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Prologue	  
Hoffmann	  descendants	  in	  the	  Ohle	  and	  Schwintzer	  families	  have	  numerous	  old	  photos	  and	  
documents	  of	  their	  Hoffmann	  ancestors,	  passed	  down	  from	  their	  grandmother	  Friede	  
Hoffmann.	  	  	  One	  most	  notable	  ancestor	  is	  Dr.	  Christian	  August	  Hoffmann,	  who	  had	  been	  a	  
physician	  in	  Napoleon’s	  army	  during	  the	  Russian	  campaign.	  	  Stories	  about	  him	  were	  told	  in	  a	  
set	  of	  typewritten	  pages	  in	  German,	  headed	  “Episodes	  and	  Anecdotes”.	  	  Also	  kept	  was	  a	  
transcript	  of	  a	  letter	  he	  had	  written	  to	  his	  father	  from	  Paris	  in	  1811.	  	  After	  the	  Russian	  
campaign,	  Dr.	  Hoffmann	  returned	  to	  his	  hometown	  of	  Suhl	  in	  central	  Germany,	  where	  some	  
family	  still	  lived.	  	  The	  letter	  and	  the	  anecdotes	  are	  attached	  to	  these	  notes,	  along	  with	  English	  
translations.	  	  	  
	  
Photos	  
Dr.	  Hoffman	  (1790-‐1868)	  	  is	  shown	  in	  a	  photo	  sent	  to	  Elpenor	  with	  notations	  on	  the	  back.	  	  The	  
notations,	  we	  believe,	  were	  written	  by	  Elpenor’s	  “Cousin	  Dick”,	  Richard	  Hoffmann.	  	  Dr.	  	  C.	  A.	  	  
Hoffmann	  is	  at	  the	  center	  in	  front.	  	  The	  notations	  indicate	  that	  in	  the	  back	  row,	  left	  to	  right,	  are	  
three	  of	  Dr.	  Hoffmann’s	  sons,	  Adalbert,	  Ferdinand,	  and	  Heinrich	  Oswald.	  	  Adalbert	  and	  
Ferdinand	  were	  twins.	  	  	  Ferdinand	  moved	  to	  America	  and	  was	  the	  grandfather	  of	  Elpenor	  and	  
cousin	  Dick,	  as	  well	  as	  many	  other	  American	  Hoffmanns.	  	  The	  others	  in	  the	  photo	  are	  not	  
identified,	  but	  the	  “Episodes	  and	  Anecdotes”	  imply	  that	  they	  are	  the	  other	  children	  of	  C.	  A.	  
Hoffmann,	  namely	  Theodor	  Jonas,	  Marie,	  and	  Augusta,	  with	  an	  old	  family	  servant,	  Liesle	  
Zoegner,	  in	  the	  back.	  

	  
	  
	  



	  
Adalbert	  and	  his	  family	  settled	  in	  Mittenwald.	  
	  	  
	  
The	  Schwintzer	  relatives	  also	  had	  photos	  of	  portraits	  of	  Dr.	  Hoffmann’s	  parents,	  	  Christoph	  
Anton	  Hoffmann	  and	  Friederike	  Weidlich.	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  



	  
	  
	  
Another	  old	  photo	  showed	  a	  plaque,	  apparently	  a	  grave	  marker	  for	  Dr.	  Hoffmann.	  
	  

The	  mystery.	  
	  
One	  day	  in	  2010,	  Janet	  received	  
an	  e-‐mail	  from	  Nicola	  Aly	  of	  
Freiburg	  in	  Germany.	  	  Nicola	  runs	  
a	  tour	  agency	  in	  Freiburg	  that	  
gives	  historical	  tours	  of	  the	  city.	  	  
There	  was	  a	  metal	  plaque	  on	  the	  
side	  of	  the	  mountain	  near	  the	  city	  
commemorating	  one	  Christian	  
August	  Hoffmann.	  	  No	  one	  in	  
Freiburg	  seemed	  to	  know	  who	  he	  
was	  –	  the	  plaque	  was	  a	  mystery.	  	  
But	  in	  searching	  the	  web,	  she	  
found	  references	  to	  C.	  A.	  
Hoffmann	  in	  Susan	  Ohle’s	  
OhleHomestead	  website,	  which	  
led	  Nicola	  to	  contact	  Janet.	  	  Thus	  
began	  a	  lengthy	  correspondence	  
between	  Nicola	  and	  Janet.	  	  	  

	  
	  
We	  knew	  that	  Dr.	  Hoffmann	  had	  lived	  in	  Suhl	  most	  of	  his	  life.	  	  Why	  was	  the	  plaque	  in	  Freiburg,	  
about	  450	  km	  from	  Suhl	  near	  the	  southwest	  corner	  of	  Germany?	  
	  
Travels.	  
It	  so	  happened	  that	  Janet	  had	  the	  opportunity	  to	  attend	  a	  meeting	  of	  OSET	  (the	  international	  
Organization	  of	  Societies	  of	  Electrophysiologic	  Technologists)	  in	  Bielefeld,	  Germany,	  in	  May	  
2011.	  	  She	  and	  Frank	  planned	  not	  only	  to	  attend	  the	  meeting	  but	  also	  to	  visit	  Suhl	  and	  
Freiburg.	  	  In	  Freiburg	  we	  met	  Nicola	  and	  her	  friend	  Ruth	  Engel.	  	  Ruth	  is	  a	  self-‐acclaimed	  C.	  A.	  
Hoffmann	  fan	  who	  has	  done	  extensive	  research	  on	  the	  Hoffmann	  family.	  	  	  
So,	  to	  make	  a	  long	  story	  short,	  here	  is	  what	  we	  have	  found	  out,	  largely	  from	  Ruth’s	  work,	  from	  
our	  visit	  to	  Suhl,	  and	  from	  information	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  various	  family	  members.	  
	  
Discoveries.	  
Dr.	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  and	  his	  wife	  Friederike	  (or	  “Rickchen”)	  were	  buried	  in	  a	  graveyard	  in	  Suhl.	  	  	  
Iris	  Schwintzer	  had	  a	  photo	  of	  Dr.	  Hoffmann’s	  grave	  plaque	  in	  Suhl,	  on	  the	  back	  of	  which	  his	  
son	  Ferdinand	  had	  written	  the	  text	  of	  the	  inscription.	  	  	  
	  



	   	   Dr.	  Hoffmann’s	  grave	  in	  Suhl.	  
	  
	  
	  
A	  translation	  of	  the	  inscription	  was	  made	  by	  Birgit	  Schwintzer	  Arvin:	  
	  
Here	  lies	  an	  old	  man	  who	  consistently	  in	  the	  freedom	  of	  his	  heart	  
Aware	  of	  the	  right	  to	  his	  own	  inquiry	  
Never	  blindly	  trusting	  man’s	  proclamations	  
Quietly	  built	  up	  his	  own	  hope’s	  altar	  
The	  good	  things	  in	  his	  life	  are	  for	  him	  evidence	  of	  the	  truth.	  
Oh	  eternal	  judge,	  grant	  us	  mercy	  and	  clarity.	  
	  
Chrisitian	  August	  Hoffmann	  Dr.	  Med.	  
Born	  August	  1790,	  died	  6	  Dec	  1868	  
	  
“Think	  of	  his	  greatness,	  of	  his	  kindness	  
Of	  the	  lovable	  impulses	  of	  his	  heart	  
Of	  all	  the	  noble	  acts	  of	  his	  life.”	  



Ferdinand	  notes	  the	  first	  part	  of	  the	  inscription	  was	  composed	  by	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  himself.	  	  	  The	  
last	  three	  lines	  of	  the	  inscription	  are	  a	  quote	  from	  Schiller’s	  play,	  “Death	  of	  Wallenstein”,	  Act	  IV,	  
Scene	  8,	  the	  lines	  spoken	  by	  the	  character	  of	  Gordon.	  
	  
	  
This	  is	  a	  photo	  of	  the	  grave	  marker	  of	  C.A.Hoffmann’s	  wife,	  Friederike,	  in	  Suhl,	  and	  Ferdinand’s	  
transcription.	  

	  

The	  inscription,	  in	  English	  is:	  
“Here	  lies	  the	  best,	  the	  truest	  of	  all	  mothers”	  
Johanne	  Friederike	  Hoffmann,	  born	  
Bleymuller	  
Born	  19	  Aug	  1786,	  died	  24	  March	  1860	  
	  
	  
	  
	  



How	  did	  these	  plaques	  travel	  to	  Freiburg?	  	  Dr.	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann’s	  granddaughter	  Helene	  
(daughter	  of	  Heinrich	  Oswald	  H.)	  married	  Wilhelm	  Adolf	  Mez	  and	  settled	  in	  Freiburg.	  	  The	  Mez	  
family	  owned	  a	  silk	  factory	  in	  Freiburg	  adjacent	  to	  the	  mountain	  on	  top	  of	  which	  used	  to	  be	  the	  
Freiburg	  Castle.	  	  The	  Mez	  family	  owned	  a	  lot	  of	  land	  on	  the	  slope	  of	  the	  mountain,	  where	  they	  
developed	  gardens	  and	  arboretums.	  	  	  	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  was	  an	  avid	  botanist	  –	  we	  speculate	  that	  
after	  his	  wife	  died	  he	  may	  have	  spent	  a	  lot	  of	  time	  with	  his	  granddaughter	  in	  Freiburg	  and	  
helped	  planting	  and	  developing	  the	  gardens.	  	  	  We	  have	  evidence	  that	  the	  old	  graveyard	  in	  Suhl	  
was	  closed	  about	  1910.	  The	  plaques	  must	  have	  been	  moved	  from	  Suhl	  to	  the	  Mez	  gardens	  on	  
the	  mountain	  in	  Freiburg	  about	  that	  time.	  When	  and	  by	  whom?	  
	  
Here	  are	  the	  plaques	  as	  they	  are	  today	  mounted	  on	  the	  side	  of	  a	  cliff	  in	  Freiburg.	  

	  
	  
Shown	  here	  are	  Nicola	  Aly,	  Ruth	  Engel,	  and	  Janet	  Ohle	  Ghigo	  in	  May	  2011.	  
	  
	  
Nicola	  told	  us	  that	  botanists	  have	  been	  having	  a	  wonderful	  time	  finding	  things	  in	  the	  forest	  
that	  are	  not	  native	  to	  Germany	  or	  Europe,	  then	  wondering	  why	  they	  are	  there.	  	  We	  saw	  a	  black	  
locust	  labeled	  as	  being	  from	  North	  America.	  
	  



The	  house	  that	  Helene	  Mez	  lived	  in	  is	  still	  standing	  in	  Freiburg,	  and	  it	  is	  now	  a	  Buddhist	  center.	  

	  
	  
The	  address	  is	  #8	  Wallstrasse.	  	  It	  is	  across	  the	  street	  from	  Nicola’s	  tour	  company	  (Historix-‐
tours).	  
	  

	  
	  



A	  few	  blocks	  away,	  at	  #5	  Marien	  Str.,	  is	  another	  house	  with	  a	  family	  connection.	  	  It	  was	  the	  
home	  of	  Louise	  Bolza	  (nee	  Koenig),	  the	  grand-‐niece	  of	  Dr.	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann.	  	  Dr.	  Hoffmann’s	  
sister	  Johanna	  married	  W.L.Jacobs;	  their	  daughter	  Fannie	  married	  Friedrich	  G.	  Koenig,	  and	  
their	  daughter	  Louise	  married	  Moritz	  Bolza	  and	  lived	  in	  the	  house	  on	  Marien	  Str	  until	  about	  
1928.	  	  They	  had	  a	  son	  Oskar	  who	  became	  a	  mathematician	  and	  moved	  to	  Chicago.	  
The	  house	  is	  now	  a	  hotel,	  called	  Hotel	  Alleehaus.	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  
	  
	  
Adventures	  in	  Suhl.	  
	  
Prior	  to	  our	  visit	  in	  Freiburg,	  we	  spent	  a	  day	  and	  a	  half	  in	  Suhl,	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann’s	  home	  town.	  
We	  did	  not	  find	  out	  much	  about	  our	  Hoffmanns,	  but	  we	  had	  an	  interesting	  visit.	  	  First	  we	  found	  
the	  town	  graveyard	  (Friedhof),	  but	  there	  was	  no	  one	  there	  born	  earlier	  than	  the	  late	  1800’s.	  	  It	  
was	  clear	  that	  there	  were	  a	  lot	  of	  Hoffmanns	  with	  all	  possible	  spellings.	  	  It	  is	  likely	  that	  there	  
are	  distant	  cousins	  still	  living	  in	  the	  area.	  	  	  

	  



	  
	  
Janet	  had	  records	  indicating	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  was	  baptized	  at	  the	  Hauptkirche	  St.	  Marien.	  	  We	  
visited	  the	  church	  offices	  and	  found	  they	  had	  the	  original	  records	  of	  the	  baptism.	  Interestingly	  
there	  was	  nothing	  about	  his	  death,	  implying	  he	  was	  no	  longer	  active	  in	  the	  church	  at	  that	  time.	  	  	  
We	  asked	  about	  an	  old	  graveyard	  where	  C.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  might	  have	  been	  buried	  and	  were	  told	  
that	  the	  old	  graveyard	  did	  not	  exist	  any	  more.	  	  We	  could	  perhaps	  have	  learned	  more	  about	  
what	  happened	  to	  it	  if	  our	  abilities	  with	  German	  had	  been	  better.	  	  	  We	  speculated	  that	  the	  town	  

had	  suffered	  destruction	  during	  
World	  War	  II,	  since	  the	  
manufacture	  of	  weapons	  had	  been	  a	  
major	  industry.	  	  	  	  
	  
We	  learned	  that	  even	  earlier,	  in	  
1920,	  there	  had	  been	  a	  violent	  
“Putsch”,	  commemorated	  by	  a	  
slogan	  on	  the	  front	  wall	  of	  the	  Town	  
Hall,	  “Im	  grunen	  Wald	  Die	  Rote	  
Stadt,	  Die	  ein	  Zerschossen	  Rataus	  
Hatt”.	  	  {In	  the	  green	  forest	  is	  the	  
Red	  City,	  whose	  town	  hall	  was	  
destroyed	  by	  gunfire.}	  	  By	  the	  way,	  
the	  “Green	  Forest”	  refers	  to	  the	  
Thuringer	  Wald,	  which	  surrounds	  
Suhl	  and	  the	  neighboring	  towns.	  	  

	  



	  
	  
	  
The	  plaque	  on	  the	  Hauptkirche	  (above)	  notes	  that	  one	  L.	  A.	  Hoffmann	  was	  involved	  in	  planning	  
the	  rebuilding	  of	  the	  church	  after	  it	  had	  been	  destroyed	  by	  fire	  in	  1753.	  
	  	  
We	  visited	  the	  town	  library	  and	  saw	  an	  1835	  address	  directory,	  which	  had	  a	  listing	  for	  Dr.	  
Hoffmann,	  giving	  his	  address	  as	  61.62	  am	  Schuhmarkt	  auf	  dem	  Raasen.	  	  This	  was	  the	  only	  
town	  directory	  they	  had	  from	  that	  era;	  others	  may	  have	  been	  in	  storage.	  	  The	  closest	  
approximation	  to	  this	  address	  in	  the	  present	  time	  is	  a	  street	  called	  “Am	  Rasen”	  in	  the	  nearby	  
community	  of	  Heinrichs	  a	  little	  to	  the	  west.	  	  	  	  
	  
The	  Spangenbergs	  are	  another	  prominent	  family	  in	  Suhl.	  We	  visited	  the	  Spangenberg	  
Apotheke,	  where	  we	  found	  a	  good	  map	  of	  the	  town.	  	  Spangenbergs	  and	  Hoffmanns	  are	  
interrelated,	  according	  to	  the	  family	  trees	  we	  have	  seen.	  

	  
The	  Town	  Library	  in	  Suhl.	  
	  
We	  had	  hoped	  to	  visit	  Jena.	  It’s	  not	  far	  from	  Suhl	  and	  the	  “Episodes	  and	  Anecdotes”	  indicate	  Dr.	  
Hoffmann	  may	  have	  donated	  some	  medicinal	  herbs	  from	  his	  garden	  to	  the	  gardens	  at	  Jena	  
University.	  Janet	  had	  e-‐mail	  correspondence	  with	  several	  people	  at	  the	  University	  Botanical	  
Gardens;	  they	  had	  no	  record	  of	  anything	  from	  Christian	  August	  Hoffmann.	  This	  visit	  and	  other	  
genealogic	  studies	  fleshed	  out	  some	  of	  our	  spare	  information	  on	  this	  branch	  of	  the	  family.	  We	  
hope	  more	  material	  will	  emerge	  in	  years	  to	  come.	  
	  
	  
	  



	  
	  

	  



 1 
AUGUST HOFFMANN: Episodes and Anecdotes (translated by John A. Williams) 
 
Dr. August Hoffmann in Suhl, who went on the Russian Campaign, almost never spoke of it, 
because he had terrible memories of the suffering and horror of that terrible war.  However, his 
son once told his grandchildren of an episode, how when the grandfather and three of his 
comrades came across a downed horse in those days of icy cold, they had to slaughter it and 
draw lots who should lie down first in the newly slaughtered horse’s body, in order to try at last 
to get a bit warm. 
 
A French officer during the campaign gave Grandfather August his watch in gratitude, because 
he stood by him in his last need.  It was a silver watch, on which two men struck the ¼ hour and 
the ½ hour.  This watch came with his son Ferdinand to America, and then to his son Walter, 
who has unfortunately passed away.  
 
Grandfather was a great botanist.  In his garden he had a bush, whose leaves, if one approached 
them with a flame, seemed to burn.  In fact, it was the resin-impregnated air from the leaves that  
flamed, without the bush itself catching fire.  This plant is known by the name Triptamnus Fraxi-
nella. 
 
Dr August also recounted that on the Russian campaign, their victuals came from every side.  
One would contribute meat, another bread, another cheese, another tallow candles, vegetables, 
onions, each whatever he had. It was all thrown into a big pot with water and some salt, and 
boiled together.  Then this mixture was eaten, and they were just happy to have something hot. 
 
Grandfather Dr August Hoffmann, who went on the Russian Campaign as a 19year old army 
doctor was less harmed by the rain and wet than the others, because he had an mantle of cloth 
outside and inside with an oilcloth lining between them, so the moisture could not get to him. In 
this he was one man at least somewhat protected from the inclemency of that terrible winter.  
This overcoat was kept for a long time in memory.  His granddaughter Helene Mez, born 
Hoffmann, still remembers the overcoat.  
 
When Dr Hoffmann came home from the Russian campaign as a young army doctor, he went to 
the family estate near Schwallungen, which he inherited part of later as a marriage settlement.  
There he saw the lovely Rickchen Bleimueller, and made up his mind at once to marry her. 
Rickchen at first was reluctant, since she was older than he, but her Cousin Frau Kommerzrat 
(Commerce Councilor: German title) Spangenberg1 in Suhl told her, “You just take him; you’ll 
never get a better man!” Only then did Rickchen decide to marry Grandfather. 
  

                      
1 The Spangenberg family is very prominent in Suhl and has several connections with the Hoffmanns. 
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When Grandfather August Hoffmann died, and his son Heinrich came with his daughter to 
Suhl a few days before that to his sickbed, he told the daughter,  “tu vieas a mes 
funerailles”(you’ll have come for my funeral)--he spoke French to the daughter and Latin with 
his son, so that his daughter would not understand, and the servants would not know what he told 
the daughter. His mind was clear up to the last.  He knew seven languages, Latin, Greek, French, 
English, Italian and German.   
 
He was a well-known Botanist, and left a fine herbarium to the University of Jena, and was often 
naturally consulted by universities as a specialist who could clear up botanical questions. 
He was a singular man, and preferred his beef quite dry.  And woe if the rolls which came to his 
table were not dry through and through!  He used to get up at five in the morning and have a bad 
cup of coffee and a dry roll.  Then at seven he would have a modest second breakfast with a 
bottle of beer, a herring, and a piece of blackbread, and go to visit his patients until one, when he 
would eat a very modest dinner.   
 
Once his niece Fanny Koenig sent him a big keg of wine from Oberzell near Wuerzburg, which 
was placed in the big entry to the house.  When he saw the keg with his wife, he was quite upset 
to see that there was moisture around it. His wife opined that it was from the cats in the house   
(he had a great fondness for cats, and his wife did not).  The Doctor insisted “It is leaking wine!” 
and put his finger in it. It was the cats!  
 
Once his daughter Auguste was visiting the grandparents in Suhl with her little daughter Fanny.  
The child was playing by herself in the garden at the fountain, and got completely wet, as child-
ren do.  The mother grew upset about it, and seized the child immediately to change her, just as 
Grandfather arrived.  She told him, “The naughty child has gotten herself all wet and muddy; she 
needs to be punished!”  The grandfather took little Fanny by the hand back to the little fountain, 
and said, “There, you can puddle around in peace now: it won’t make the least difference!” 
 
Another time, Doctor August set the following task for the six children: whoever would go up 
the stairs to his study, and there in the dark take the cap off the skeleton that stood there, would 
get a special mark of his approval.  It was Theodor the later physician who undertook to do it, the 
mark of his medical interests appearing early. 
 
One day Doctor August wanted to leave quite early on a short journey, and said, “One of the 
children, Marie or Heinrich, can come with me—whoever wakes up first!”  Marie was a year 
older than Heinrich, and believed she would surely wake up first.  Heinrich, a sly-boots his 
whole life long, was four or five.  He put his leg out of the bed so he would feel the cold and not 
sleep  too soundly. Then when his father had been in bed awhile, Heinrich cried, “I’m awake 
already, so I can come along!” 
 
After her father’s death, Auguste Hoffmann brought home a clock she inherited from her father 
that had been promised to her upon the event of his death. The house came from her uncle and 
father-in-law, who had built it for himself in Schleusingen. 
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It was said of this clock that whenever its owner was called by death, and it was in the room, it 
would strike the last hour for the dying person, as long as it was in the family.   
 
Great-Grandfather Anton Hoffmann was an official, and once received a visitor who wanted to 
talk to him about some particular matter. The visitor was led into his chamber, and came oddly 
close to the official during the conversation, so that he felt uncomfortable.  During this time a 
maid came into the chamber and made herself busy there for a long time, so that at last the visitor 
interrupted his visit and left.  It was known later that this man had come with murderous intent, 
and carried a wooden club which had been hollowed out and filled with lead, in order to strike 
the official down.  Only the intervention of the maid prevented him from carrying out his plan.     
 
According to another account, the official turned around unexpectedly during his conversation 
with the stranger, who kept oddly trying to get behind him, saw how the man was preparing to 
attack him with his club, and forced him to leave the room.  It was the robber “Pfarrer Trinius,” 
who sought in this unusual way to get hold of valuable books—no ordinary thief, he confined his 
robberies to books he wanted to obtain.  The account can be found in the new Pitaval, under “Re-
markable Crimes.” 
 
According to Frau Auguste Hoffmann, who was born a Hoffmann, the old standing clock, given 
Anton Hoffmann by Chief-Forester Hoffman and made for him, passed to his brother August 
Hoffmann at his death, with the provision that it should go to their children, Albert and Auguste. 
The old clock  is said to have started striking just at the moment when the planned murder was to 
be committed, and to have deterred it.  In 1922, the clock was still in the possession of Fanny 
Bernhuber, the only daughter of Auguste and Albert. 
 
Grandmother Friedericke Hoffmann, nee Bleimueller, used to have a little nap after dinner, and 
needed to read a bit in order to nod off better.  So one day, she asked her husband to please bring 
her something to read--not too exciting.  He did indeed bring her a book, and advised her to get 
deeply into it.  She picked the book up, while her husband stayed behind her, to see what sort of 
face she would make over the book he had chosen.  It was the Vaga Logarithmic tables.  As he 
hastily quit the room, the book flew after him! 
 
Grandmother Hoffmann had her customary Whist circle, to which Lieutenant-Colonel von 
Roggenbuck and his wife also belonged.(their portrait is in Coburg) .  One day, Grandmother 
won so much that she could pay her Sunday veal roast-- fully twelve at the time--from the 
proceeds.  
 
She still knitted socks for her son Ferdinand and sent them to America when she was well gone 
in years.  She had four children—a daughter, two sons and another daughter, when the stork 
made his fifth visit, Grandmama observed, “Well, if it must be, then I hope it will be a little 
girl!” When the great day came, it was twin boys: Ferdinand and Adalbert! 
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When the five children of Dr Hoffmann were together at the parents’ house in the summer of 
1868, they telegraphed the sixth, Frau Auguste Hoffmann who was in Blankenhain, that she was 
expected, and must come.  She reflected some time on whether she should go, when another 
telegram came to the family friend, Buergermeister Oells: “Do all you can to get our sister 
Auguste to answer us and come!” At that, she went to Suhl as quickly as she could.  It was the 
last time that the children were all together in Suhl, and that the youngest daughter saw her father 
alive.  
 
(A Family picture of Dr. August Hoffmann with his six grown children, and with the old former 
family servant “Liesle Zoegner” still exists.) 
 
Notes: 
We* think these anecdotes are recollections set down by Dr. C. A. Hoffmann’s granddaughter 
Helene Mez, who settled in Freiburg.  Her husband owned a silk factory, and owned a tract of 
land on the slopes of the mountain adjoining the city of Freiburg.  
 Dr. John A. Williams translated these notes into English about 2010. 
(John Williams is married to Caroline, nee Hoffmann) 
(* Janet and Frank Ghigo, 2011) 
(C.A. Hoffmann is Great-Great-Grandfather of both Janet and Caroline) 

















Transcript of a Letter from Dr. August Hoffmann to his father,  
Herrn Justizamtmann Hoffmann1 in Suhl/Thuringen 
 
Paris, 7 August 1811 
 (Translated by John A. Williams) 
 
Best of fathers,  
 
Neither the great distance from my Fatherland nor the bustle of this immeasurable capital could 
make me forget my first duty, to offer you my filial gratitude.  The pleasure that I may enjoy 
when I stand astonished before the statue of the Apollo Belvedere2, or when before the Column 
of Trajan3 I survey magnificent Paris at my feet, makes me aware that first of all I owe that 
pleasure to you, good Father.  
 
To be sure, eight days have already gone by since my arrival here, and I should have laid hand to 
pen already, yet the wish to give you not only the news of my happy arrival, but that of my……, 
as well as my prospect of entering the Faculty of Medicine to add to that, may excuse my delay 
in your eyes. 
 
Counter to all expectation, I myself am still not in the position to give you the slightest informa-
tion on either subject, since my seven things unfortunately have still not arrived, and I wear only 
on my body that which like Bius (note: a pet?) –though not in so strict a sense—I must carry 
with me.  Now as noted, not the Egyptian pyramids nor the monuments of Rome or Palmyra any 
more than his little black garment can withstand the devouring tooth of Time, so I can not blame 
my gray suit-coat that after a three month per varios cahus per tot discrimina rerum4 is not quite 
so cultivated and elegant to bring out, and you have there at once the cause why I have not paid 
my addresses to Madame Lutheroch in Versailles on the one hand, nor waited upon the local 
professors of Medicine on the other.  
 
In case Jacobs in Rodach did not receive my letter from Duomo d’Ossela, the reasonable quest-
ion will arise for you: what star actually led me to Basel?  It was not the one that led the kings of 
Orient. Ah, dear Father, the avowal will not come from this pen; perhaps another would be more 
obedient.  In a word, it was a star that rose from the ever-icy peak of the Jungfrau and in lovely 
Upper Italy took on a warmer brilliance, and from the fire of my desire to see the proud towers of 
Venice, on Lake Como the beauty, on the threatening Rhone glacier of Furka to marvel at the 
terrible aspects of Nature, and grew to a bright unquenchable flame. 
 

                      
1 Dr. Hoffmann’s father was Christoph Anton Hoffmann (1741-1814); Herrn Justizamtmann [“Mr. Court of Law man”, probably 
means Honored Judge] 
2 The Apollo Belvedere was brought to Paris by Napoleon after his 1796 Italian campaign and displayed in the Louvre.  After the 
fall of Napoleon in 1815 it was returned to the Vatican where it has been ever since. 
3 Probably refers to the victory column Napoleon erected in the Place Vendome patterned after Trajan’s column. 
4 That’s Latin 



Even in Leipzig I let the resolve for this Journey take a firm root, and it was there in Wuerzberg 
in the hard study which really made me, winter semester before last, a hypochondriac imaginary  
invalid, as one could tell from my letters (I would think back then that I suffered from a phtlihis 
mehlterich.)  It was that, I say, that emboldened me, and carrying it out is what gave me my 
present perfect health, stilled my insatiable desire for travel, and made me ready and eager for 
my further studies.  These three great advantages I gained, never enough to outweigh the loss of 
your affection--but my dear father, I should never fear that.  Your forbearance with some serious 
mistakes which would not have given me these advantages, your ever-manifested paternal bene-
volence, which has led me with since my childhood with such patience, will this time also be my 
advocates and procure me your pardon.     
 
My journey, whose details I have not the space to expatiate upon here, but for which I kept a 
scrupulous diary, was briefly this: Vienna, Graz, Laibach, Oberlugbach, Juria, then back through  
Oberlugbach to Zirknitz, to the famous lake, Adelsberg, Trieste, then by ship to Venice, almost 
capsizing with Englishmen, by the way--a fate which we saw befall another ship coming from 
the Tom Lake two days earlier.  Then magnificent Brenta, to Padua--particularly interesting for 
me from a medical point of view—through Viacenza, Verona and Brescia, to Milano. The holi-
days began in Pavia. I let all that go, however, particularly because I had the pleasure of talking 
to Scarpe in Milan. 
 
From there I went to Como, and by the lake to Villa Miniana, then back by Varese to Laveno on 
Lake Maggiore in the Paradise of Isola Bella and Isola Madre, then by Duomo d’Ossela by the 
Simplon Pass to Brigg, northeast to Muenster in the Canton of Wallis, by the snowfields of the 
Grimsel to Haslital to Mayringen, by the Black Forest to Grindelwald, over the Wenger Alp to 
Lauterbrunnen, and in this beautiful valley to Untersee, over the lake to Brienz, back to Mayr-
ingen, and again on the Grindel, then over the Furka to Raxalp and over the St Gotthard, then 
back to Andermatt by the Urnerloch and die Devilsbridge to W……. and Allorst to Buerglen on 
the Vierwaldstaetter Lake to Wilhelm Tell’s  Monument, and on the Ruetli to Brunnen, from 
there to Schwyz by the Schwyzersee, and the dreadful Goldauer Landslide, where six years ago 
700 people lost their lives, on the divine Rigi, where Duke Ernst von ---- wanted to end his life, 
were it not that he died before he could.  From here down to Gossler’s Chapel near Kussnacht, 
by the Lake of Zug to Zug, ove the Uebis to Zurich, from there to Elisau to Benken, to Dr Mang, 
where my suitcase still is,  to Schaffhausen and the Rhine Falls, by Kaiserstuhl in the baths of 
Baden, then to a university friend and from there to Basel.  
 
My passport shows Besancon, then from Basel to Belfort, Besancon, Gray, Longres, Chaumont, 
Bar sur Aube,Troyes, Noyent, Provins, to Paris.  I did nearly the whole journey alone and on 
foot, and needed not half as much money as you probably think, though I let nothing pass me by 
in any town, making sure to see what was most remarkable there, and especially in Italy ran into 
high costs, more than three times as much the cheap Austrian prices.   
 
My good Genius protected me from all serious mishaps, I mean especially such things as high-
way robbery and sickness in never-certain Italy.  Toward the end I was near despair, since I had 
actually come to Paris with only 9 francs left. Here however I found my friend Pinaire, whom I 
had come to know along with his family in Vienna, where he could thank me for the services of a 



real friend, among other things completely treating his wife during a two-week illness, and acting 
as an interpreter in some business he had.  Now he was very helpful to me here.   
 
I await your answer, longing to know that you are still well.  Don’t omit other news, even if of 
lesser interest to me.  My compliments to Wilhelm, Haennchen and all, and my two sisters and 
all those who know me. 
 
In my next letter, you will learn if I found a position here in Paris, or went to the Army.  My 
friend gives me much hope of the former, and the latter won’t fail as an option. My studies are 
underway, both French and Italian, both of which I intend to learn fully, and they will take a lot 
of time.  It is three times more expensive in Paris than Vienna, but if I find a position, it will be 
three times as remunerative as one in Vienna.   
 
Begging your forgiveness, as well as your enduring love, I am, 
Your obedient son, August Hoffmann.  
 
My address is; Rue de Tour St Honore 
Chatel de la Mayenne 
Street  14 
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