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Je Je Van Der Luur SHeanwijk, the 23rd o2 Juna 1945

To the family of Lisut. John #{ascall.

Now that Holland has bean iisveratad and we ars freed of the German tirrany,
3% includes that letters can be froely written again. So I use the first
opportunity of addressing myself to you, although I raally wished that I could
writa to you about another and more happier subject.

It really is with great sorrow that I must describe the deaih and funeral
of Lieute Jchn Hascall. As I was a witness of his death, I feel myself obliged
to inform you of everything I have seen and done. I do not know whather my
lettar will be read by his parents, wife, children or girl friend, becausa tha
only information about him, which was at my disposal, was his disk, But I am
convinced that you all are longing to know mors about his death than the simple
information you may have received from the Red Cross or Lrmy that John"is miss-
ing" or "died for his country". So I do hope that the following will malks clear
to you what happenad to him and that the knowledgs of this will give you all some
relief, whereas I apologizs for the mistakes I makes in trying to writa proper
English.

I+t was thae 29th of Nowvember 1943 that I was cyclirpg from Haanwi jk to VWann-
spsrveen. Sfasenwijk is a small town of 8000 inhabitants and Wannepervesn a very
small village of 1500 inhabitants, both lying in the north-wast corasr of +the
province Overijssel in Holland., It was awfully bad weather, rain and storm. In
the neighborhood of Wamnparnagn I suddenly heard the noise of an agroplansg, dul
could not ses it., A minute latar the plane appearsd through the clouds but was
apparsntly damaged, for it fell down straight into a 1ittle laks, of which thare
are many in that part of the province., Some farmars and I, who watched it, were
very frightened of courss, because we at onos thought of the crew. But suddenly
ws saw a parachuts with a man hanging in it. Everything, howavsr, sggmed all right
with him, at least we saw him throwing down his heavy boois and basidses that we saw.
that he had a sort of a wind cushion, prevdnting him from sinking if he might
f£all into the water. And indaed, owing to the heavy storm, he just fell in tha
middle of a laks. Wa saw him.trying ko get rid of his parachutae, but he failad,
The wind was too strong. In the meaniims the so-called "water police” had btsesen
warned and came with a motor boat to pick him up. But the wind was so heavy
that the pilet (it was John) raally sailed over ths water 1liks a boat and the
water police could a0t reach him very soon. 4nd that, extremely unlucky, was thse
cause of his death. Owing to the strong wind, the parachuts, which hae could not
loossn, pulled him undar ths level of the watsr, The lake was not very deep, but
there was a lot of mud in it. All this togetaer was thae-reason that when at last
he was picked up by the police-boat, he was already dying. “he police-men, who
did their utmoss %o save him, immediately tried artificial respiration, antil
a doctor arrived. The doctor spent at laast three hours %o mzke him brsaths again,
But it was all in vain.

He lisd thsre, just quietly and no% woundad or damaged at all, His face was
calm and nothing of fright or something liks Shat was in its gxpression, I% was
just as if he slept afier a tiresome job. We carried him %o a little house in the
naighborhood, where ws had to wait until the Garmans had been warned and they
had come o0 taks off his possessions, weapons, parachuts, stc. I+t was not necassary
to hide him, what ws always did with pilots, safely reaching the ground. Tha
Garamans did not arrive until the 3rd of December, so thars was plenty Iime Lo
wash him, the civilians to make a caf?in with tha wood they aad hiddan othsrwiss
the Germans stols it away and to dig a grave in the churchyard. We had to do that
because otherwise tha Germans warse ;o baasily to bury the body of an allisd pilo%
on an unknown place somewhers in the country without any indication, Perhaps
you have read in the vapers how crually thay itreatsd the Allisd pilots for thair
bombing German towns, This time we were lucky, the Germans,aftar taking his par-
achute and other things, lef+ the funaral to us and disappaarsd. On +*hat 3ams
day (3rd of December 1943) at about three o'clock in the aftarnoon, the clergyman
and the policaman of the villagae ‘Jannsparvean and me, burisd him in +the church-
yard of this village. The clergyman said some words and prayed "Our Father.," Ths
next day thers were alrsady flowers on his grave and somebody in the village is
responsible for the reparation of the gravs, If you write back to me that you
hava received this letter in good order I will see that you gdet a snapshot of
John's grave as soon as possibls. '
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And this is ths sad story of John Hascall, who gave his young 1life for ihs
1ibaration of Furopg. I know that you cannot get back your soa or husbaad
with beautiful words and desoriptions of his mexrits., But I do hope very much
that you will understand thai we in Holland after an unlucky and lost war, followad
by a orusl tiranny of five years, ware so proud of any Allied soldier fighiing
far from his home and family for our liberation and that everysody in this country,
except the collaborators of course, risked their lives and did their utmost to
keap Allied soldiers, wounded or not, out of the enemy's hands and trisd to hide
them until they could go back either in peacs time or with assistanca during the
war, to their own country. I myself, 29 years old, was a student at the University,
then officer in the Dutch Army, prisoner of war and during the occupation a mamber
of the Dutch Intarial forcas (Undarground) fighting the Germans wherever wa could
with risking everything for our country. But when I saw John lying there in a
certainly unknown village to him and also %o you, I stood thinking and knew that
there was a great difference between his and my fighting. I fought in my own
country and for my own country, but he was fighting outside his country for anothsz
country, so that everybody might live thers in peace and freedom just as in America,
That is why I could not get enough from looking to his young and nice facs and
strong body and I thanked him for this sacrifice, I will never forget those
moments., They are absolutely clear in my mind and will stay there as long as I
1ive. I have to writs down these parsonal words, as T am convincad that John
Hascall must have besn a fine chap and I know how you must feel now that you hava
10st him, But I hopas that after reading this letter, you find some relief in your
sorrow as you know that we took oare of nim, gave him a decent funeral and treatad
him as if he belongad to us. If the rasult of my writing to you turas out liks
this, I will be satisfisd.

T don't know ye%, whethar it will be possible to remove his body to Amarica,
either by the govermment or by yourselves, Howevar I expect that you will be
jnformad about this possibility earlier than wa in Holland. I would be very much
pleased if you wrots back to ms and ask me evearything you want to know, for I may
have forgotten to writa something that interests you., Of courss I will give you
all possible information you 1liks to havs and you can rely upon me, if something
mus% be done hers, it doss not matier what,.

I only wish that once I will bs in s position to pay a visit %o Margustts
and that we can talk personally. But ‘sverything is so uncertain nowadays. I
T come to the States, I will not forget the family of John Hasoall.

Yours truly,

Je Je Van Der Luur

Je Je Van dar Luur
Kerkstraat 10
Steanwijk

FProv. Ovarijssel
Holland



