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SUMMARY: FAHSAA is deeply appreciative of the contributions Geral Martin (known as “Jerry”
to all of us) made over the years in support of our beloved Frankfurt American High School
(FAHS) and later for our Frankfurt American High School Alumni Association (FAHSAA). We
believe the dedication to him in the 1967 FAHS Echo Yearbook says it best. We are recognizing
Jerry through this award for being “A Dormie’s friend, a non-conformist, a Fasching enthusiast,

a good teacher, an outstanding counselor” and, we would add for this Recognition Award, a
dear friend to all of us who attended FAHS.

Remembrances of Jerry: Courtesy
of Glenn ImObersteg, Class of ’67
from his excepted Eulogy to Jerry,
dated 12 June 2022
Jerry loved Germany.
Unconditionally. He loved the
German people. I asked him
numerous times if he missed going
back to Kayser, West Virginia, and
he always said Frankfurt was his
home, and this was where he
wanted to stay.
He loved sharing Frankfurt and the
region with his students. He would
always say that when American
kids came to Germany, they rarely
left the base. It was his job, his
duty, to make sure we absorbed as
much of the history, geology, and
culture in the short time we were
in his care.
He loved German food. We ate
everywhere we went. When we
met at Jack’s hotel, he’d come half an hour early for breakfast. We ate constantly. It was
astounding to me that he never gained a pound. What we couldn’t finish, he’d bag for later.
Sometimes I’d find it weeks later in his trunk or in the back seat.
In Frankfurt, Lunch was usually Fisch Frank sandwiches in Brotchen, or even that awful cafeteria
at the top of the Kaufhof. For dinner, it was Sachsenhausen or even the Paulaner behind the
Dom. Once Lindblad joined me and we all went to the Hanau Commissary to buy pork ribs to
barbecue at Jack’s house with some other ex-pats.
Old cheese. He loved old cheese. He had some in his suitcase when he visited me. It was in his
suitcase and the crowd scattered when it tumbled off the baggage carousel at San Francisco
airport. That was the weekend we had the FHS reunion in San Francisco.

He was a terrible driver. I dreaded climbing into that blue Taunus station wagon. It was a rolling
coffin. My hands would ache from white knuckling every time he’d merge on the autobahn.
Then we would rocket down the road at blinding speeds. I swear to this day, the phrase
“unsafe at any speed” was invented by him.
His son, Keith, said there wasn’t a club that Jerry wouldn’t join. He joined them all:
He was a member of the Fallschirmjäger, the German paratroopers club. He displayed their
decal on every car he owned. He marched with them in Paris and proudly carried the American
flag.
He belonged to the Schlaraffia, a German-speaking society based on humor and the ability to
turn a phrase. It was perfect for him. His German was fantastic, and he picked up every Hesse
dialect he could. To the other members, he was known as the “Botaniker” the botanist, because
of his love for plants. He had a huge velvet floppy hat (I think it was Green), and long flowing
robes. I went to a special convocation at this old castle or pillbox along the Rhine with him
once, and he made me accompany him as a “Pilgrim.” I was mortified; he loved every minute of
it.
He was a Scout Master. And a good one.
He loved his garden. It was a marvel of engineering. A mix of leafy plants, flowers, and fruit. He
used to swear the neighbors pilfered his fruit, but he was also a little pleased they considered
his produce worth pilfering.
When it wasn’t raining, we went to flea markets every Saturday morning across the bridge from
the Intercontinental Hotel. Sometimes we’d do that one then jet down to Offenbach to catch
the other one before it closed. He bought old books and cameras. Lenses, bags, camera straps.
He’d spend hours rummaging through boxes of old film canisters looking for undeveloped
treasures. I accused him once of being a hoarder, but he insisted the term was “consummate
collector”. I stayed at his house a few times until the collection got too big.
He dressed in layers. Those corduroy pants cinched up on his thin frame, undershirts, shirts,
sweaters, and that German leather jacket that must have been over 100 years old with his
Paratrooper’s pin.
He loved Archaeology. That will come as no surprise to any of his students who accompanied
him on his endless field trips. He was fond of Dr. Gaugler, his old colleague at FHS, and a fellow
archaeologist. When he came to visit me in California, we’d visit the good Doctor in San Jose
before he died.
He was always full of optimism and had a contagious sense of humor.

He had a huge heart, and a good memory. We both liked that Bavarian sweet mustard, and he
always had a few tubes of it in the car when he picked me up. (Besides your mom, who
remembers all the stuff you like?)
He loved his students. All of them. If you came into Frankfurt, he was always there to meet you,
always there to welcome you back home.
He kept up with everyone: so and so was married, so and so just got an important job. He was
proud of all of us.
He was married a few times. Not surprising: Jerry loved women. Jerry REALLY loved women.
His loved his kids. He loved Jack’s kids, and mine. Watched them grow up. He treated them like
he treated all of us, with respect, and kindness. With Jerry it was unconditional, with Jerry, we
were all his students.
He was a night owl. Three O’clock in the morning Frankfurt time, the phone would ring, and it
would be Jerry. Who’s that chipper at the crack of dawn? And after a bottle or two?
He loved Ingrid. She lived in Wiesbaden, and was blind, and he was always there for her.
Shopping, talking her to doctor appointments, cleaning her apartment. I remember talking to
her on the phone right before she died. You knew how much he meant to her. It was shortly
before his first stroke.
He had fallen in his doorway and lay there for most of the evening before a neighbor found
him. It was hard to see him like that. He finally left Frankfurt for a care facility in the Bodensee.
We spoke often. You had to let the phone ring for quite some time because it took a while for
him to pick up. And you always had to call before dinner. He never missed dinner.
He loved Sybille. She was an angel. She was always there for him. I’m glad he married her in the
end.
That’s all I can remember now. I’m sure that in the years to come some of the silly and
unforgettable times together will surface and I’ll remember him, as we all will.
Rest in Peace, Mr. Martin. God bless.
(BTW, I picked up some of that mustard you like last week at the Kaufhof).
Glenn ImObersteg
Class of ‘67
Eagles Über Alles
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