- THE GERMANY I REMEMBER
an

Jass A, Roy

This article continues my personal recollections of life in
many, begun in the July number of Tg DALHOUSIE REVIEW.

The first instalment ended with stories of Giessen.

1

Oceasionally T slipped down to Frankfort for a change.
1 stayed with Fraulein Wagner in Escherheimer Landstrasse,
vary¥elever and cultured woman, a connection of THE
NER. At her house I met some of the most interesting
Feankfort, musicians, literati, journ The

n was a great friend of old Pfarrer B-lunberx, and I

t many an amusing evening in his homo. But it was not

it
d from the Church, which, I have no doubt, he served as
u served the King of Prussia

Paris. His family consisted of his wife, an unobtrusive
woman whoso thoughts were bound up with the traditional
e “K's"” of the old-fashioned German housewife; two sons
d a daughter. The elder son was a dreamy youth who was
tly “soft’” mentally. He did some sort of market gardening.
jo younger lad was stiff and arrogant. He had two ambitions
life—to become a Rhodes Scholar at Oxford, and to join the
plomatic servico after his service in the army. The daughter,
o was studying art in Paris, spent her time sprawling on the
in the living-room, smoking endless cigarottes, reading
ch novels, and goading her younger brother to frensy by
republican_ideas. But often it was the Pfarrer himsolf
o unwittingly caused violent scenes. For instance, after
n (ammg meal), when the wine had cirenlated and
0 might begin th
BR s (e, it poornart:
“It is a terrible thing that you two young men”'—referring
0 his younger son and myself—"who are seated at my table
50 happily this evening, must one day fight each other.”
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“Rot! father,” the artist interrupted from the sofa. “War
is not inevitable, as you and people of your generation seem 0
assumo. But if it does come, it will come only through fl
stupidity of people like yourself who are always talking about
it, or through the provocative attitude of fools like the—"

“Shut your mouth”, shouted the young diplomat.
forbid you o mention that name,

“Kaiser and his advisers.”

“I tell you T forbid you—"

“Quiet Kinder. Quiot Kinder" the Herr Pfarrer admonished
“Remember there is & guest present, and such quarrelling 18
unsoemly. But I say to you all that war will surely come.
is the law of God and of Nature that there must be war.
arder to fulfll her high destiny, Germany must go to
war with England, which stands in the way of its fulfilm
Two great nations, Germany and England, rivals in trade ar
for world domination, cannot avoid going to war sooner or ls
War is a terrible thing, as I myself know. And the next wa
will be not merely an affair of two armies fighting, but of
entire nation. Always they are inventing new weapons,
now with our Zeppelins it will be a far more terrible war
the last one.”

“Unless you withdraw that insult,” the young diplon
eontinued, returning to the previous question, “I shall have,
denounced for lése majesté.”

“I tell you the man has no sense of discretion. Look what
he said shout the work of the sculptor of the Ionio capitals
the new Kurhaus in Wiesbaden. He has ruined the man. y

can't he hold his tongue?”

“The Kaiser, T tell you, was right. The fellow who
those capitals deserved what he got. His work was an
to German art and German Kultur.”

“Germun art! German Kultur!” mimicked the artist
the sofa.

“You must excuse the Kinder Herr Roy,” the Herr
apologised. *‘They are still very young—especis Biibchen

This reference to himself made the “little fellow" grind his
teeth and glare furiously at his father who, ignoring the
continued:

“Anna, as you know, has lived and studied in
which is perhaps not a good thing in these days of Social D
racy and irreligion.
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‘She has insulted my Kaiser,” the young fellow stormed.
“No, no. She did not think what she was saying,” the Herr
Pjarrer explained.
“She ought never to have been allowed to return to
she prefers them to
1 Decadents, degenerates, republicans,
Bocial Democrats."
The artist blew a cloud of cigarette smoke. Her hair trailed
over her ears; her blouse stuck up above her belt, showing an
*nd-rvm that was none too clean. Her stockings had holes

the heels.
“They should have dropped you on the head when you
" she shouted back.
that you two Kinder have exchanged compli-
ats,” the Herr Pfarrer continuod tranquilly, “let us continue
our talk about the war that will so soon be upon us”
Bomﬂhln T took a run over to Marburg to stay with the
nns. Herr Sardemann, senior, was a retired civil servant,
L h and his wife wero interested in Foreign Missions, and in
ther Church work. On Sunday evenings his wife and hn lolll'
assembled for family worship. Two of the
and sat, during the reading of the Luther Blble md
ginging of the Psalms, holding the hands of their respective
(fiancées). Everyone, with the exception of the old man

his wife, smoked cigars all the time and sipped red wine.
only thing that interrupted the pleasure of my visits to
irg was that sooner or later someone would begin to talk
the eoming war. It was the same in Worms when I went
stay with the Geils. In carefree hours, on lovely walks on
. at jolly quaflings of Liebfrauenmilch, costume

hen

en I used oceasionally to attend service in the Johan-

che. Two pastors were attached to the church, One was

d man; the other, young. They were both gentlomen.

old P[nv'ur liked his glass of beer, and was an able church

orian a tremendous respect for Lhe Shbe. for the
m!ronlm powers that were. He was very discroet

ipi, nover offended anybody, and was well- Hrddpe hnghb

community. T suppose he had never commits

t sin in his life; in fact, I question whether he really

.qm un meant, God was for him very obviously a Ger-

of Super Head of the State. That was as far as his
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beliefs seemed to go. But he had one fixed belief which he never
failod to mention—the inevitability of war. I got to know the
younger man well, through his taking lessons in English from me,
He was an alert, up-to-date young theologian, an expert in New
Testament exegesis, was mildly interested in social and political
problems, and hated the Social Domocrats. Ho seemed to think
that the chief mission of the Protestant Church in Germany
was to fight the Social Democrats, and to fight them was to
fight the battle of the State. He was a good citizon like the old
Pfarrer, and a loyal civil servant. I could never learn from him
that ho rogarded himself as a Christian Knight waging a spiritual
warfare. But he had one main preocupation—and that was
why ho took lessons in English from me—the coming war with
England.

11

After a few months at the Hasslers, I moved to]theStephan-
strasse in order to be near Thomas. My new landlord, Herr
Christ, was a black-avised, friendly littlo man, He was a railway
guard. His wife was a gentle and kindly Hausfrau. They had
three daughters and a son, Ernst. It was a perpetual worry
to Frau Christ why Ernst, who was a quiet lad, fond of playing
the zither and with a taste for learning foreign languages, should
have been born into this world apparently for the express purpose.
of killing Frenehmen—or Englishmen—if he wasn't killod by
them. She used to get on this subject when I visited her and
her husband in the kitchen, but whenever she began, her Mann
growled:

“Blodsinnig, Quatsch! (Stuff and nonsense). Wife, you
know nothing of sueh matters. Tho thing is impossible. The
French—perhaps. But the English! Nover!”

And, being a good and obedient wife, Frau Christ would
say no more about the matter, but put on the coffea pot. While
the coffee was getting ready, she cut a plateful of slices of black
bread, which she spread with plum-jam skimming. When we
were seated at table, she talked of things that were within her
compass and scope. Why was it that the Customs had held
up my Seotch pudding? 1 tried to explain what a haggis was.
But why was it held up? I told her that it was because some
Chicago meat packers had lately been dropping human fingers
into their sausages, and the German Customs authorities didn't
want o have anything from Chicago getting into Germany.
But surely there was a difference between Scotland and Chicago?
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inly, but the Customs people didn't scem to realise that.

A shame! for no doubt, the Customs people would eat the hageis
elves, Chicago or no Chicago. There seemed to be no
o in the world. Fine, that about the Gnnd Duke having

Yacw? ‘A yowig shoot geateed on the Hesmisa, troe)”
papers called the child. The Grand Duke was an excollent

Frau Christ and her Mann had often seen him when he
o as Chancellor to attend University functions.

At the mention of that word, Herr Christ looked warningly
her across hu coffes u\lp—And why import all these Prussian
me to Giessen? They just irritated

6 people by their hu!lymg ways, Dreck Prouse (dirty Prussians)
3¢ crowds shouted at them. What were they afraid of? No
in Giessen would dream of hurting Majestdt. Their own
H.asllm po!wa Wonld see to that; they knew all the

n the town. And that reminded her, the

it nn the ﬂoor benuth had been quarrelling terribly
People said that he wanted to get rid of

blie scandal. No, no, not their living together, but the
they made. If it came to living together—what about
{hese Russians on the ground floor? All anarchists, loarning
wfacture bmnb- for th volution. Perhaps
was why n_poli dr:
town when S5 Khiaar won e Al Jind 1. sl bt ez
Vo , the Polish student on the floor above? But these
Poles drank so! Herr Wolkewitz had been fined for Leichen-
igung (insulting a corpse). He had been to the Kneipe
in the day instead of attending his classes, and on the
he and some of his friends had met the funeral.
ui uumd 10 sing “T had a comrade onee”. And Herr
madeap! He had been threatened by another
B o dotacaation, s fhio case was quashed when he made
ablic apology and paid forty marks to the
45. arr Sardemenn too! He had just fought his mud duel,
sabres, for calling the members of the Germanen corporation
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‘a set of peasants’ sons!” But Herr Sardemann was a
(left-hander) and had escaped with a mere scrateh, The
man he fought had lost hAlf his cheek, and was said to be

And I

Skalitzsky they now had to keep a special beer warmer for
to warm his beer. That is to say, when he deigned to drink it

And Herr “Jossel”, that quiet little Jew from Darmstadt,
the quiet eyes, had been slapped in the face by & member of th
und could not fight, as the Jews were nicht sali

g (could nM. mve satisfaction). That was only

too, u.lf.hnugh it did seem hard on the Jews who were

e wwase neve: shis 4 amawer Hedk L ek
were far too many Jews in Germany in any case, Let thes

g0 back where they came from—wherever that was. Soo

opening one at the corner, just under Herr Professor
apartment. How that man managed to get along with
children! Two wives he had had; he kept them at it!" .
Before I returned to Scotland for a vacation in 1001
Giessen University celebrated the threo hundredth anni
of its foundation. It was an occasion for great rejoicing.
speeches of congratulation were made by many distingu
men. There were representatives from universities all o
world. But at all the receptions, at all the gay garden p
at all the elaborate banquets, there seemed to me to bea-
of restlessness, almost of foreboding. As my train ste
of the railway station early one morning, on the way to Col
there came floating across to me in full-throated chorus the:
ing strains of Deutschland, Deutschland iiber Alles . .

I

The following few years were difficult, and fraught
tragedy. Tension between England and Germany grew!
The murder at Sarajevo was disturbing; the papers
think that a crisis was at hand. I had arranged to go to Gen
again in the summer of 1914. T might have been wam
what was happening in London, that the situstion was
than it had ever been before. Austrian and German
were hurrying back to rejoin their regiments; they all
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‘convinced that there was to be war. On the Hook of Holland
) k to Engitad. It was e
- to you,
of course,” they said, “but it will not be pleasant.” Still I
e ot convinoed. 1 biad lived through erisos in Germany
fore, Agadir, for example—and had heard about war so often
thatit fell on my oars like tho ary “Wolt! Wolf!" So, disregarding
Il warnings, I went on.
I got as far as Heidelberg, where 1 had intended to stay
or a while and do somo work with an old colleague, Professor
T took a room at the Darmstadier Hof, and in the evening

il hm(narl had left, especially the Bnmh 1 felt very much
o. I folt moro lonely than ever when we sat on the baleony
dinner sipping our coffee, and the Professor said
I have always loved England and all that it stands for.
d now we are going to fight each other. Yes, it is true,
T made a gesture of protest, “only too true. At any moment
nd may declare war against us, and you, my young friend,
find yourself in grave danger. I would advise you to leave
soon as possible, and to return to England by way of Switzer-
d. The frontier there is still open. It is too terribly sad to
of all the young men like yourself, men whom I have
ght, who can have no possible reason {o hate one another,
sent to war and to death.”
On my way back to the hotel, I asked at tho station about
All they could tell me at the Information Bureau was
rogular service was completely disorganized owing to
movements, and that it was unlikely thore would be a
in for ordinary pasengers going any distance, for another

That nlght 1 slept uneasily.
Next d.ly met my friend Wagner, a colleague of mine at the
lang

to
0 hin rogiment. Ho was in high spirits, but his Braut,
was with him, was silent and depressed. We went to a
along the Necker, and discussed the situation over straw-
lul, Wmer having discovered that he could travel

WN if Enmd should come into the war?” T asked.
“England will never come into the war,” he laughed. “An
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i was one of the first to shed his blood for Germany
in 187

“’l'lnmzl are different now.” T answered. “England has
dofinito commitments with France. France is already at war
Tith Germany.  Consecuently it can only bo a mater of ey
few hours before we declare war on you fo

“Naver?” assarted Wagnor. “England wil not be suckis
ool Her réle wil bo that of the “Laughing Third". She will
sat. France v the ears, and look to France to
Pl b ahistaucts 6 GF e e o hoe.”

“But,” T insisted, “if your Government should violate the
noutrality of Belgium and attack France through that country,
England will be forced to join in the war to save her honour.*

“England will join in any war that suits her. She did not
intervene in the Bosnia-Herzegovina question; she fought the

She il yoalize that it wil be th her advantage to
stand aside and et us finish th old quarrel with the
whose insolence is incredible. We can give England more by
defeating France than she could ever hope to gain by going to
war on her behalf. And we must settlo once and for all this
business with the Russians. It is intolerable that we should
have this menace to our German Kultur. England will lHl
realize that it is to her interest that German Kultur
She could never survive the disgrace of allying herself with &
non-European race of barbarians, and with the French.”

i luppﬂw," Tinterrupted, ““we have not time for a
strawberry ice?

“No," Wagner answered regretfully, speaking for hi
and his Braut, “but, if you will agree to meet me here at the
of September, when we have finished with the Herr Fransos, T
shall promise you a bottle of the best Sekt. Agreed?"

We went to the station, which was packed with reservists
in mufti, and with Aktiven (serving soldiers) in blue and grey,
wearing their Pickelhauben (peaked helmets). A drunkard
capering in front of a group of soldiers; officers in their
cloaks stalked up and down the platform, talking gravely,
clanking swords. No doubt, they already saw the
in Paris, and were discussing the delayed autumn manoeu
They were handsome men, and impressed me at the time
a high seriousness.
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When Wagnor's train came in, he bade the Braut and
Auf Wiedersehen. She wept hnmny, like the other women
o were left behind.

“In three weeks we shall be in Paris,” Wagner cried gaily
his carriage w\nd:)w, “and I shall meet you in Scotland as
, in September.”

The train moved off, and 1 turned to console the weeping

“It may still blow over,” T said encouragingly. “Wmt
will see that the army will be demobilized in less than
It is simply a domonstration. War is Inovnoaatie
But she was not to be comfor
“Hermann does not realise what fio is ing,” she sobbed.
shall never seo him again. And ho is so lighthearted. Ob!
terrible, terrible, this war. We did not want to fight the
nglish and the French. It is the French and the Russians
0 have forced the war upon us, and England is behind them
geause she fears German competition and sees now her cl
Oh! Why cannot they settle

atrue horror of war. And your women in England, they, too
now learn the meaning of war, and Hermann, who is &0

ht, and you would have been the friend of Germany.
oW you are her enemy. You are my brother's enemy. You

s enemy. You are my enemy. The responsibility
‘your country, for your country could have prevented

Russia in ruins, and France mutilated and dying for

men—when you have gained your objective—then you

ze. But you cannot kill the German spirit. You cannot

N!A German Kultur; you cannot ally yourself permanently

decadent France; you cannot exist without German

and German eompetition, and, one day, when we have

d, you will come to us, having seen your mistake, and

be we who will impose the terms of vietory and who will
victorious from the blood-bath which you have ordered.

parted from the hysterical girl outside the station, and

iy way slowly back to my hotel. People in the cafés

absently. An elderly man in a wicker chair, on the

stops of the hotel, set a staring little fellow on his
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Iknee and talked to him gravely of the War of '70; he explained
why the Fatherland had taken up arms now. As he talked,
the boy listened with wondering eyes . . .

w

At that moment a party of Americans, without their guide,
invaded the hall noisily and asked the hotel manager for news.
A littlo fat man wearing a flat, soft round hat came scross to
‘where I was sitting in the lounge.

““Can you tell me, sir,” he asked, “what all this excitement.
is about, anyway?"

Tlooked at him for a moment, wondering whether he was in
earnest, but the look of distress on the faces of his party, who
began to gather round me, speedily convinced me that he was

sincero.

“To the best of my knowledge," I replied, wlﬂl an air o
calm which 1 was far from foeling, “‘there's a war on”.

““For pity's sake!” said someone,

“We've been doing Burope for the past ten dwa, lnd just
hadn't heard the news,” the little man explained. W
about the British?"

“I believe Great Britain may declare war either to-night
or to-morrow,” I answered.

The little man looked serion

“Listen!" be said, “you'd batier ocme. right along -m -
Americans. Cﬂlen ﬂwy wouldn't dare interfere with yo
travelling along with us.”

Obviously the ]ntln man did not understand the p
of the German Polizei.

“I'm afraid I can't come. You see I'm hoping to be abl
to got back by Blgium. And you?”

“We're going to Mannheim.”

At that moment the Cook’s man appeared. He

and gentlemen,” he shouted, “we have

R . o 1 B Heidelberg Schloss. There is &
leaving for Mannheim in two hours and twenty minutes. 4
ladies and gentlemen, T want to assure you that there is absol
not the least causo for anxioty. You just leave eve
me. I know what I'm doin’

“Better come along,"” the little man urged again.

The Cook's man had begun to move down the steps,
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‘hig party who looked nervous and upset. T hald out my hand
my American friend, who shook it

"ol get left behind if you don't ga," T said. “And

nk you

The little man shook my hand again and scurried after

y.
T nothing I could do for the moment, T lit a
garette, ordered somo coffeo, and soon, as the aftornoon was
rm, fell asleep.

When T woke an hour later, T found an English

seated opposite me. A Frenchwoman was writing
 the escritoire; a waiter was leaning from & window and shouting
a crowd, which was making a tremendous din. The English-
bruxmg Thimself for a great offort, suddenly spoke:
“Excuse mo, but do you think all this s going to eome to

o

“Hasn't it?"
mean—do you think chere mny is gemg to be a war?”"

“Did you intend to go er?”

“Oh yos!” tha Engllahwomu.n repl.lsd. “We are going on
Bayreuth. My husband and I are both lntmuel,y fond of
sio, and we are so looking forward to the Festival. Do you

hink we will find much difficulty travelling?”"

“1 should advise you to take the first available train bacl
id. “Your husband is, like myself, of military age, and nugln

sl tho Englishman broke in angrily. “They
d nover daro to touch an Englishman. They would give
u six hours’ notice to clear out, if they meant anything.
I nnldﬂ't Do fair if they didn’t. Besides, sir, you are hero

hoping to eatch the trun 1 speak of
You are an alarmist, sir," the musical enthusiast replied,
huffly, as he got up from his chair. “You need not be
, dear, at what this gentleman says. Bendel.

ish papers say it will all blow over in a fow days.”

ey bade me good-bye coldly, and went off to find out when.
xt train loft for Bayreuth. No doubt the Englishman
i . He was merely
of 1914, But I wager he did not get to




