Carl Michael Potratz
June 15, 1948 - February 16, 2022

Carl Michael “Mike” Potratz
Carl Michael “Mike” Potratz, of Colorado Springs, Colorado, passed away on Wednesday,
February 16, 2022, in Keller, Texas. He will be remembered as a loving father to all that
knew and loved him. He was born on June 15, 1948, in Bad Mergentheim, Germany, to
Chester and Karin. Carl was always known for his love and devotion to everyone,
especially his family and friends. While Carl has lived in many states and countries
between Chester’s military career and his own career in the Air Force, he has called Texas
his home for the last 34 years. Carl was preceded in death by his wife of 49 years,
Masako; parents Chester and Karin; and his brother Steven. Carl is survived by his son
James and wife Patricia of Arlington, Texas, and four grandchildren: Joe, Selena,
Brandon, and David; his brother Joey and wife Allison of Cabot, Arkansas, and five nieces
and nephews: Karli, Elizabeth, Colby, Jason, and Jennifer.
There will be a funeral Mass with Rosary on Monday, March 14, 2022, at St. Elizabeth Ann
Seton Catholic Church in Keller, Texas. The Rosary will begin at 10:00 AM, and the Mass
will be held at 10:30 AM. Inurnment will follow in the Church’s Columbarium.
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Comments

“

Days of Sunshine Bouquet was purchased for the family of Carl Michael Potratz.

March 09 at 08:19 PM

“

A little about Dad's history.
He was the first one to help and would outwork anyone with no need for accolades or
recognition. If I could be half of what he was to me, I would be a good father. When
she passed, I said this about my mother: “anything good that I have been or will ever
be is because of her.” My father would be “any success that I have achieved,
toughness gained and any positive legacy I pass on will because of him.” I have
been blessed immensely to have been their son.
Dad was born in Bad Mergentheim, Germany, at the end of WWII. My grandfather,
Chester from Chicago, joined the military to support the war effort and fought his way
to Germany to ultimately become part of the occupying force. He met my
grandmother, Karin, from a part of Germany that became part of Poland after the
war.
Grandpa remained in the Army and retired a Command Sargent Major, which
provided my father a rather colorful but challenging life. Grandpa went to Korea and
Vietnam, leaving Dad as the oldest of 3 boys handling many things for the family. As
a child, he lived in: Colorado Springs, CO; Dallas, TX: Nurnburg, Germany; Wichita,
KS; Colorado Springs (again); Baumholder, Germany; Colorado Springs (again,
again).
Upon his graduation from high school in Colorado, the nation was embroiled in the
Vietnam War. Rather than waiting to be drafted, he preemptively joined the Air Force.
He entered into flight simulation – an industry that he would be in for the duration of
his work in both the military and private sectors.
Eager to see the world, he wanted to go as far away from Colorado as possible (but
not Vietnam) and ended up in Okinawa, Japan. He planned to serve his term and go
to college. Instead, he met my mother, Masako (who is inurned in the columbarium).
To win my mother over and receive her family’s acceptance, he remained between
Kadena (Okinawa) and Yakota (Japan) for the next five years. After marrying my
Mom, they both came to the United States to continue his 22 year Air Force career.
They lived in: Riverside, CA; Tacoma, WA; Champagne, IL (where I was born);
Tucson, AZ, Langley, VA; Ogden, UT. He retired as a Chief Master Sargent and took
a job with a flight simulation company near Friendswood, TX (I was 12). He worked
for 17 years in the same building but for several simulation companies, with the bulk
being related to NASA needs. He fought and took hardship to stay in Friendswood to
provide me educational stability so that I would not have to fight as hard as he did.
He sent me to college. I am a product of his selflessness, toil, and success.

Jimmy - March 09 at 05:10 PM

“

I wanted to share a few words about my Dad, Carl Michael “Mike” Potratz (everyone
called him Mike).
My apologies, but I can’t help but write so much. As a child, he was my hero, my role
model in adulthood, and my hero again as he took care of my dementia-stricken
mother and continued to persevere in her death while struggling with his own
dementia. When asked to describe him, my best description is “Father.” He was
everything a good father is supposed to be. He was selfless, loving, stern, gentle,
forgiving, demanding, moral, honest, hardworking, and always there. Somehow, he
understood the fine line between mercy and permissibility and molded me into a man
who could handle the world. Never was my baseball, football, soccer, or track event
ever missed. He was my head coach or assistant coach for everything; my tireless
practice partner and a sports lover who pushed me in the right ways to have fun
without ever vicariously living through me. From his words and examples, I learned to
win graciously, lose with dignity, play with pride, fail, and succeed, all while doing
things the honest way. He pushed me academically and fostered a desire for higher
education. For reasons that I write about later, he dedicated his life to ensuring, but
not forcing upon, the opportunities that he did not have due to circumstance. He
wanted and took delight in any success I had more significant than his own.
He was the first one to help and would outwork anyone with no need for accolades or
recognition. If I could be half of what he was to me, I would be a good father. When
she passed, I said this about my mother: “anything good that I have been or will ever
be is because of her.” My father would be “any success that I have achieved,
toughness gained and any positive legacy I pass on will because of him.” I have
been blessed immensely to have been their son.
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