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"The year just ending (1945) has seen the successful conclusion of the war, 

in which we have been victorious. Our boys are coming home. Certain re-

strictions  and some rationing are gradually being lifted. New ideas are be-

ing considered for your pleasure and enjoyment. " 

-Frank Follmer 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



In Memoriam: Karl Heinz "Hoagie" Guckert 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Cannstatter Volksfest-Verein at 9130 Academy Road, Philadelphia, PA 19114 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Schedule - Dance Group 2021 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

October 18: Heritage Creek, Warminster, PA. 

October 23: German Hungarians 110th Banquet at Cannstatter V.V. 

October 29: Philadelphia, PA 

 

 

 

 

Michelle McFadden at michellepaul5293@hotmail.com. 

 



RELEASE: German Hungarians to Meet Hoboken F.C. in Exhibition Match 
august 12, 2021 by publicity & editorial, posted in soccer, traveling 

 

              

1912 have announced a friendly exhibition match to take place on August 22, 2021. The meeting of these 

two historic sides will take place at Laurel Hill Park in Secaucus, New Jersey. 

Founded in 1912, Hoboken FC is affiliated with the Cosmopolitan Soccer League, and the NJ Soc-

cer 

in the state of New Jersey. 

affiliated with the Eastern Pennsylvania Soccer Association, and play in the United Soccer League of 

Pennsylvania of which they are a founding member. 

German Hungarian Head Coach Jason Karasow weighed in on the upcoming match: 

 

Division 1 so we're expecting a very difficult game. " 

field. Karasow continued: 

"Our clubs have a nice relationship and we've been trying to pull offthis friendly for 

the last 

and offthe field!)" 

had this to say: 

 

played in good spirits!" 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 



Planning, Preparing, Postponing 
 

 

We all may not realize how much effort goes in to planning a trip even a day trip. By now many in 

our ranks are experts at packing up our teams, our members, our dance group and taking it on 

the road. In fact, taking it on the  road is an important  part of a11 the aspects of what we do. 

(Next time you see Werner Fricker Jr. ask him to   explain on the road vs. at home. I'd do it here, 

but I couldn't do his verbal explanation justice.) 

 

 

 

 

 



Manhattan Club: Time for a Highball with W3 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Submitted by, Werner Fricker III 
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A Generational Blend at the CVV Volksfest, by Daniel Galgon 
september 9, 2021 by publicity & editorial, posted in community 

 

Walking up the driveway of the Cannstatter Volksfest Verein my senses were triggered. I could 

hear the steady bass notes of a polka, smell the roasting biernuts in the distance, and feel the ex-

citement of everyone around. There was no mistaking that it was Labor Day weekend and the an-

nual Volksfest was underway at 9130 Academy Road. 

Over the years, I have attended this event many times, so it was no surprise to me to see the ven-

dors at the front of the fairgrounds, the beer lines packed, a fest tent filled to capacity, and carni-

val rides in the backround. Yet something was different this time around. I was there with my wife 

and my kids. Brianne and I could barely hang on to the little ones as they were trying to desper-

ately run to the stage where their Opa was playing music with our beloved Heimatklange. We 

somehow managed to hold on to them, but the challenges of making it to the, "U.G.H. Tables," 

were not over. 

It seemed like every direction I turned, I would see another friend who I haven't seen in far too long. 

Stopping to say hello and embrace everyone ended up taking a while, but those moments are really 

what this time of year is all about. 

After finally making it to our seats, we were quickly confronted by the next order of business. Food 

and drinks. We decided that Joey and I would man the tables while the girls jumped into the conces-

sion line. While we were waiting at the table for our refreshments, I made some small talk with the 

people seated near us and before long, the girls were back with hotdogs and French fries for the 

kids, and Weisswurst and potato salad for us. No complaints were heard. 

Now that our hunger was dealt with, we could make our way to the dance floor. The kid's instincts 

immediately took over and they ran straight to the stage to start jumping around and screaming 

"OPA!!!." We all danced along to the music for a few songs until the band stopped to take their first 

break. 

The break in the action allowed us to walk around taking in all of the sights around us. Popping in 

and out of the vendor tents is always fun. Doing a little window shopping, and some actual shop-

ping, is part of the experience. We continued our exploring around the premises when we ran into 

my dad who was doing his usual mingling in between band sets. He was talking with someone who I 

didn't know, when before I knew it, he was telling the friendly strangers that this is his son and 

grandson (The girls were still doing some shopping). I think the three of us, Dad, Joey, and I, all had 

the samelook of pride on our faces to be who we were to one another because out of nowhere, one of 

the strangers asked for my phone to take a quick picture. And there it was. Three generations of 

Galgon's captured in a very special moment in time. Then I looked around and was filled with a 

great sense of communal pride. This same scene was taking place all over. Children and parents 

and grandparents and great grandparents all over. Generations of families were what filled the fair-

grounds. Families that have been coming to this event for years. You could tell that they had their 

usual spots and routines. Everyone knew right where they wanted to be, who they wanted to and 

expected to see, and what attractions they HAD to take part in before leaving. 

This event is truly a staple of the Greater Philadelphia community. It's a place and time where gen-

erations can blend seamlessly. In this day and age, it is quite hard to find activities and events that 

can entertain four generations of any family. The German-American community has always done a 

great job of this. Year in and year out (we'll ignore 2020), the fall season from start to finish is filled 

with these events brought on by the local clubs. The importance of these events can easily be over-

looked. Yes, they enforce and strengthen our 

understanding of our culture and heritage, but more importantly to me at least, is the strengthening 

and reinforcement of family and community they bring. Over the past year and a half, we have been 

missing these reinforcements, and I for one couldn't be happier that they are happening again, bring-

ing us all back together. 

Daniel Galgon 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Emma Walter 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Betty Wagner 



I read a book recently that many times made me stop and think, so much so that I wanted to pull out a 

red pen to underline and star the passages so I could save them for a rainy Saturday morning like to-

day when creativity strikes. Now, let’s not get carried away, I did NOT write in my book. One library 

teacher I had in my childhood taught me to respect and take care of books. So, graffiti my new hard-

cover novel, I did not. It is the year 2021, and like any other fellow Gen Z, I took photos of the pages on 

my Iphone and “favorited” them, so they wouldn’t get lost in my wasteland of photos of pretty coffees, 

my smiling nephew, or selfies with my friends. 

Anyway, let’s not get off topic here. The first passage that caught my eye, or more specifically, my 

heart, was one that read: 

 “The ones who remained, the one who believed- they were worth fighting for.” [1] 

This simple text, 13 words, put only one thought in my head: German Hungarians. Those words still 

carry weight even at 110+ years of thriving existence. The ones who remained, the ones who care, the 

ones who get it. That is why we do what we do! 

They say it is remarkable what can happen when a group of strong individuals come together with a 

common purpose, and the German Hungarians validate this. In the midst of the chaos of the past two 

years, We found a way to stay connected, and did everything in our power to keep our traditions alive. 

We put about 40 feet on the dance floor on Tuesday nights, and 40 soccer shoes times two teams on the 

fields on Sundays. Instead of looking for a permanent home, we found it within ourselves. Our home 

isn’t a place, it’s a community. It isn’t eight walls and a dance floor with a disco ball. Our home is in 

our hearts. It’s that familiar sound of a rich saxophone playing the first song of the night, it’s crisp 

white skirts and polished black leather shoes. It’s the sound of our children’s singing voices and their 

little dance shoes tapping to the beat. It’s the red, black, red, on the soccer field and the crew of Super-

fans standing beside them. It’s our sea of red. Members in red t-shirts hopping off of a coach bus one 

after the other, folded red uniforms stacked one over the other, red skirts swishing in unison. These 

are the things that define us. 

Okay, passage number 2: 

 “She’d read somewhere that a person could change anything about herself except her place of origin. 

And she’d seen this truth about the human condition play out in the book club novels: the heroine of 

each story managed to reinvent themselves, but they were always driven by their childhood experienc-

es.” [2] 

 

What makes a person who they really are? Is it genetics, outside factors, or the way you were raised? 

They say, “it takes a village.” It sounds cliché, doesn’t it? But to me, this rings true. As I think about 

some of the happiest times in my life and my childhood, those memories all have one thing in common. 

My club family. Memories of people as individuals, legends, the German Hungarians who came before 

me and paved the way. The way we play soccer, the way we dance, the way we carry ourselves, even 

the way we party, all of it together. Is it a learned behavior, or is it innate? Either way, it’s the Ger-

man-Hungarian method, and it’s a good one at that. 



So, maybe what makes me, me is really all of those things. Maybe I’m a little bit of everything. The 

granddaughter of a musician, a seamstress, a writer, a soccer player. The daughter of a dancer and a 

past president. A sister, a cousin, a friend, a niece, an aunt. Maybe we all aren’t “one thing.” We are 

many. We are writers, historians, teachers, artists, dancers, singers, musicians, athletes, friends, fam-

ily. Wir sind Deutsche Leit from Ungarn. We are German Hungarians, and we are a family. 

So, let’s keep going. 

Karina E. Fricker 

 

[1,2] from “Blush” by Jamie Brenner 



The fall fest season in the Philadelphia region is not complete without the South Street Oktoberfest at 

Brauhaus Schmitz. This annual Oktoberfest, going for 13 years strong now, is one of my favorite 

events of the year. 

In just a few hours’ time, early Saturday morning, the block of South Street between 7th and 8th was 

quickly converted into your typical fest setting: tents, tables, stage, kitchen, dance floor, and beer 

trailers. Plenty of beer trailers. 

As always, the fest gods provided some beautiful September weather. Beginning at noon, the patrons 

began to fill the block. Beer was flowing, roast pork and bratwurst hit the grills, and the Heimat-

klaenge was all set and ready to go. 

The event went off without a hitch. The German Hungarians, having been a part of this event since 

the beginning, posted up right next to the stage where we always do. We watched the Masskrugstem-

men, grabbed some beers, and as soon as the band started, we hit the floor, along with many of the 

Brauhaus Schmitz regulars. 

We performed during the band breaks and were joined by many in the audience, including Boss Man, 

Doug Hager, and New Jersey legend, Tom Frähmke. It’s always great dancing at this event because 

the crowd gets so into it. 

The fest went on throughout the day and the sounds of the Heimatklaenge could not have been any 

better. It was wonderful to hear many of their new songs since the fests have been few and far be-

tween over the past two years. 

Hats off to all of the staff at Brauhaus Schmitz for throwing one of the best Oktoberfests in Philly, and 

to all of the UGH gang that comes downtown every year to help make this event so great. 

Looking forward to October 2nd, when Brauhaus Schmitz will co-host the 4th annual Oktoberfest on 

the Square in Haddon Twp, NJ. We’ll be dancing there again and hope to see some the regular faces. 

Alex Blank 



Observations on Philly Club Fest-Season, from the WING KING 

As the Fall season is beginning and the Philly Club Fest Season will soon come to an end, it is always 

good to look back at some of the new memories and friendships made over the past few weeks. And to 

also remember some of the things that make these festivals so great.  

Every August the season begins with a trip to Danubia for the Tag Der Donauschwaben. Followed by 

the Volksfest at Canstatters, the VE Oktoberfest, and lastly we finish out with a Kirchweihfest at 

UGH.  

Each fest brings it’s own unique quality and differences, but there is always one thing that remains 

the same. What’s that you might ask? Germany Jersey guy.  

I’ve been going to all of these fests for my entire life and the ONE thing that has never changed, is 

there is always a sighting of Germany Jersey guy.  

Sure there’s many different guys sporting the German colors, but to sport them for 33+ years, and 

have the same haircut in 2021 as in 1988, well, that’s something to be proud of.  

I should note that this year, for the first time ever, he was spotted wearing a Bayer Leverkusen Jersey 

and not his typical DFB Jersey. I thought it was odd. But who am I to judge? Maybe it was laundry 

day.  

I hope this man, whoever he is, lives on forever. Proudly wearing his Germany Jersey till the end of 

time, and I look forward to telling my son about him, my son telling his son about him, and his son 

telling his son about one of the greatest legends of the Philly Fest Scene.  

Long live Germany Jersey guy. A true Philly staple.  

Submitted by :  

Wing King  



German-Hungarians: UNITED as one Club, by Michael Fricker 

I recently had a conversation with a friend and fellow German-American from our local community 

and he complimented our club on our club culture, our multiple generations and our activities all to-

gether which point towards a hopefully bright future for us. 

I accepted that compliment with humility stating that while we are lucky to have all that it’s some-

thing we have to work on and work at to keep things going. We are not always perfect at it, but it does 

seem to be something always on our mind however we succeed at it or not. 

Today I was reminded of something Emily Fricker once said: 

“You know, the Women’s Auxiliary is a committee of the club. In other organizations women are mem-

bers of their own group. Our U.G.H. women can do anything.” 

Don’t misunderstand that which my predecessor stated. Since 1963 our club exists and operates under 

what our history calls, “a new modern constitution.” While the catalyst of that document was the fund-

raising and construction of a new building, the results of it changed the culture of a club for genera-

tions. The use of standing committees alongside auxiliary groups brought together the various groups 

or sections of the past under one banner, and system of club governance. No longer was there a 

“mother club,” with various sections with their own president or bank account. Article 7 on sections in 

the original constitution includes a line pertinent to this discussion. “Each section shall be self sus-

taining and self directing as stated in the preamble.” The new constitution removes this idea altogeth-

er.  After 1963, the German Hungarians truly lived up to being that which had already been in their 

name; United. 

What my grandmother stated about our Women’s Auxiliary can also be stated about our Children’s 

Cultural Group, our Schuhplattler group, any of our dance groups, our soccer program and any of the 

teams we may decide to run. When you read her words it may seem like the first part is in opposition 

to the second. For our club, being a dedicated part of the whole is not only freeing, but it has allowed 

continuity to flourish all together as one. There is a beauty in that particular kind of order. 

When I was much younger I often asked questions about our club to my mom, my dad, and my grand-

mother. I learned so much listening to their answers and finding more questions to ask. I remember 

asking my mom that question I think we all asked at some point or another as kids at the club. “Who 

owns the club?” I don’t remember exactly what she said but I remember her as well as other adults at 

the club, my aunts, uncles, the parents of my friends always saying some form of the answer: We all 

do. 

 

In a similar fashion I asked my dad once about the job of the president of our club. What does the per-

son who is the president do? This answer I remember so vividly. My dad put his arms out in a semi-

circle saying with confidence as he brought his hands to a point interlocking his fingers: 

“The job is to hold the people together.” 

 



For holding us all together since 1963, I thank our past and current president(s): 

Frank Kirsch 

Werner Fricker 

Karl Kreutzer 

Andrew Weyershaeuser 

John Blank 

John M. Blank 

Werner Fricker Jr. 

William Galgon 

Janet Fricker Malofiy 

 

 

Michael N. Fricker 






