“Two fire-spitting Airplanes Hunted Us Down”
Miesau/Huetschenhausen:  Lothar Kuntz still remembers an air attack in March 1945, an experience he buried deep in his consciousness.

The whistling of bullets and the hammering of weapons on a fighter plane are sounds that Lothar Kunty (75) from Miesau  can no longer forget.  Those sounds belong to that time, just like the hunger that was always there in 1945. He shared his story from that last wartime spring with the Saarpfalz-Rundschau. 

Mr. Kuntz’s father died in combat in the Italian campaign, and his mother worked for a farmer to feed her two children.  On 14 March 1945, nine-year old Lothar played with his friends on a high sandstone plateau in Huetschenhausen, called “The Juchhee”.  “The day before, eighteen people had been killed in an air attack on Landstuhl”, he remembered.  “As we played, we saw four planes, fairly high, circling over the swampy terrain between Landstuhl and Waldmohr”, said the 75-year old, who today lives in Miesau.  “We pointed our wooden weapons at the fighters.  And suddenly the planes took off.”
Herr Kuntz continued. “Then came a terrifying whistling and hammering sound. Way low over the swampy area, from the direction of Bruchmuehlbach, two fire-spitting planes bore down on us. I ran down the hill and threw myself behind a sandstone wall between a house and barn. On the other side of the street my aunt and my grandmother were screaming in fear of being killed. I landed on my back and could clearly see both British Spitfires and their pilots as they roared over me and away with a hellish sound. As I ran across the street to the house, the planes came back. I crashed on the steps and my aunt jerked me into the house.”
In the hail of bullets that afternoon an 18 year old woman from Huetschenhausen, Katharina Westrich, was killed, Kuntz learned.  She had been working in the fields with her father and they were returning to town. Her father threw himself into the entrance to the cemetery building, and remained uninjured.  The 18 year old bled to death in front of the wall. 

“The fear was still in my arms and legs but my curiosity was greater”, explained Herr Kuntz further.  “Despite warnings not to leave the house, I snuck out later that afternoon.  I met Arno on the street, and he excitedly said  ‘A woman has been shot at the cemetery.”  We ran there. On the way we picked up multiple bullets from the dust on the street, and we saw the shots on the sandstone wall of the cemetery building.  In front of the wall we saw some fresh sand.”

These memories were buried deeply by Lothar Kuntz. Now with increasing age the memories of those difficult times come back.  One question always again bothers him: “What went through the heads of both those fighter pilots, as they shot down the farm workers with their team of cows?”
It’s likely no answer will ever come. 

