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Adelboden is as charming and delightful as depicted in the travel brochures. Nice hotels edge the main thoroughfare which is a narrow street in the center of town. All around are pastoral scenes of rural Swiss life crowned, in every direction, by the breathtaking Alps. Businesses and boutiques line the street on either side. Sidewalks display racks and stalls of ”reducio” merchandise—even on snowy days.

Up the street and about a block from our hotel was a church with a courtyard protected by a gate on which a plaque stated it had been given by American flyers. A granite monument in the courtyard was erected in memory of the American flyers and was dated l944-45.

Almost directly across from the churchyard was the Tourist Bureau. We began our search there the morning of September l8. The young woman at the counter had no knowledge of “Camp Maloney” nor did her cohorts or her reference books. But a man standing behind us in line spoke up. He collected antique postcards and had, in his album at home, a pictorial history of Adelboden. He knew “Camp Maloney”—in fact, he had a picture of it. He would bring his album to our hotel that evening.
Fritz Inniger, our first lucky find, is a well-known, highly accomplished Adelboden natural photographer of, likely, 70 years. Over wine and orange juice in the hotel’s bar that evening he told us the camps/hotels had burned and the last one had been torn down about three months ago. He showed us his antique postcards and told us the early history of Adelboden. Fritz made black and white copies of the pertinent camps on the hotel copy machine for us. But, a typical artist, he wanted to return the next day with colored copies of the places we were most interested in. He also told us that a Karl Geiger had driven some American flyers out of Adelboden. What he did, Fritz said, “was really illegal.” He drew us a map to help us find Mr. Geiger’s home.
We invited Fritz to have breakfast with us at the hotel when he returned with the colored copies the next morning. That morning we cancelled our trip to Lucerne to stay in Adelboden and learn all we could about Don’s stay there. When Fritz left us after breakfast, we started up the main street, armed with his hand-drawn map, to find Mr. Geiger’s home
On the way I stopped in a small shop to make a purchase and the owner, a women of 50 or 60, welcomed me as an American. I told her the reason we came to Adelboden. She became quite animated, recalling the American soldiers whom she remembered as a small child. I called Jack in from where he was waiting across the street so that she could tell him her recollections. One of the soldiers had given her her first cough drop, she remembered, With her right arm she gestured excitedly to convey to us, in her limited English, how a Mr. Geiger had driven the American flyers “up the hill to France! Mr. Geiger is not well now, she said, and he is out of the city at his “summer home” where he goes for his health. But she obligingly came out of her store and into the street, to point out the building up the street where Mr. Geiger lives when he is in town.
Ten minutes and a few blocks later we were there and ringing the doorbell above the card indentifying it as “Karl Geiger” although we expected no answer. And there was none.
But a car was driven up just then and a young woman got out and inquired whom we were looking for. We told her and she said, “He’s my father.” We could scarcely believe our good fortune when she whipped out her cell phone and called him, speaking softly in German,. She then turned to us, “Be here, she said, at 4:00 this afternoon, My father will see you then.”
Mr. Geiger was returning to Adelboden that afternoon for just a few hours to meet with his banker and for his wife to see her doctor. He would return to his summer home, 2 hours away, that same evening.

We returned to his apartment at the appointed time and he asked us to meet him a hour or so later at a coffee shiop down the street when he had finished with his banker.

We did so. Mr. Geiger became increasingly relaxed and his English was more fluent, as we talked with him. He had initially been apprehensive as to who told us about him and how we found him. He had lived in fear, he said, for years, that a knock on the door meant the authorities had found him and would punish him for his activities helping the Americans. He relaxed visibly when shown Fritz’s business card, saying “He’s my friend.”
Mr. Geiger, now 80, in poor health and walking with crutches, was a man of 22 working for his father who owned a transportation company—a fleet of some 22 busses and some cars also used as “taxis.” The American flyers seemed to have been well-liked by the Adelbodeners—they had ”lots of money” since the American government paid then 36 francs a day compared to the single franc the British soldiers, also housed there, received.

A Hungarian made the arrangements with the flyers and, when he had 7 or 8 wanting to go, he would contact Karl Geiger to drive them. Mr. Geiger said the Americans bought Swiss clothes from the sporting goods stores there, and he demonstrated with his hand the top of the pile of American flyer’s uniform which he said he had at the time—a pile about 2 or 3 feet tall. Mr. Geiger would drive the flyers at night, without car lights, through the Alps to the French border. Sometimes he would need to get out of the car and shovel the snow before he could move the car ahead on the path. He showed us with gestures several times how he needed to shovel the snow so that the car could be driven through. 

There were 3 control points and 2 military men would be on duty for 2 hour shifts before being replaced. Mr. Geiger stated he knew the control points and the timing of the “changing of the guards.” Sometimes the flyers would get out of his car and walk around the check points and he would pick them up on the other side. The trip was about l25 miles each way. By the end of the return trip it was time to go to work for his father that morning. He said he was very tired after the nights he made the trip to France with the American flyers.
Jack told him that his brother had said he ”walked out of Switzerland through the Alps to France.” Mr. Geiger threw back his head and laughed when he heard that and stated, “No one walked out!” Don had said that they had been instructed by the military not to tell anyone how they got out.

This has been a tremendously happy, wonderfully providential experience for us. It has also been poignant.
