3 mite to the east. the dispensary 
was in a Siale of ordered chaos. At first 
there had been only one doctor and sev
ernl corpsmen, but soon volunteers poured 
in. Navy wives and women civilian work· 
ers PUI gobs of petroleum jelly on gauze 
and helped shoot doses of morphine into 
the survivors. Nurses and doctors. alencd 
by Nighl Superintendent Lillian Walshc, 
came from Paul Kimball Hospital within 
half an hour of the crash. Then nurses 
arrh'cd from Fitkin at Asbury Pa rk. 

Mrs. Oochncr. the bun on her hair al
most completely burned off, was brought 
in with her two lillie oo)'s. Mrs. Nellie 
Gregg. a post secretary who had volun
teered. was told to take them to the 
adjoining Family Hospital. M rs. Gr~gg 
picked up the smaller boy. Werner. He 
was so frightened he couldn't speak. H~ 
didn't know his father was already dead 
and his sister Irene was d)ing. 

Mrs. Peckham .... '::IS another volunteer. 
She helped seat the glass) -eyed suro. i\ors 
on benches oUis ide the infirmary .... hile 
they waited for admittance. Ha ns Hugo 
Will , a m:tjor in the LlljiwuDe. asked in 
broken Engli~h ir he could send a tele.
gram to his wife. 

"What do )OU want to say?" asked 
Mrs. Peckham. arter writing down his 
wire's addre)s. 

" 1 well.·· said the major. " 1 well!" 
Spah. accompanied by his .... ire. hobbl~ 

into the dispensary, where a doctor found 
his ankle was brok~n. He was taped up 
and told to go home. Just then a nurse 
called. " Who speaks German?" 

Spah. who spokc the language fluently, 
rollowed the nurse into a small room on 
the first floor. A young crewman. Erich 
Spehl. wanted to send a cable to his bride. 
Spah copied down the man'S address. 

"/ch 1t'iJ<' (I live):' said Spehlthrough 
swollen lips. 

Spah wrot~ down th~ simple message. 
As he left the room to send the telegrnm. 
the young German died. 

In the ne."t room. Captain Lehmann. 
bare from the .... ais t up ..... as stretched out 
On a table on his stomach. Though he was 
so badly burned that he obviously couldn't 
survhe. Lehmann was composed and 
thoughtrul. Leonhard Adelt. passing by 
saw his friend and came imo the room. 

" What C:lllbCd it?" asked Adell. 
" Lightning:' ans .... ered Lehmann. his 

rorehead .... rinlling in a puzzled wa). The 
t .... o looled at each OIhcr a moment but 
said nothlllg more. 

Do .... n the hall. :"1 rs. Gregg was cutting 
the coat and ~ hlrt rrom a Germ:m. She 
couldn' t \('11 \\hcth{'r he .... as a cr{' .... man. 
offll:er or p:l '>!>Cnger be<-ause his clothes 
\\ere so badly burned. She tried to be as 
gentle as pos) lb1c. 

"Sprl'chl'n Sit' D(!U/scli?"" askcd the 
man. 

··No." she said. leaning cI~ to him. 
He put a charred hand on her check 

and tned to ~mlle . ··S .... CCI.·· he said . Then 
he died. 

' I' he 31rshiP hangar .... as a madhouse. 
The first room on the cas t side had been 
set up as a tempornry Customs office. 
Next to It was a Western Union station 
for the con\enience of passengers, and 
beyond. the pressroom. The newsmen. 
their ranks swelled by rcporte~ who had 
rushed in rrom New York and Philad~l
phia. were .... cal). high-strung. rrantie : 
they w~re laboring through an incredibly 
dramatic Story that was impossible to 
report adequately. Inrormation came in 
bil by bit and was difficult to confirm. 

TilE SATURDAY EVENIN G P OST 

Nobody could intero.'H:w the Gemlan
speaking survi\'ors. Nobody from the 
Navy was available to givc technical in
rormation on the probable cause of the 
disaster. Wi ld rumors. )uch as the death 
or Rosendahl, .... {'re passed. And to com
pound these difficulties, there was only 
one telephone. and it was in almosl con
stant use for official bus iness. But a ll the 
newsmcn co-opernted that night. No olle 
tried to beat the others out or the story. 
All the inrormat ion was pooled. 

Mean\\ hile Einar Thulin had looked al l 
o\cr the field in vain for journalis t Birger 
Brink . \\hom he knew only by his photo
graph. Then he hurri~ 10 the Western 
Union station in the hangar. He was the 
only roreign correspondent on the spot 
and he knew he could scoop Europe. His 
was a double responsibility. He wired the 
bare details of the tragedy to the Stock
holm Aftonbktdet and nddcd a postscript ; 
"Shall I stay on story or find Brink?" 

Before long. an ans .... er came to Thulin 
rrom Stockholm. It read : "Find Brink ." 

Since Thulin had already eo\ered the 
infirmal). he dro\e quickly to the nearest 
hospital. Paul Kimball. In a corridor 
buaing .... ith action. he saw a man sitting 
do .... n. his face black. 

"Are )OU Birger Brink?" asked Thulin. 
" Why. no. Don't )ou recognize me'!"' 
To his amazeITK'nt. Thulin realized it 

was his countryman, Rolf \ on Hciden
Sl:lm. the industrialist. 

" Wh:H happened to Brink ?" asked 
Thulin. 

" He and I were talking as the ship 
came in." said \on Heidenstam. "We 
were looking out the main lo unge win
dow. 'That's a nice sho t fo r me,' he said. 
Then he .... ent into his cabin to get his 
camera:' 

Brink .... as ne .. er ~n ali\e again. 
Thousands or miles a .... ay in Germany, 

a ringing telephone had just awakened 
Dr. Hugo Eckener, director or the Zep
pelin organization. It was the llerlin cor
respondent of The New York Times. 

"Yes. \\hat do you \\ant?" asked Doc
tor Eckener. s leepy and anno)ed. 

" I thought it my dut} to report to you 
some bad news we ha\e jU)t rccei\ed 
rrom J".,ew York:' said correspondent 
We)er. "The ai~hip Hindenburg ex
ploded o\er Lakehurst and crashed in 
flames." 

Eckener was stunned. "Yes-no-no, 
il isn'l possible," he stammered. 

"Is there a possibi lity of s.1botage. do 
you think?" asked We)er. 

-

" If it was in the air: ' said Eckener. 
hardly able to nlO\'e his lips. "then it 
might perhaps have been sabotage." 
Slo .... ly he hung up the phone. 

By midnight the .... ild excitement at 
Lakehurst Naval Air Station had abated. 
The las t suro.ivors had been taken in 
ambulances to "'.lUl Kimball, Fitkin and 
Monmouth hospitals. Bodies had been 
carefully lined up inside the airship han
gar. Funeral directors were beginning to 
set up an impro\iscd morgue in the 
cavernous building. 

And out on the edge of the mooring 
circle guards stood around the smolder
ing carcass of the Hindenburg with or, 
ders from Rosendahl not to let an)body 
touch anything. 

Weary \olunteers were no .... leaving the 
dispens.1ry. Civilian membl.'rs of the land
ing ere .... dmgged :Icross the sand to their 
cars. All of them went home. and look 
off their filth) c1ot~, which smelled of 
smoke, scorched hair and burned flesh. 

Ne\{'r had a disas ter hit with the im
pact or th{' Hindenburg explosion. Ne\'er 
berore had photogrnphers and news reel 
men been prescnt to record a major 
trngedy. and within hours shocking pic
tures of the fire \\eTC wired all o\ler the 
world. By noon the next day, ne .... srcel 
extrns of the c:uustrophe were being 
sho\\ n a t theaters a long Broadway. It was 
a rare showing \\hieh wasn't punctuated 
by screams from the audience. 

At 4:30 that afternoon, N BC appalled 
its lis teners .... ith a fiftecn-minute broad
ca~t on the Blue Net .... ork of Herbert 
Morrison's harro .... ing recording. To this 
day, thousands s .... car they heard an ac-
tual on-thc-spot broadcast or the trngW). 

The disas ter e\oled disbelief at first. 
then profound shocl. For the world had 
been cOll\inccd of the safety of the com
mercial Zcppelins. 

Prcs id{'nt Franklin D. Roosevelt. fish 
ing for tarpon from the yacht POloma{' in 
the Gulr or Mexico. sent a message of 
condolence to Chancellor Hitler. Ex
heavy .... {'ight boxing champion Max 
Schmeling, \\ ho had been rorced tocanccl 
his rcscro.'::Itions on the ratal trip. said. " I 
just can't understand it. Only yesterday 
I was telling some rriends it was safer to 
travel on the Hindenburg than by boat:' 

In Gemlany there was some bilterncss 
because the United States had refused to 
sell the German Zeppelin T rnnsport Com
pany nonflammable heliUm. But the 

" Be ~rious now. \\' hat do you wa nt 
for ( ' hri(tma.~ I~id~ a di \'or!'c?" 

, ... " .... , ....... ,,''''' ...... 

Fiihr(!r wired his thanks to Roosevelt for 
his tho ughtful message. Reiehsmarschall 
Gocring went even fun her. In an emotion
charged cable to the Secretary of the 
Navy. Goering said. "The unreserved 
help of the American airmen coming to 
the rescue or their German eomrndes is a 
beautirul proof of the spirit which links 
the airmen of all nations." It was a spiri t 
which was soon to come to a rude end. 

']he day after the tragedy, fatigued 
nurses and doctors werc still on duty at 
"aul Kimball Hospital. Hans Luther. the 
ambassador from Germany, visited the 
~ur\ i\ ors. Thc pudgy litt Ie man was so 
upset that. as he apologized to the Amer
ican passengers. he cried because they 
had been injured on a German airship. 

One Amcrican passenger couldn't sec 
Luth{'r. Philip Mangone's face had swol
len so badly thaI his eyes were tiny slits. 
A fHstidious man. he kept asking his 
daughter. Katherine, how he looked. 

"Fine," she always said. 
Mangone asked to "sce" his five-year

old gmnddaughter. Joan. Katherine went 
out and briered her niece. "Grnnddaddy 
looks a little funny." she eJCplained, "but 
if he a) ks ho .... he looks. tell him fine." 

The little girl was brought into Man
gone's private room o n the first floor. 

" ' -low do I look. dear?" 
JOan didn't h{'s ilate. "You look awful, 

grandpa:' 
Mangone burst out laughing. "Thank 

God somebody'lI tell m{' the truth:' he 
said. He lost small parts of both cars and 
hi) burned-otT black hair came in snow 
.... hite. but Mangone sutTered no perma· 
nent injuries. 

Lehmann was also at Paul Kimball. 
Although he was in great pain, he ne,er 
compla ined or lost his astounding com
posure. He knew he was going to die 
soon. and he was pleased to Jearn that his 
b.1dly burned comrade. Max Pruss. would 
li\'e. 

Later in the day Lehmann was vis ited 
by Co mmander Rosendahl. The t .... o 
friends went over each possible causc of 
the fire. But each poss ibility- from static 
electricity to a gas cell ruptured by a 
broken propeller blade-led imo a blind 
alley. 
. "N!>. no:' said Lehmann. s lowly shak
IIlg hIS head. " It must have been an in
fernal machine." And then he added with 
the eternal optimism of all airship 'm{'n 
" But of course. regardless of the caus/ 
the neJCt ship must ha \{' helium." ' 

Lehmann died that afternoon. bringin£, 
the death toll to thiny-six-twenty-two 
Cr{' .... nlCn. thirteen passcngers a nd one 
member or the ground crew. Allen Haga
man. 

On Ma} ele\·enth. at "ier 86 at the foot 
or 46th Street. New Yorl City. 10.000 
people gathered 10 watch the Nazi rites 
fo r t~ t .... ent)' -eight Euro pean \ ;et ;ms or 
the disaste r. The swasl ila fle .... e, e r), few 
rcct. and ~niformcd Storm Troopers stood 
a t attention at the head or each eomn. 
Their right arms stitT and upl ifted in the 
~a~i salute. children nlarched paSt the 
\lctlms smging the Horst Wessel song. 
Then the collins were placed aboard the 
S. S. Hamburg ro r the journey home. It 
....'::IS the end o f the short but bril lia nt ~ra 
of the giant d irigibles. 

The mqUiry board finally la id the d is
aster .to St. l:.lmo's fire, but the t rue cause 
remams unknown-and has become un
important. Although the thirteen passen
gers who d ied in the holocaust were the 
fi rst passcnger caSualties in a irship his
tory, n~t a smgle ngid dingible-not c\en 
the rcltable old Gmr Zeppelin-has car
ried ano ther paying passenger since May 
6. 1937. 

Mt ,.,..,. •• ...., 01 .... _ 01 .. 
K' II t 8. ___ 0 ..... _110 

Ito ..... ~y to be __ ... ,~';"~-,, i_ 
&C"-"""""'Y4,t4o;r, ·0.01_ 
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