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1915

As I raised my sword to give my troopers the signal to
attack, I was wounded for the first time. “Forward; lances
in position; attack” I wanted to cry out, but I did not get
beyond the first word. My troopers scattered like drops of
water from a puddle struck by a down-coming heel. My
mare Zelle reared straight up, hesitated a moment, then fell
backwards.

I felt dully that all was at an end. Yet, although the
desire to do so was strong within me, I did not call out for
my mother. “My God, why hast Thou forsaken me?” I
cried. Our religious teacher, Professor Schwarz, had
explained this phrase to us as being a testimony to the
humanity of the Son of God. It was no wonder that it came
readily to my lips at this moment. )

I was seventeen years old.

When I awoke, it seemed to me as though someone was
sawing through both my legs. My mouth was full of
crumbled earth. In my pain, while falling, I had bitten into
the ploughed field. When I Jooked for my sword, I dis-
covered that in the meanwhile I had been robbed. Field-
glasses, watch, pocket-book, revolver—everything bad been
taken. “Captive”—the word rang shrilly through my head.
It was as though I had once more been hit—this time
through my head.

Perhaps I could still save myself. My legs were paralysed,
my back was stiff, and I could not alter my position. A
heat burnt my thighs as if a fiery coal lay between them. I
opened the flap of my trousers and inserted my hand. At

I1I
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the right, on the inner side of the thigh, four fingers slipped
into a gaping hole; on the left, and farther down above the
knee, only a single finger could be inserted into another
wound.

“So you will bleed to death!” This knowledge scarcely
grieved me any longer; for I had lost too much blood to
be able to feel anything very intensely. “Perhaps this is
even better than captivity” 1 thought comfortingly to
myself, gazing in surprise up at the blue sky. I turned my
gaze upon something fluttering near by. It was only one
of our lances on which the black and white pennon flapped
in the breeze—as though crying for help.

After a time a troop of Cossacks came riding past. My
sergeant was bound to their stirrups; his face was chalky,
he limped, and as he panted by some five paces away, he
saw that I was alive and pointed to me. Two Cossacks

leapt from their horses and approached me. S

eeing my
bleeding body,

one of them waved his hand, as if to say:
“It is too late.” But they did not prevent Schmidt II from
taking down my trousers in order to bandage me. I gazed
in suspense upon my left thigh. If the blood were to gush
forth, all would be over; but if it only oozes. . . . “It only

oozes,” said Schmidt I1, as if he knew what I was thinking,

To my right and left lay a couple of dead troopers from my
squadron. Schmidt went from one to the othe

T, turned
them over on their backs, and removed their rolls of
bandages. Kneeling down with a groan beside me, he
rolled—rolled—rolled. “Damn it,” he said gloomily, “it
always comes through again.” Finally he and the Cossacks

t?uttoned Up my tunic and, supporting me under my arms,

lifted me up. I placed my right arm around Schmide’s

shoulder, my left around the neck of a Cossack. My legs
12
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dangled like those of a marionette, filled with sawdust and
jointless. “Nu, pascholl,” crield the Cossacks, as they sprang
i into their saddles. ‘
Wl;hrjn?:lt:rwmdau—a small river in Courland wh1§hkw'¢i
crossed by means of a ford—Scht II gave me ahd.rm .re
emptied six cups in succession; {t seemed as thoug' it we :
only six drops. As we were looking f(?r the ford, m;i}l:a;s;
by a dragoon half-immersed in the river and transfixed 21’
his own lance. It was Sudekum—a voluntee'r—I recognize
him by his spectacles which were held to his ears by Wfrez.
«A stupid fellow,” said Schmidt IT, who had also recognize
him. “He saw so badly without his spectacles that he was
nearly blind whenever he lost them. He need nc:ver h?tv;c’
volunteered, never once hit the target, and now he’s got1 .d
On the further bank of the Windau we encountere
another troop of Cossacks. A couple of our horses vve:}e1 e1ir;
their possession, and a dozen of my dragoons were het
prisoners. Leaning against a dead hgrse was my ser‘%; o
major, Schnarrenberg—a pukka soldier decorated with .
Iron Cross. His teeth protruded a little; he' g‘roun.d his jaw e.
“You, too, Cornet?”” he grumbled in a 'dxsa'lppomted t::: d
Podbielski, Blank, Schmidt I, and Brunmnghaus. gn;.1 .
me with their eyes. Nobody spoke. All had got their s Zrci
Three from the first squadron had been severely woun ni
by sabre cuts and thrusts from lances. My men ITadho usy
bullet wounds. “Well, Devil take it!” said Brinmnghaus.
“ war is at an end for us.” .
'1“‘hCeoward 1 murmured Schnarrenberg, grinding his la.:S
still more vigorously, and looking as if he were chewing
something hard. .
The Cfssacks were good-natured ?nd ina gooc.l :ug:::lry'
Their unexpected victory had inspired them wit ”
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feclings. I understood them, in spite of their Siberian
dialect, for my mother was a Russian, although we were
never permitted to speak Russian in my father’s presence.
How fortunate—1I think to myself—that, when father was
away at sea, I always asked mother to teach me her native
language! And how wise it was of her to die before this
war broke out! My God! what should I have done? She
would never have got over it. . . . He, however. . ., It was
3 matter of course to my father that I should be among the
first to volunteer for service. He is an officer.

After a time, two Panje wagons came rumbling up, low
vans with racks at the side, filled with straw. With the best
intentions my troopers laid me first in the wagon. But the
Cossacks were in a hurry, and they packed the whole dozen
into the two_wagons. Five men lay upon my wounded
thighs. Their weight pressed me against the side rack, so
that my face was jambed up against it as though against
prison bars. Close beside the rack the wheel turned and
ground, and barely an inch separated forehead and mouth
and chin from it. If the bars had broken, a single turn of
the wheel would have torn the entire skin trom my bones,
I strained violently backwards, and this protracted exertion
used up my last ounce of strength.

When the wagons stopped beside the Russian Divisiona]
Staff Headquarters, I was so weak that I could not prevent
the tears from rolling down my cheeks. Next to me lay
Schnarrenberg. Being the undermost, we were left in the
wagon; the others were laid beside jt upon the grass. Some
uttered smothered groans. Little Blank moaned. Schnar-
renberg glanced at me. “Damn it, Cornet!” he muttered

angrily on seeing my tears. “Smoke—that helps.” Custo-

marily stingy—now he thrust a cigarette between my lips,
14
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Why? A gentle numbness overcame me, After three or four
eyes were dry again. . .
pugs’c:j;lg of Cossacks came galloping up. ﬂOvczdttlliei:;
saddles hung bleeding officers, w,hose bo#is' %gge d e
strips of rubber against the horses ﬂank.s. ;::e o e
e diSﬁguer’I? yogﬁm?svgiﬁg:ons, blue silk
wagon. He w .
:fe:::)h(e):r witlgl yellow stripes, and a greendiilk ie;s;
Schnarrenberg gave me a sharp and comman” Igsiid b
in the ribs. “I protest against our treauner}t, ey
once. “We have been robbed of all but our Shlfjts o
to the laws of war.” Schnarrenberg emitte 2 s
murmur. He did not know a word of Russxaxflﬁcer oy
understood the tone in mzrh voiti:fe. gat;el e}ff(:\;x:)i 3’ e
iled. “Is i at life 1
Zr:;ltf;: “é(sfel tél:s;:cﬁufi not always a.ccustc’)’med to be so
generous. In your place I would be sausﬁedci e o
Presently a troika drovlt: in;zk th; ?:c?gxzéd o
i rs of high r ; \
g::\sgs;ilrll \?x?iif%im, a shafp familiar fac&'a in which a z:;::ncif
glass glittered. *“Captain Count Holckmg——ﬁr'st squ ofﬁci’al
said Schnarrenberg, as though he were making a‘;lay o
report. The troika came to @ standsu‘ll ten paces aomd -
our wagon. Holcking alighted painfully, ]—slljlspfword -
either side by the Cossack officers. What? S
still hanging by his side? He took three zri e
remained standing, fought for brea.th, shookb s A
looked as though he should long since havedi ete;ll o
officer hurried away, only to return immedia ty’ .
old General and his staff. “Have a loo_k, cf.orneh:sad < itde
renberg murmured excitedly, and I raise x;{y.eﬂ' equests
and heard someone report: “Colonel Belja) s
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your Excellency to leave his sword to this officer because
of his valour.” Holcking did not know Russian—did not
ugderstand. What was there left for him to do? He drew
his sword from its scabbard with nerveless fingers, held it
aloft, shaking with emotion. Solemnly the old ’General
sglutec?, bowed respectfully, and returned the sword to
him with a polite gesture. Holcking stood like a man turned
to stone. He seized the sword with his right hand pressed
his left upon his chest, and suddenly fell like a l,og upon
the gr(?unfl. “Is war not beautiful?” said Schnarrenber

enthusiastically. “Damnation! that was something likeg'
Le'tr peop;e talk as they like—that was something like!” '

owards evening we were carried into
in the Divisional Headquarters. About a hiiderr;g) ts}(:,vreomln
wounded men lay one beside the other on straw aroundrehy
walls. Most of them groaned, several of them emitted the
death-rattle, and a Cornet, who was still almost a childe
called out unceasingly: “Hildegard, Hildegard?® “Haye
you no morphia?” I inquired of a passin . on,
“Morphia? Nitschewo. . . .” 8 strgeon.
.A broad table stood in the centre of the rog

th.1s the wounded were laid one after another ?
with rolled-up sleeves stood beside the tab'l

Cossack held aloft a smoking lamp to light ::i
work. Shadows moved back and forth across the white
gﬁ:l;e(éo v:::tkfggwtil:dsKn’s knife looked large and long
that table shrieked after a sﬁiite‘t]iiz:ne ho vias laid “pon

Above tall trees a pallid moon w ini th
. . : n was shining. Acr
windows came flying silhouettes of galloping C;siickse
3

with high fur caps, standing erect in the stirrups. The

beating of i i
at g of hoofs announced their coming from afar off;

and on
surgeon
while a
m at his
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and for the time being deafened our cries of pain. From a
great distance came the boom of cannon, while somewhere
near by a house was in flames. '

I was so weak that I could no longer raise my head. As
dusk fell, I was seized by fever. All figures—the surgeon,
the Cossack, the riders across the window, the other
wounded—I saw only as shadow-pictures. Something
mysterious and ghost-like enveloped them and, though I
did not as yet know what “Russia” meant, 1 had a presenti-
ment in these first quiet hours of my captivity that I was
about to enter into a new, strange, incomprehensible world.

I was seized by a suffocating fear—and not I alone. It
was to be seen upon all the faces around me, to be heard
in each groan, yet did not come from our wounds nor our
miserable and hopeless plight. It came from the odour of
the Cossacks, from the air of the room, from the sound of
their language, from each of their quiet bear-like move-
ments. Since he was carried into this room, evel’Sclinarren-
berg had not spoken a word. “It will grind us to powder—
this dark country!” So thought we all. At midnight the
door opened to admit a peasant girl. Phe lamplight
fell upon her face—hers was the only figure I did not se¢
as a silhouette. She carried an earthen jar, and a piece of
white bread was in one of her hands. After a few steps she
stopped, contracted her shoulders as if she were freezing,
and looked around her as though searching for help. “Go
on, Mascha!” said the surgeon. “None of them can harm
you any more! They will all eat out of your hand. . . 2
She passed down the rows of recumbent soldiers, remained
standing at times, only to proceed again hesitatingly..lt
was easy to see that she had but one piece of bread, one jar

of water, and that she wanted to give to him who had1t7he
B
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greatest need. A few raised their hands. A few called
“Here.” The mutilated Cornet shrieked in a cracked
voice—*“Hildegard, Hildegard !”” For an instant the Cossack
held his lamp over his head in order that she might see
better. Without having come to any decision, she returned
to the door, and began her way round again.

When, for a second time, she came to my feet, she
stopped. I raised my head as far as I could, for I was
indescribably tortured by thirst. Did my youthful face
dispel her last doubt? She pushed my neighbour aside a
little, stepped in between us, knelt down, laid her arm
around my shoulders, and with her left hand placed her
jar to my lips. I drank thirstily—the while my eyes
remained fixed upon her. She was a flax-blonde, about
eighteen years old, with a round child-like face and a
motherly mouth. When the jar of milk was nearly empty,
she soaked the bread in the remainder and pushed it
piece by piece between my teeth. When the Cossack again

held his lamp aloft, and its flickering light fell upon her
face, I saw that large tears rolled do

wn her cheeks. Slowly,
and almost tenderly, she laid me back upon the straw, I

clung to her hands as a child clings to its mother. Had my
fever gone? Or was it all only fever? “There are kind people
everywhere!” I thought. Something good and gentle had
touched me, and poured new life into my body. In my
dying hour I shall see her before me,

Presently an officer came noisily into the room. He
b-rought an order. The surgeon stopped his work at once—
hftle Blank was at that moment under his butcher’s hands.
Six or seven stretcher-bearers carried us away by our

hands and legs. The pain of my wounds had for an hour
Paxs; been unbearable. The bearers laid us down outside
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upon a meadow. The grass was tall and wet with. dew.
The sky above us was infinitely calm. “They are t.akmg us
away,” grumbled Schnarrenberg. “They.are. afraid, thesF
swine, that to-morrow our comrades w111. hbera?te us, .1f
they leave us here.” I did not believe it. Neither did
Briinninghaus, who said: “They only want to make room
for the next lot.” After an hour had passed by,’a train
of wagons arrived—thirty or forty—each horse’s head
tied to the wagon ahead. We were roughly thrown upon
the straw in the vans; but this time we were not pla:ed
together—a Russian was laid next to each German. S_o
that we cannot escape,” Briinninghaus remarked sarcasti-
cally. The wagons were tiny and did not hold mote than a
couple of men apiece. A Russian officer was le.ud next”to
me. He was unconscious. “It will go well with me,” I
thought. .

Slgwly the column wound its way out of 'the wllagtg
escorted by a squadron of Cossacks. For awhile .the roa
ran across level country, then we entered an immense
forest. It seemed to me as though the road .was passmgf
between two steep black walls reaching up to heaven. 1
they had come any nearer to each other, I should have
been crushed between them. The road was.full of holes.
At times I was thrown against my companion; at others
he was rolled over upon me. Nevertheless it might have
been worse for me. In the wagon ahead the Russian
screamed unceasingly—it sounded as though a dying dog
were inside him. Every now and the:}ll the Coss:i(sl (;u;n;
riding along the train of wagons; they were
good%naturcgd and friendly. Perhags Schnarrenberg E‘::;
right after all; we had been victorious somewhere.

i ici sts at the
time they rode past they made vicious thru e



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

Germans with their long lances. Couldn’t they hit, or
didn’t they want to hit? Twice the sideboards of my
wagon, close beside my body, were splintered by the points
of their lances.

When we reached the middle of the forest, the Russian
officer in my wagon grew restless, uttered suppressed
groans, and began throwing himself about. I turned my
head and looked at him. He was a big bearded powerful
man. The right side of his face and his chest were bandaged.
“Oh!” he groaned, “Oh!” I moved aside a little 10 avoid
hurting him. From the appearance of the left half of his
face he seemed to be weeping. Presently he raised himself
up and seized the bandages on his head with his hands. I
sought to hold his hands in order to prevent him from
tearing off the bandages. A fierce fight ensued. He grasped
me by the throat. As I was trying to free myself from his
grip, he tore the bandages from his head with a jerk. His
cheek was cleft from the temple to the chin. Through his
jaws 1 could see his white teeth grinning at me in the
blackness of the night. At the same moment he began to
rave. There was something peculiarly gruesome about his
shrieks which seemed to come not from his mouth but
from the gaping slit in his cheek. He threw his arms about
so violently that I was almost pushed out of the wagon,
and I was forced to grasp the side with all my might in
order to prevent myself from falling out. Gradually he
began. to pant and his breath came in gasps. I drew a sigh
of relief. “He is dying,” I thought thankfully. The wagons
rolled on unceasingly while in front of us the spavins of
our horses rubbed monotonously against each other. The
stars glittered hard and cold above our heads.

EZith the next jolt of the wagon the Russian rolled over
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on top of me, like a sack of flour, and his cleft cl%eek fell
wet and cold against my lips. I distinctly tasted his blood
in my mouth, and I thrust him violently away from me. I
felt the hair rising upon my head, and my eyes seemed to
be starting from their sockets, but, nevertheless, 'I turnec’i,
round deliberately to gaze upon him. “At last he is c}ead,
I thought to myself. “What more can I asli? Is it not
better than if he were still fighting with me?. It was not
better. I could not keep my eyes away from l.ns face—that
unbelievably terrible moonlit face—from which t1'1e cheek
with a large piece of beard hung down upon .hxs ghesF.
Yet it was less frightening to look at it than to imagine 1t
beside me in the dark. His body was still warm; the chee}(
was already cold. Each time a jolt of the wagon caused 1t
1o fall across my face—I felt it. “Qur Lord i Heaven—
hallowed be Thy Name. . . . Thy trespass come up:&’)r;
us. . . . We forgive Thee . . . as Thou fo.rnge's.t_‘us.,. .
began to pray, and to hear voices—metallic voices that rang
like great bells. Was 1 tgoing n‘lad?h £ not come s00n ,
id not go mad. If morning had n Y
TI{edviices End the bells vanished with the fresh dawn.
The body beside me lost its unnatural appearance. Th:
morning was bright and sunny as the C9lumn came toA
standstill in the market square of the village of Auts..th
dozen peasant women went from wagon to wagon vt: "
pitchers and cups. When they reached t}}e wagon‘:lévvgr t<:is
I lay, they clapped their hands to their faces. “Wha
the matter?” a Cossack called out, as he came quickly up
to the wagon. “Have you killed him, you damned sausag::}-1
eater?” “No . . . no.” A peasant woman filled 2 cu[;ﬁ wi ’
a red juice, and held it to my lips. “Wha\t——.glvethe ﬂclu :
drink, the dog!” exclaimed the Cossack, dashing s



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

from her hand. A small crowd gathered. Six or eight
Cossacks came running up. “Come along, you fellows!”
the first yelled out. “Let us water this little dog.” Beside
the wagon stood a pump, at which they filled their mouths.
Then standing with swelled cheeks in a circle round me,
and bending down grinning over my face, they promptly
spat out the water in their mouths all over me. One had a
nose that was a mass of ulcers, and the upper lip of another
was swollen with syphilis. Ten to twelve times they went

to the pump, and returned to squirt out the water over me. -

Soon I was wet from head to foot, while the water ran
down from the wagon in sputtering rivulets upon the
pavement. A few peasant women began to cry. “I wish I
could die now!” the thought passed through my mind.
“Must I be degraded still more deeply?” Finally some
ambulance men came to place the dead Russian upon a
stretcher, and to bear him away to join a heap of dead
from the other wagons. “Forward! Forward!” an officer
called out. The Cossacks ran to mount thejr horses. A
peasant woman wiped my face with her apron. A young
girl put two cucumbers and a piece of black bread upon my
chest. The horses started, and we began to move onwards.
The sodden straw was pressed into a thin layer that no
longer sufficed to deaden the jolting of the wagon. My
tunic was filled with pus and blood. My two wounds
seemed to be extending ever more deeply into my body. 1
was terribly cold.

In the afternoon we reached Mitau, where we were
again carried into an empty room with a straw-covered
floor. Two ambulance men brought a big cauldron of hot
Schtschi. Each of us was given a tin bowl and a wooden

spoon. A stimulating odour of cabbage and meat broth
22
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“ pervaded the room. We ali fell to greedily. Podbielski had

emptied his bowl before the ambulance man had iven
had time to §ll it. “This infernal smell of cabbages,” he
said plaintively. “This would be enough for a sparrow,
but not for me.” While the meal was in progress, stretcher-
bearers came in and carried us away one afte; another upon
stretchers. They laid me upon an o.peratlpg—table in a
bright room smelling strongly of iodine mxnglec} with a
heavy Russian perfume. A young doctor was working away

* with blood-stained instruments. A pretty nurse at once

began to busy herself with my trousers. “Off with them !;
she said, with the peculiar intonation of the Pure-blood.e

Russian. A flush spread over my cheeks, and I mvc?lun’t,anly
placed both my hands between my thigl.ls. “Darling,” she
said in Russian, with a little laugh, “did yow ever see a
soldier who is so ashamed?” The young doctor turned
smilingly around. “No,” he said, and gavesime a look.
“But this is not one. This is only a boy.” He came close to
me, and asked in German: “Is it already necissary in
Germany to put children into the regiments?” I was a
volunteer,” I replied stiffly. He frowned as he t3:ant over
my bandages. “Why so wet?” he asked abruptly. Be::‘:;\(;lser
your Cossacks spat upon me!” I answerec'l lo.udl.y. tlu

soldiers are devils, Niki,” the nurse said indignantly,
while she held her hands to my forehead to press me back
in case I should struggle. Her precaution was scarcel()i'
necessary. My bandages were so sodden that the crusts Ilia

softened. “Come on, little soldier,” the nurse said, when
all was over. “Put on this hospital coat while I dry yo;llr
clothes.” “Yes, do, Sonjuschka,” said the.doctort,ha:r tg
exchanged glances with her. “She must be his §w<l:eo k: i 1; .
I thought excitedly to myself. Encouraged by his lo ,23
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rubbed my body dry, wrapped a red hospital cloak around
me, and placed a cigarette between my lips. “There! Now
you are all right, aren’t you, little soldier?” she asked in a
motherly tone.

As evening came on, we were placed in a hospital train
in which the beds rose in three tiers above each other.
There were white sheets, woollen horse-covers, and pillows.
Everything was clean and quiet. A sister walked up and
down. An orderly brought bottles and chambers. At the

last moment the nurse from the bandaging-room arrived

with my clothes. “Thank you,” I said in fluent Russian.
“Please greet your friend from me.” She gave a little cry.
“You know Russian?’’ she asked in a frightened voice.
“Yes,” I replied, “a little.” She laughed bashfully, and ran
off quickly: The train began to move. I looked out in
silence. I stretched myself in my white sheets. I would
have liked 10 have someone to love. My uniform lay across
my feet, cleaned as well as was possible, and dry. Did it
not give forth an odour of a heavy Russian perfume?
Briinninghaus lay next to me. A slender man with a
smooth clean-shaven face, neatly upturned moustache, and
supple fingers. He gazed contentedly up at the ceiling with
his hands beneath his head. “Damnation!” he said joyfully,
“I should like to stay here until peace comes. Come here
with the chamber, Russky comrade.” My sergeant-major
lay two beds farther away. “Well, Cornet,” he said, “now
it is possible to endure it. How did you fare during the
night?” “Oh!” T replied, “tolerably.” “I was not so
lucky,” he said. “The fellow next to me wanted to take
liberties, began to cling to me, and to cry out for his

m.or.he'r. I kept on hitting him in the mouth until he saw
his mistake, and left me alone.”
24
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As we entered Riga night had fallen. For half an hour wg
were carried through dark streets un :1 we were uploade
in the courtyard of a building with many wm;iows
Hundreds lay about on stretchers. No.t a.sou’l’ too alng
notice of us. ‘“Organization, organization!” grow eI
Schnarrenberg. It was cool and the dew was faléxilgli :
distinctly heard my neighbour’s teeth chattering. I ; a X
not had dry clothes now. . . . There came 2 1s%t:
rumbling as of thunder. The Front was far distant. f<:
sound must come from the sea. It must be the guns of 2
warship. “Tell me, Cornet,” inquired Scht.xarrff;l))erg’;
“‘jsn’t your father a naval officer?” “Yes,” 1 re;?l‘l‘ed. ] c;n '
you know where he is stationed at present? Ip h1sb ast
Jetter—truly—in his last letter, there was so.m.ethmg ?” 0}111
a naval attack on Riga.” “Good God, then it is they:” beé
became excited, and began to listen for each explosion.
«You will see. In three days Riga will have fal'en.In three
days we shall be free.” 1 maf;; no trlc:ply.n‘l‘il:::irha‘?;ultxe is

ioht”—the thought flashed through my — oo
251!1” 1 did not wint to believe it, for it would l:xave !)een t.;og
terrible if. . . . Nevertheless I found mysclf listening :u
him for each explosion. For the first time ‘s‘mcc I had I?’etll
captured my thoughts flew to my father. “If he knew:

ht feverishly. )
th‘;;ltglast we werz carried up many Stairs, and brought mt:
a room the entrance to which was guarded by a barr'eth
prison door. Before the tiny door stoogl two sentries W1was
fixed bayonets. At times on¢ had l?ehcved ﬂ;‘at (:;11: e
nothing more than a wounded soldier. Here for i
time we realized that we were prisoners. By chance L
given a bed which was still warm; the .coverlet was s]leced-
with blood. Schnarrenberg and Schmidt IT were p <
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still on their stretchers—in the aisle between the beds to
the right and left of me. The mutilated cornet was laid at
my feet. Although he was still alive, his cries had sunk to
mere gasps. He was so weak that he could not even call
“Hildegard” any more. Nor had he sufficient breath left to
utter three syllables consecutively. We could only just hear
him moaning “Hill-—, Hill—” and every gasp he gave
resembled this sound.

That night Schmidt II died. He was lying next to me, so
I could witness all the stages of his dying, He was only
slightly wounded—the slightest wound of us all—but he
got tetanus: for we were not given any tetanus serum.
For three or four hours he lay stiff, only his eyes were
alive—eyes that regarded me unblinkingly. “He has only a
scratch, only been grazed, yet has to die”—so the thought
passed through my brain. “It was not €ven necessary to
carry him; he saved me—and yet has to die.” If he had not
chanced to come past that place? A terrible doubt stirred
within me. Is everything chance? Is everything God? At
last his eyes became fixed upon one Spot, dimmed slowly,
and became covered with a milky veil, Almost at the same
instant the cornet at my feet stretched himself out. “Give
me his pocket-book,” I demanded hoarsely, “I will write
to her.” As it was being handed over to me, a photograph
dropped out—a girl, young, dark. On the back was written,
“I pray for you every day. God is good !”

God is good? No—1 wanted to sle
think of it. But it was not slee
was more of a falling down int

consciousness due to exhaustion, Suddenly I became aware

that all the doors were opening. A voice called out, “Atten-

tiox; P> A broad-shouldered naval officer came rapidly and
2

ep. I did not want to
p that came after g while, it
o dark depths, a sort of semi-
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with a light step into the room. He was follgwhedwztma
respectful distance by his suite. Erom bed to bed he wen (;
coming nearer all the time, until he ,s’uddenly stre cNO
forth both arms. “Well, my dear boy’ I. started u:;ki v

one was standing before me. No fal.mhar voice was ;pof m5
to me. Around me lay only the dying and the dea 1. oy
feverish dream nothing was true, except that athtm:1 s the
window panes rattled with the thunder”of t Z 156lf
cannonade. “Might it be possible after a}l? I aske' mjé ncé
“Have I a presentiment?” 1 fell.back in be(? agallr:i. nee
more the door opened—and again—and ragaun..'lt‘l S'mesI
tinued until dawn, until the fever left m]i/i S:l{1 ;):g e}:gd ts :;13 e

: “Well, my dear boy. . . .” o :

z?r:lt:dbgore a c;owyd of orderlies nois1‘1y burs;3 1;1t; o‘;l:
room. “Idji, pascholl,” they cried excitedly, (el c::arr v
had time to learn what was the matter, they h;I e
us out again through the great barred doorway. : g o
whom was the least spark of life was left Pel:lm..to on
the doorway I cast a parting glance backwar s11 13 ) e
room. Schmidt II and the cornet had been ro le from
their stretchers to make room for oth?rs. Bthfa}{e ) gfs .
their stomachs in front of my bed, with their :15 s
torted by pain, as if they bad bein upon th; ra in.fantry-
whole hospital is being evacuated,‘ wl.nspere 2111 e
man with a shot in his pelvis. “It is said that 0 d); o e
way line is open. All the others_arc already l{ndin e
of our ships.” Schnarrenberg’s jaws were grin bfu o
his bulldog face with its prominent cheek-bones, Db
up moustache, and low furrowed forehead, .wa,s g;' oy so?
excitement. “Didn’t 1 say so, Cornet? D’:dr; twas it
Oh—these swine—at the last moment. i

ft to be sorry
apathetic. I no longer had strength enough le -
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or glad. I only wanted quiet—quiet at last for weeks,
months, years, Certainly I pictured to myself how it might
have been but. . . . Undoubtedly he would haye brought
me to Kiel on board his ship in the beautiful cabin in which
my mother’s portrait hung,

A broad flat landscape flew past the windows of our

second time—was 3
uoyant Briinninghaus,
ons, had fallen sjlent.
restored to his high spirits bya
good dinner, but in the haste of departure food had been
forgotten. And my sergeant? Schnarrenberg cursed with-
out ceasing. His bile rose into his sharp-cut face, and he
looked as yellow as saffron.

It was again night when w

torturing thought to ys al] Eventheb
who adapts himself to 3] situatj
Podbielski could have been

we were finally carried into speci
be driven, rattling and jerking,
streets. Once more we were
gates, at which heavily armeq i
in the broad central corridor
barracks. In a side corridor forty to fifty dead bodies had

been heaped up one above the other; and fresh bodies were
constantly being brought down fr

om the differept floors.
Bec;s had to be obtainedsvacant beds. Ope after another
2

1915

we were lifted up and carried into a musty bathroom. th:
were thrust—our bandages still on—into lukewarmlwe; “
with a pungent smell. Three handfuls of a grey-tc; ourm d
ointment were slapped on to each of us beneath die a ol
pits and on the hair on the lower part of our b.o he:. Ao
enormous bear-like orderly wrapped me undried in :r g in
linen, and bore me off in his arms into a la(rlgle; w  in
which a petroleum lamp bume'd ixrzlzn Iaixe:rwat ::mmcm eg’ :
: “That, gentlemen, is kn ; cure.
Iltz;lsbse?iy was aga,ing half warm and covered thhbst:hnkx;g
pus. My saturated linen clung to my body, :as wc)t'
bandages were dripping, and my straw mattre;»isrt o
through. On my bed was no coverlet, only a " y‘:lumps
My teeth chattered, my wdc;undst l;ur:lzd;h a::d n:yestomaCh
itlow so disguste

::rs:; i(r)xnr:x:ZItI.) Yet I could not raise my head, no.x; Zv;r:
hold it over the side of the bed, and I simply. vori 1en o
front of me upon my chest and throgt. As mti :t;n o
was empty of food, only phlegm and bxle. wert; hr n e
Nevertheless it sufficed to conceal the stink o dt [eh 5: v,vas
was not foreign to me; it was my own—an
soistgiggdawned, I perceived that Sc‘:hnarrenlbet:;il rlgy I?Il;
my left; on my right lay a stranger with a fulh cou'hed
must have been shot through the lungs, for cd ; f i
frequently, and flecks of lig}?t-rcfi foam appeat;t:,: o
lips. Briinninghaus and Podbielski lay on thbee ;cr o sy
the passage between the beds. They lookftd e Blank,
of the rest of us. Of the others—Schmidt I, L -
and Bahr—there was no trace. “G‘ood moymr:g’i‘ hga o
men,” Briinninghaus called across. “Damnation!

all enjoy a
a shearing. It is to be hoped that now we sh A
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or glad. I only wanted quiet—quiet at last for weeks
rl:;ontl:)s, years. Certainly I pictured to myself how it migh;
b :(:0 12:1 ::tb o.ar.d. hIiJnc::;ub_tedly he would have brought
iy mothers pariad hsusn g%) in the beautiful cabin in which
ho}s\pits:loifa'ﬂat Alanfiscape ﬂevY past the windows of our
il mA. \t imes we still heard the rumble of the
canno the. t tlmes.the wheels ran with a grating rattle
thoueh 1-ed-hcatch-pomts—every jertk and jolt stung as
e eaz; needles were being thrust into our wounds—
from oo pocn r;volutxog we were borne further away
bl by &8 p d he feeling that at this last moment we

rced to go away—that we had, so to speak, in

thi .

th r:u Irxi(;urd:)een taken captive for a second time—was a
" g ng_ht tous all. Even the buoyant Briinningh

who adapts himself to aj] ‘s,

Podbielski situations, had fallen silent.

ggg:‘;liik;e‘iﬁ?uéith?vi;)een restored to ,his high spiritg:l‘:;r1 a
in

forgotten. A’nd my ser;ele::lm of departure food had been

M Ls SChnarrenb T 1
out H : C cu -
ceasmg. 1S blle rose i 4 rsed Wlth

looked as yellow as saffron. mto his sharp-cut face, and he

It was again nj
more we weg:;nl t{uz‘;ht ‘When we reached Moscow. Once
we were finall ¢it to lie for hours on the platform before
y cartied into specially arranged tramcars to

be driven, rattlin farks
g and jerki .
streets. Once more we] vrvertg’ through the poorly lighted

: . borne through high-

ig:t(;,lsl,ea; rv(v)h:lch heavily anped sentries stoodg, andg:]etb ;:;;i

in the b a ce.ntral corridor of a building resembli

par ;; ea Ilc1l a side corridor forty to fifty dead bodiesnlgxa:
ped up one above th ; i

constantly being breects doe other; and fresh bodies were

from the di
Beds had t . wn e different floors.
" 0 be obtained—vacant beds. One after another
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we were lifted up and carried into a musty bathroom. We
were thrust—our bandages still on—into lukewarm water
with a pungent smell. Three handfuls of a grey-coloured
ointment were slapped on to each of us beneath the arm-
pits and on the hair on the lower part of our bodies. An
enormous bear-like orderly wrapped me undried in hospital
linen, and bore me off in his arms into a large ward in
which a petroleum lamp burned dimly. I heard Briinning-
haus say: “That, gentlemen, is known as a water cure.”
My bed was again half warm and covered with stinking
pus. My saturated linen clung to my body, both my
bandages were dripping, and my straw mattress was wet
through. On my bed was no coverlet, only a dirty sheet.
My teeth chattered, my wounds burned, and the clumps
of pus on my pillow so disgusted me that my stomach
turned in revolt. Yet I could not raise my head, nor even
hold it over the side of the bed, and I simply. vornited in
front of me upon my chest and throat. As my stomach
was empty of food, only phlegm and bile were thrown up.
Nevertheless it sufficed to conceal the stink, of the pus; It
was not foreign to me; it was my own—and that was
something.

As day dawned, T perceived that Schnarrenberg lay on
my left; on my right lay a stranger with a full beard. He
must have been shot through the lungs, for he coughed
frequently, and flecks of light-red foam appeared on his
lips. Briinninghaus and Podbielski lay on the other side of
the passage between the beds. They looked better than any
of the rest of us. Of the others—Schmidt I, little Blank,
and Bahr—there was no trace. “Good morning, gentle-
men,” Briinninghaus called across. “Damnation! That was
a shearing. It is to be hoped that now We shall en1°2); Q



¢

THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

well-earned rest, eh?”’ And he added, as he turned his head
to all sides: “A fine place, I must say.”

“If there were not such a smell of cabbage!” snarled
Podbielski, who was an awkward giant with the eyes of a
dog, a labourer’s hands the size of plates, and a beard that
hung over his chest like a brown bearskin. H
known to all as “Pod”,

Ilooked from one to the other. I was so weak and broken-
down that I could scarcely speak. My only desire was to tell
them with my eyes how glad I was that they at least were
near me. “How are you, Junker?” Briinninghaus asked at
once. With an effort I smiled, and replied gratefully: “All
right, Brinninghaus, all right.” “JIf | could but crawl,”
said Pod, “I would take care of our little one.” “Here,
orderly,” he called in his deep voice. An orderly came.
(Orderlies are of various natures—some are kind and
obliging, others brutal and rude.) Pod threw off his coverlet,
pointed towards me, and said: “T feel hot. Take it to him,

comrade.” “No, Pod, what for}” I exclaimed in a low
voice. “Shut up, Junker,”

¢ was already

At eight o’clock came the nurses—gentle creatures with
well-kept hands—figures out of fairyland. Entrancing
little shoes with high heels, and silk stockings of all shades,
showed from beneath their snow-white dresses. A tall,
dark-haired nurse took charge of my row of beds. As she
passed my bed, she came to a standstill. “How old?” she
asked. “Seventeen,” I answered softly, so that no one
should hear. When she bent over my head in order to
inscribe my board with a white cross, I experienced a
wonderful sensation of pleasure as I caught the smell of
hair-water and fresh soap.

Before noon orderlies arrived with stretchers to carry us
30

19I5

two by two into the bandaging-room. After a shgrt [tjlm:i 1:;
heart-rending chorus of shrieks was t0 be .hear : (}i)the
then I had believed that all persons in pain emitte ;
same sounds, now I know that every nauonalfty sIcreaunlxd
in a different way; and on that very ﬁrsf mornnIl{g c:rian
distinguish the German from the Austrian, the ;nft ian
from the Turk. Moreover, I vex;yh 81(:)(:1[:1 elsiar:;d hat (he
-grained bear-like men roar the s :
;ZT;s:tczg;;glweak are possessed of great powers of r:sm;:;cg-.
Together with Schnarrenberg I was borne 1nt911t ee?” &
aging-room. “We will not screamva C\(:;ﬁe:; s‘i(msmv)vw e
e last moment. “We
21‘:::: .e d . a!t”téfhen I was laid upon the tabls, all the 1(11u'rls:s
gathered round me. “Look, doctor, 2 boy! saldhad it;r y
blonde. The doctor gazed atd nzle in s1;rg:::§iyli§ ifait weﬁ:
grey eyes. His left eye regarded me a“ : g
lass. “How old?”’ he asked. Exghteen,. ' p
iﬁ;ﬁf;’i‘; turning my head towards Si:;:;rzsrefig;np;r;}:
er, partly to derive encou
’S:tho glg:; i)ne%:ax;sg my shirt had been rolled up u;j::sml};_
armpits and my trousers d;lawr:1 don:V:;ll‘(i)v;:‘lllz defené{ed
the use of my hands, 1

IIn:’I:jlf:l;it my arms were bound down w1th bro:dfrs:z:srse-
Schnarrenberg had practically th.e same m)ury—;om o,
of the upper thigh bone. When his bandage was o o
his face altered beyond recognition—and yet o old
scream. Then my bandage was torn down, sc}me couile o
touched my skin, and I heard the.clash o 'at e
instruments. “Be careful, please,” said the dain u}l'd e e
gazed fixedly at Schnarrenberg. O}'1! no, I Xo o ool
less brave. If it were possible for him....Apa

ressed
feminine hands were laid upon my forehead, and p 31
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my head firmly against the table. I smelt the odour of
iodine, and a red-hot flame burnt through my thigh. I
gurgled noisily. Schnarrenberg’s sardonic face sank
rapidly, ever more rapidly, into a black fathomless abyss.
While we were being bandaged, our beds were covered
with clean sheets, urine-bottles were laid in them and,
when I awoke from my faint, all was quiet around me.
The June sun shone brightly in through the windows. The
dark nurse was walking swiftly to and fro. “Well, Junker,”
Briinninghaus called across to me, “did they send high
electric currents through your nerves? Did they turn off
the switch?” An electrician by calling, he was fond of
using technical terms. I smiled in some embarrassment.
“You must scream, Junker.” he went on in a disapproving
tone, “screaming is good—all the rest is nonsense. To what
end? No! One must scream, one feels half as much. . . .
What need for us to play the hero here? It is heroism
enough that we have not hanged ourselves long ago.”
“Cowardly pack!” snarled Schnarrenberg. But nobody
heard him. I turned over on my side, and saw four pieces
of sugar lying upon my night-table. Eachafternoon we
got a cup of tea with sugar—but how was it that on the
other night-tables only two pieces of sugar were lying? I
called the nurse, pointed to my sugar, and asked: “Why
have I four?” I spoke in German. There was no need for
them to know that I spoke their language. Much was to
be learnt if they did not suspect it. She pointed smilingly
at Pod. “No, Pod, that won’t do,” I called over. Pod only
grinned. “Don’t make a fuss,” he said kindly,
After tea I slept for a time. When I awoke, I saw
Briinninghaus and Pod sitting on the backs of their bed:

and peering out of the window on to the street. I learn
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afterwards that their window looked out upon the Moskwa,
and that each afternoon naked men and women bathed
there. “Look,” said Briinninghaus, “she is fine, isn’t she?
Round before and behind—like my old woman.” “You
only want to make our mouths water,” a voice called out
from a neighbouring bed. Suddenly Pod turned round and
saw that I was watching them. “Fine doings, Junker!” he
said. “But just wait a few days longer, then I will carry
you over here. An hour of moving pictures every afternoon

- will do you good.”

I was scarcely able to eat anything, although I made the
greatest efforts to swallow the food, for I knew that other-
wise I could not get on my feet again. But my efforts were
of little use. For one thing I was too weak to hold a spoon;
for another 1 found food to be terribly repugnant to me in
a manner I was powerless to get over. My only comfort
was that I could give it to Pod, who was always hungry,
as a small acknowledgment of his kindness.” “Are you
mad?” he cried out, as I passed it over to him for the
first time. “Why?” I asked innocently. “You should eat it
yourself. Ho® the devil do you think that your spindle-
shanks will heal of themselves?” “Hold your tongue!” I
called back. Schnarrenberg spoke only with me. He showed
plainly that he felt himself at odds with his fate, and
worried me about thirty times a day with the remark: “If
we could only know how matters are at the Front!”
Undoubtedly we should have liked to know; in that sense
he was right. But we learnt absolutely nothing. An orderly
—a damn fool in any case—once said: “Berlin in ruins!”

Narturally we did not believe him.

Day succeeded day. Pod could already hobble about a
little, but he only did so when nobody was looking; for
C 33
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the moment a man could crawl came the order—“To
Siberia!” and we had agreed among ourselves to remain
together as long as possible. The man on my right—who

was shot through the lungs—grew paler and paler. Yet .

each day he spoke of getting well in a short time. Once he
told me that he was a traveller for a first-class firm in
Possneck, in Thuringia, and that he had a wife and two
children—a daughter, Anna, aged nine, a boy of eight
named Francis. Both were doing very well at school.

If it had not been for the daily bandaging, life would
have been endurable in this hospital, which was said to
be one of the best in Moscow; the so-called “sight-seeing
hospital”’, as we were told. Each morning, with the appear-
ance of the orderlies and the stretchers, conversation sud-
denly ceased. It ceased even before the piercing shrieks
began that rendered every word inaudible—shrieks that
continued until noon came. For some days past the wound
in my right thigh had been suppurating. Although swathed
many times round my thigh, the bandage was always a
greenish-yellow colour and smeared with pus each morning.
My temperature chart resembled forked lightning; and each
morning the line began to shoot upwards anew. I awoke
with a clear head, to think: “God be praised! now I have
done with it!” But afternoon had scarcely come before
my head became filled with a curious heaviness; and in an
hour’s time the heads and beds of my neighbours were
swaying around me in a rocking mass. Once more I
returned to the Front to shoot and stab around me—to be
pierced by lances and slashed by swords. Each night I was
taken captive anew, died afresh, lay beside the dying officer
again, and was spat upon once more from the syphilitic

mouths. When, aroused by the dreadful realism of my
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dreams, I started up and thought “Night is over,” the
striking of a clock told me that barely thirty minutes had
elapsed. I must have experienced all this with terrible
- reality and sensitiveness; for in the morning Pod’s quiet
eyes told nie that I had tossed about violently. “Perhaps™ 1
thought “my fever-chart will show yet another zig-zag.
Nearly every day the curve mounts up to forty or forty-
one, and if it keeps on long enough my heart will cease to
work for all time.” Nevertheless I had clear moments at
night every now and then. It was certainly no fancy due
to fever when I felt recently that a woman sat upon my
bed, kissed me tenderly upon my burning forehead—her
lips were as cool as if touched by ice—and said softly:
“Spatsch, spatsch, sleep, sleep!” That was certainly no
fancy, for Briinninghaus told me that, when the.nurse was
on night-duty, she always came and sat upon my bed, and
that she had kissed me as I had felt. Was it the dainty
blonde from the bandaging-room? Is it to be wondered at
that I adored her? And not I alone, but all of us, loved these
nurses because they were so sweet and clean, although we
were unable to talk much with them as they did not under-
stand anything we said. Always when they took hold of us,
raised us up, or put on fresh sheets, and sought to be really
kind—rthey hurt us. Nevertheless we often called them,
and put up with a little pain, in order amidst that dirt and
misery to feel the touch of delicate clean hands and to drink
in the smell of perfume and hair-lotion. Yes! we were all
filled with a secret love for them all. An ideal, or platonic,
love, which, while it blossomed into fantastic fruit in days
of separation, yet sank to a painful longing for separation
in the days when we were together.

On the morning that ushered in our third week in the
35
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hospital, Schnarrenberg was cursing with a quite peculiar
bitterness. What was the matter with him? Was his strength
giving out? Once more we were laid upon the slaughter
benches and strapped down like sacrificial lambs. As usual
I turned my eyes towards his coarse face to gain courage
from his strength. This morning, however, he avoided my
gaze and stared up at the ceiling with wide-opened eyes.
A nurse was handling red, perforated, little tubes, which
neither he nor I had seen until that morning. The doctor
seized one, gave it a brief examination, and thrust it
rapidly into Schnarrenberg’s wound. Instantly Schnar-
renberg’s limbs became so tense that the leather straps that
bound them threatened to break; he drew breath twice like
a bellows—and let out a piercing shriek. Something broke
within me. “Keep cool, keep cool,” said the dainty nurse.
No! No! I saw another red tube in her hands, a similar
tube. . . . The moment the doctor touched me I roared like
a wild beast.

From that morning onwards, Schnartenberg never spoke
a word to any of us. For four days I saw nothing but his
broad back and bull-like neck. If he had not been so
naturally ruddy, one might have thought that he was
blushing with shame. There was certainly no other reason
to account for his stubborn silence; he must have been
ashamed. Sometimes nothing could be dope with him,
poor fellow! If something had not occurred to rouse him
suddenly from his sullenness and self-dissatisfaction, he
would probably have remained silent for weeks on end.
We all suddenly and simultaneously observed that the
behaviour of the nurses had strangely altered. Although
they continued to do their work as heretofore, they were
pergeptibly cold and short with us. While we were still
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pondering over this, the rough and careless conduct of .the
orderlies made this change still more evident. Something
must certainly have happened at the Fropt. .They must
have recently sustained a heavy reverse. Th‘xs dim presenti-
ment was confirmed one afternoon when little Blank, who
could now walk on crutches, again turned up a.mongst us.
He was a frail little man, a clerk in civil life, with the eyes
of a girl, narrow drooping shoulders, and a c.ontf‘acted,
sunken-in chest. “I am in the next ward,” 'he said, “but I
could not come before.” He drew a ragged bit of papsr fr'om
his pocket and slyly pushed it beneath my sheet. “It 1s a
bit of a Russian newspaper—I found it in the lavatory.
Perhaps there is something in it about the Front.” I almost
trembled as I raised the ragged paper to my eyes beneath
the twofold shelter of his and Pod’s backs. “Wg have the
Devil’s own luck,” I said, “it is a bit of a rcpprt from
the Front. I can just manage to read: ‘The fortified area
of Brest-Litowsk had to be evacuated for strategic
reasons. We have taken up new positions. . .. ” “At,x, !“You
swine !” said Briinninghaus. “Now we know w{xy. ...” “For
strategic reasons,” laughed Pod. Little Blank at once
hobbled off to tell the news to his ward. “I’ll be back im-
mediately,” he said cheerfully. With a jerk Schnarrenberg
turned over. “God!” he said to himself. ‘fNow we t}?fg
etting on again! Now we shall have peace 1n a month:

gThe ngews pissed from one to another, and a bright sparl;
of hope leapt from bed to bed. All of a sudden the war
was filled with a humming as if a swarm of bees had flown
into it. “I shall just be well by the time we can g0
home,” said the man with the shot lungs, and smiled to
himself.

Of the nurses, only the dainty blonde in the bandag;r;g-
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room continued to be the same as before; all the others
covered their bodies with a prickly skin. Some of the male
nurses poked fun at our wounds and spat upon us on the
least provocation. But the doctor with the glass eye remained
unchanged—and we all loved him for it. The orderlies’
conduct grew worse each day. Not a single one of us was
now placed upon a stretcher without being forced to cry
out in pain. “There is Brest-Litowsk for you, you Huns!”
I heard one say. As they came for me one morning, Pod
sat down upon my bed. When they nearly let me fall from
the stretcher, he was upon them in one bound. “You have
not tasted blood for a long time, you damned carriers of
chamber-pots !” he roared aloud, raising his sledge-hammer
of an arm. One stretcher-bearer grew pale; the other was
about to trn nasty, but a glance at Pod’s wild eyes and
herculean body completely silenced him,

One Saturday a great house-cleaning was carried out.
We were just thinking that a general was about to inspect
the hospital, when a number of ladies came rusiling in.
‘The matron—a sour old bird—a couple of old maids who
looked like governesses, and two young girls.

“Now I must show your Imperial Highnesses our

youngest Hun!” I heard the old bird say. The blood went
to my head. They all stepped up to my bed and looked
at me with big eyes. “Like g caged monkey,” thought I
angrily. I clenched my teeth and put on a haughty look,
but Isaw all the same that both girls were fairy-like
Creatures, pretty as pictures, with fine narrow noses, large,
shining feminine eyes, delicately curved lips.

“That was something ultra fine, if old Bruenn is not
mistaken,” murmured Briinninghaus, following their

scer;t like a pointer as they passed out. T found out later
3
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from the orderly that they were two oiaughters of the
Czar, the Grand Duchesses Olga and Tag‘lailna. .

In the afternoon the music from a military band, with
resounding brass and clash of kettle-drums, came up fronf
the Moskwa. Pod looked round; nobody was in the room;
all had run out into the corridor to look at the parade.
He groped his way to my bed and mroed back my cove)r(l)c(:)tlé
“Sit upon my arm, Junker, there is something to ‘
at? I sat up on his left arm—a Chll'd at the breast o
a bear. Carrying me cautiously to his bed., he let m;:
down at the window, shoved a pillow behind my bac
and sat down next to me, his strong arm round my
shoulder. .

Opposite the window was a small church‘, a typlxca:‘
Russian church with fifteen onion-shaped cupolas, al (1)
them painted sky-blue and studded with gold stars. A new. };
formed regiment passed down the street, a-number 0
standards at its head, new, rich, beautiful ﬂags. Long(;
bearded popes walked to the right aod ‘lcft, and dxsappea\:cl:1 :
with the flags into the church. Singing began, ranlg oCe
heavily, and was followed by a long and oolemn si ex:n e—.
“Now they are consecrating the flags,” I said softly, so

ed. o

Wl:‘altnl(?:;’” said Bruenn mockingly. {\fter a while dhttl;
Blank—the girl—came in and with bright eyes sat Zwu
at my other side. Again the blast of. trumpets, the ;le
beating of the kettle-drums. Accompanied by the venem“&ll
popes, the flags came back out of the church dcc)lotrh ey
jubilantly waved their caps, many reverently crossed v =
selves, The regiment fell into line, and to .Iou muhe
marched down the street to the railway-station—to t

Front. 39
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“If there were no military music, there would only be
half as many wars,” said Bruenn suddenly.

“Yes, Bruenn. . . .” said Blank, lost in thought, “and
these popes,” he continued, “they are representatives of
God, aren’t they? like our pastors? But how is that now?
All are subjects of One, subjects of God, aren’t they? But
each one speaks against the other. . . . Give victory to our
flags | says the pope. No, give it to ours, says the pastor. ...”

“It’s a difficult matter,” said Bruenn. “Perhaps in the
evening, when work is over, the Lord plays heads and
tails with St. Peter about it?”

“Don’t talk rot!” cried Blank angrily, immediately look-
ing helplessly round. “No, listen, Ensign, all the priests of
the world are appointed to glorify Him, are they not? But
that means to serve love, charity, compassion, to avoid
pain and violence? How is it possible, therefore, that. . . .”
He broke oif, he could not go on. “Oh, bother,” he said
suddenly, and went out.

The wound in my thigh suppurated more strongly every
day, and my fever did not abate. I was so weak that my
comrades had to feed me—I could not carry a full spoon
to my lips. Every morning I swam in a puddle of greenish-
brown pus; a smell rose from my bed-quilt worse than that
from decomposition. Perhaps some poison had come into
my wound? Perhaps it had been caused by the wetting at
that time? At all events my blood was carrying on a violent
combat against a foreign, fatal power, at every moment
hurling millions of leucocytes against those destructive
powers which from day to day enlarged my wound and
which had already transformed it into a white, dead mass
twice as large as the palm of the hand.

Since the morning of my arrival in this hospital I had
40
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not seriously thought of death. Now I felt darkly and
oppressively that I should not be able to endure this daily
weakening much longer; that some day my body, unable
to withstand the progress of the pestilence, or to overcome
the nightly fever, must abandon the struggle.

“Must it be?” I asked myself a hundred times. “Then
was all suffering in vain. . . ?”

One afternoon, just as Pod was feeding me with tea by
the spoonful, two strange orderlics came into our ward
with a stretcher. They had paper slips in their hands, and
walked searchingly between the rows of beds. I gave such
a start that the contents of my full spoon fell down on my
bed. “What’s the matter, Junker?” asked Pod.

“Perhaps they want me,” I whispered. .

I had felt it; they did want me. “Nu, paschol” .sald the
first one, taking down my fever tablet and laying it at the
head of the stretcher. R

“Whereto?” I asked dumbfounded. “Whereto?”

“To the first floor,” said the orderly, pointing to the
ceiling.

“Why?” Pod inquired quickly. i

“That is the ward for the amputated,” said the man with
the shot lung importantly.

“No,” I cried out, “I will not, I will not!” .

Pod stroked my hair. “Be calm, Junker, be calm. '.”. .

“No, I had rather die—and die here with you. . . ! |

“Nu, pascholl!” repeated the first orderly. The other
intimated that he would fetch the surgeon. B

“Come on, go with them,” said Pod. “I’s of no use. B€
sensible! Besides, they dare not amputate without your
consent.” .

“My friend Mayer,” the man with the shot ﬂuough4ills
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lung interposed, “was amputated against his will. They
simply narcotized him whilc he slept !”

“Hold your tongue, stupid hound!” cried Pod wildly.

I was trembling all over. Should I submit, or should I
rebel? My heart would soon refuse to work. In my condition
it would not take long.

“Come, be calm!” Pod repeated, taking my spidery
hands between his great paws and stroking them sheepishly.
“You will only be under observation at first—for eight days
at least! and then, if you do not want . . . you can be on
the watch now you know what to do!”

I fell back. “Yes, Pod,” I said. “Yes, Pod. .. .”

As they put me on the stretcher accidentally encountered
Schnarrenberg’s eyes. They were large and round and
seemed as'if a new light were in them. All looked after me
anxiously, and with difficulty Pod accompanied me to the
door. »

“I shall come up every day,” he said eagerly. “In three
days I shall be up to climbing stairs; 1 shall begin to
practise to-day!” His huge figure remained standing
within the frame of the broken-down door, and there was
a look on his broad, round face which I had never seen
there before.

The ward on the first floor afforded a sight at which
cold iron seemed to press against my chest. The man with
the shot through his lungs was right; none of its inmates
possessed all his limbs. It was to be seen by the faces of
those who lay in the beds that they had gone through
something terrible. Those who hobbled about between the
beds on crutches or sticks had lost arm, or leg, or both.
In the aisle on a small chest with wheels, sat a man from

whom even both legs up to the thigh, and one arm up
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to the elbow, had been amputated. He was the first to
greet me.

I was put in a bed standing by itself at a window from
which I had the same view as from Pod’s bed—the gay
church with the onion-shaped cupolas, the shore of t.he
Moskwa where hundreds of people were bathing. Opposite
me was lying a Bosnian, a dark man with the build of a
gladiator, whose brown, oriental skin had a colour as if
white blood were flowing beneath it. Next to him was an
old man with the beard of a forester, who reminded me
of a Tyrolean wood-chopper. o

A hundred eyes looked at me curiously, questioningly.
Alas, I knew myself what an event it was for a ward when
a “newcomer” is brought in, but it was painful to be such
a newcomer. After a while the first one venturad to come
near me. He was one of the luckier ones; he had lost only
one leg. .o

“Well, comrade,” he said in a friendly voice. It. is
better here than downstairs, eh? To be sure, something
will be taken from you, but . . . what will it be?” he added
inquisitively. -

“A leg,” I said resistlessly. )

“Then we are in the same boat,” he said comfortingly.
He sang a little while he talked. He must have be::’n a
Viennese. “No, we are better off than all the others, he
continued. “We shall soon get home, shall be excfhanged-
Off with the leg—don’t care a snap! The chief thing 1s to
get home!”

Before the evening meal the dainty nurse came, sat
down on the edge of my bed, and took my hand as if to
feel my pulse. “Well, how goes it?” she asked in a warm

tone. 43
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I took her by surprise. “Nurse, why have I come here?
Am I as bad as all that? Must I really——

“No, no,” she laughed. “They only want to have you
under observation . . . that does not mean anything. . . .
Many have been taken downstairs again after a week.”

But I did not believe it. Her laugh did not sound genuine.
And how was I to believe it if nobody confirmed her? For
the first time since my captivity I felt indescribably alone.
If at Jeast one of my comrades lay near me. . . . But these
were all strangers, Turks and Bosnians, Austrians and
Hungarians . . . not a single German.

I turned round and looked out of the window. The
evening sun was glittering on the Moskwa, and its rays
caused the stars on the church to sparkle. What was Pod
doing now? I wondered—and Schnarrenberg and Bruenn?
After all, had they not been strangers to me up to the
moment at which the bullets struck us down next to one
another? Yes, they tore the badges and buttons from our
collars—at one blow wiped out all boundaries between us,
ﬁlle;ll 'uP every gulfl—made us perfectly equal, perfectly
equal! ., ..

If only they could visit me, I thought. But that might
not be for days. . . . Assuredly Pod would come as soon as
he could creep Up 2 single stair, and as assuredly little
Blank would ©ome; as soon as he found out that I had gone,
was lying here alone, and was to be amputated. , . . He was
ahead of them all. He could already manage to walk on
crutches.

) I started up. Music came to my ears from a weak little
jew’s-harp. It was the old man with the forester’s beard
and the Defregger face. He blew with fill cheeks, and it

W%z casy to see that he beat the time with legs that had
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been amputated at both knees. The two stumps movgd
in lively rhythm against his thin coverlet, and his
pale cheeks violently puffed out the Tyrolean wood-
cutter song.

The next morning the dainty nurse, strange to say, was
in the bandaging-room on the first floor. As they carried
me in, she spoke a few rapid words to the new doctor; but
I was so excited that I did not understand what she was
saying.

)',I‘hi new doctor was a little, oldish man with bushy
eyebrows and gold spectacles. He stood bend'ing over my
right leg for a long time, and I noticed th.at his glance was
fixed on me with a compassionate expression. .

“No, there is no help for it,” he said to the dainty
nurse. “The mortified part is already too extensive and is
progressing all the time, so that we can, at most, observe

for another four days, no longer. . . .’f ..
“There is nothing definite to be said,” the dainty nurse
translated. “We shall observe for a time. . . . Nevertheless,

it would be as well for you to decide whether you would
agree to an amputation. As already said, it does not appea,l’?
necessary for the present—perhaps not at all—l?ut. h .
I bit my lips until the blood came. I knew they lied. There
was a bitter taste in my mouth.

When I got back into my bed, both worked up @d
faint, an enema was being administered to t'he Bosglin
opposite. It was a strange liquid that. was being let into
him, looking like colourless oil and with an o.verpowen.x;i
odour. The gladiator-like Oriental lay with his eyes “.fld
open—but the more that the graduated glass tube ema;l)lt;i s;
the more fatigued he got until his eyes closed

i ht in
imperceptibly. The surgeon rose, the orderlies broug t
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grasped its meaning. I had not yet tasted its sweetest gifts.
I...Ihad not possessed any woman.

After two hours the Bosnian was brought back. He lay
white as chalk on the stretcher and all waited in suspense
for what he would do. Until evening he slept unnaturally
heavily, then gradually becoming restless, opened his eyes,
shivered, and vomited.

For a while he lay breathing heavily, then his eagle-like
nose distended and a paralysing terror overspread his face.
I distinctly saw him stealthily, like a thief, slip his hand
beneath the coverlet as if to seize something—slowly,
slowly. The next moment he uttered a strange, gurgling
sound and tugged like a madman at an invisible resistance.
“Nurse, nurse,” I cried.

When at last a sister came rushing up, the death-rattle
was already in his throat. The coverlet was pulled back,
bandages_were brought in in hot haste. ... He lay in a
glistening puddle, amputated at the upper thigh and with
open wound, and was rapidly sinking. The bandage
was grasped so convulsively in his hands that the blood-
saturated gauze could no longer be loosened from his
fingers.

. That was still left for me to do, I thought, if. . . . No one
could hinder me from doing it. . .,

Pod came the very next afternoon. He had actually crept
up the stairs on all fours like a dog, and was cursing
because he had not succeeded in doing it in any other way.
“Why must one drag a two-hundredweight body through
the world?” he said grimly, “if it does not even give one
the strength to go visiting like a decent Christian?”

’ghen he looked at me narrowly, passing his hanc
4
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unostentatiously over the coverlet along my right leg.
“Everything still present, eh?” he asked, with a sign of
relief,

“Yes, Pod,” I said, “but not for long. . . .”

" “Really?”

“They don’t say it to me, but I overheard the doctor. . ..”

“Well, and will you do it?”

I don’t think so, Pod. What do you say?”

T think so. In fact, we all think so, even Schnarrenberg.
What after all depends—"

“You all think, therefore, that otherwise I would go to
the beyond, plainly spoken?”

Pod squirmed. “Hm,” he said gloomily, “I don’t kl:lOYV
about that. In fact, nobody can know about that. But if :t
does not get better, it will blow you over some gay, that’s
what I think. Already you look confoundedly chalky, Has
nobody here a looking-glass?”

“Is that so. . . ?” I said softly.

“T’Il bring one next time!” His kind face had a tortured
look. “Briefly,” he continued, I think that you should
say ‘Yes.” The amputated are sent home irhmediately, I
have heard; that is worth something too. What should you
stay here for? Who knows what we have to expect? More-
over, you' need never go into a war again. That 1s still
better—damn it all. . . .”

. “Yes, Pod,” said I, “that’s so, but——:"

“There are wonderful artificial legs nowadays,” he
interposed. “A regular industry, let me tell you!” I:I‘e
expatiated on it in detail, his zeal passing all bounds. 1
once read an article by a military surgeon about it. In
conclusion he said that the artificial legs were as good as
the natural ones. . ..”

D 49
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Insp ite of everything, I had to laugh. “Yes, Pod, that
is ?‘II qulfe true—but the operation might fail. . . .”
Fail?” asked Pod in astonishment. It was plainly to be
seen that he had not thought of that.
thenI o a!gfdy very weak, perhaps I cannot stand it and
foot had . bere are many her'e from whom at first only a
COntinuedo e taken off, but it did no good. The wound
and, whe :;Suppurate. - . - Then they went on to the knee,
Ove; ther: ; gt failed, even tp the upper thigh. The Tyrolean
And now )as rst had only his toes frozen in the Carpathians.
Y ono ¢ Supposing the same happened to me? They can
frt e on,ly In my case . . . they cannot go on any
er....”
an ei‘(’infoum'ied kettle of fish!” Pod muttered. He was at
Pr he dxfi 1ot know how to go on.
or theerre awglhﬁe e got up to leave. “I must be gone now
just occurs ¢ the de,v il to pay with my orderlies, but it
to me . . .” he continued in a relieved voice,

€¢. .
you might venture ¢ :
o have j
others of us!” t done much sooner than any

“How so, Pod >
" ni?;u:; t;hesé will take particular pains with you! I am
“Oh, Pod, . . w ) "UESe you know. .. .
agaii ui:‘rsnirsray! }:Iow sleep well. . . . If possible, I’ll come
ow.” He 8r0ped. his way out cautiously by
ck once again from the door and closed
S care. A hot lump rose in my throat.

to myself, Wn on his knees now,” I said helplessly

The mea)
= cal came and.passed s usual, and the Tyrolean

ayeD

began in the old way with his wood-cutter song. In the
bed of the Bosnian a man had been put both of whose
testicles had been shattered by a shot. His face wore an
expression that seemed to indicate that he had lost all
comprehension.

My thoughts began to concentrate around a small
nucleus. I was too weak to be tormented by a pronounced
thirst for women; I had too little surplus in me to feel a
desire for what was physical of them—no, it was not that—
but my soul was still strong enough to give birth to a
longing for their spirituality, a longing after the solely
feminine, the negative pole as opposed to my young
manhood. It was indefinable, this longing, it could not be
expressed in words, it was simply present, nothing more.

“No,” I said to myself, “I do not want to die; for I have
not yet lived! That bright, rosy bit of life of which we
read in books and poems, I have not yet learneg to know.
It must be indescribably beautiful, this bit, but it must
be most beautiful of all to yield for a first time to its
mystery, to forgét therein all, all of what has fallen on me
during the last weeks and nearly caused me to confuse life
with war. .. .”

Could it appear otherwise to me? After those months
full of blood and dirt and murder must it not seem like
fairyland—like another and brighter side of existence?
Hitherto I had only seen the shadows.

No, I went on thinking, what was a horse, what was a
field, what was a tennis-court, after all? What were they
compared with this? At all events the fairest still remained
for me . . . and in a half-dream I saw before me a maiden
who let me forget all this. Her hands knew nothing of
blood, her eyes nothing of corpses, her lips nothingsxof



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

feverish outcries. In her the light of life was embodied for
me, the true, glorious light. . . . And I did not even stop
at the thought which thrust itself on me in the continuation
of these fancies, that in her I saw and recognized the
divinity embodied in human shape, the representative of
God in this world, in contrast to the earthliness in which
I was now living smothered in dirt and pus.

Night came, but I did not sleep; a burning longing had
seized on me—the longing for life and for what in the first
Place signified chaste juvenility, I felt uncertainly that this
train of thought had made me come to a decision, had
perhaps saved me from death,

“Well,” I suddenly heard somebody ask.

I started up. “You,” I said happily.

“Yes. T . T only wanted 1o inquire whether you have
made up your mind.”

I lcoked at her with burning eyes. Her white coat fitted

tightly across her breast 5 her knees rounded themselves in

oval curves through her skirt, Her hands looked as if they
had Paradise 1o

give away. All that I had brooded over, all
that my young life and longing had cried out for, suddenly
stood tangibly before me, Jike 3 sign from God become a
certainty in her body.

“Yes,” I said firmly, “In three days, nurse.”

Again. I passed a night of torment. It seemed to me as if
the nights were becoming more and more tormenting—
perhaps because th.e old dreams had been joined by others,
by gruesome fancies of severed legs and limbless trunks
piled up in baskets,
' I CrouChed.down and slowly passed my hand along my
n?zlt leg, testing every inch. I clasped my knee, its round,
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movable cap, the shin-bone, the ankle, the toes—everything
that was actually so altogether healthy that one would
grieve to have it simply thrown away l-ike refuse. I remem- |
bered with painful clearness many a thing this !eg hi}d dqne
with particular excellence. Was it not the 'hghtmng-hke
wedge that had propelled the football, the limb that l.lad
rapidly swung itself across the horse’s back when getting
into the saddle? Knee, shin, ankle, toes, all were as sqund
as ever—must I sacrifice it only because a pointed bit of
lead had perforated its upper muscle?

I was just beginning to waver once more, to balance my
resolve to and fro, when the door was pushed open and big
Pod marched as one coming to effect a rescue, followed by
little Blank. ' .

“Well, my boy,” he said, “here’s a lookxng-gj.ass. It ’1,5
only a fragment, to be sure, but it does not decfewe.. ces

I held it before my face and looked timidly into it. The
last time I had seen myselfin a mirror was at the Front, ax’ld
now I shrank. Pod bad not exaggerated. A little de?th 5=
head looked back at me out of the bit of glass‘.. Its_skm lay
like thin, yellowish parchment on the bone§, its lips wer;
bluish, thin and fleshless, chapped all over, 1ts cheeks san
inward like deep pits. Only my eyes still hved—they.w;lre
three times as large as they used to be, and had a sickly,
burning brilliance. .

“It ii, unfortunately, no beauty-mirror to flatter,” said
Pod ily. )

“f;yuvnvg;,yl have made up my mind,” I said slowly.
“Even without the looking-glass, Pod.”

“’Tis well, my son. When?”

“Day after to-morrow. . . .”

Little Blank looked at me admiringly with his girsl;Sh
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eyes. “You will get home then, Ensign,” he said as if he
would like to change places with me.

Before tea, someone called from the window: “Look, just
look. . . . All who could rushed to the window benches.
“It is just like three months ago.” The Viennese called
to us, “A new pogrom against the Germans—they drowned
eight merchants that time!”

We looked out in excitement. On the street beside the
river eleven persons were running fast with hundreds of
pedlars and labourers at their heels. From all sides the
fleeing men were being driven towards the Moskwa.
Nothing was left for them to do but to jump into it, to
save their lives by swimming across. We saw the water
§plash. A little later eleven heads bobbed up—all had
;un.lped ir. “That is enough now, by heaven!” little Blank
whispered. No, by the Devil, it was not enough. Half a
dozen:of the pogrom pursuers jumped into empty boats
ang with rapid strokes rowed after the swimming men.

My God, surely they will not . . ,?” whispered little
Blank with rigid lips.

“They will, these beasts . . .” muttered Pod.

He was right, he knew them. One after another they were
pushed back by the neck into the water, five, six times,
till nOﬂe came up—like young dogs they drowned
gll;nkm. cril::.t over there one has reached the shore!”

“He had better haye been drowned,” said Pod, “They
told me what they did with the last one, ...”

It was far to the other shore. Nevertheless, we saw the
boa.ts' land, and their inmates overtake and surround the
f}xgluVF on the open field. All bent down, ten, a hundred
tmsmjs 10 quick succession. , , . The German fell on his
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knees, for a long time pleadingly holding up his hands
At last he fell down powerless on his face. '

“They have stoned him,” said Pod in a hard voice.

There was a riot in the ward. Were they not Germans,
were they not our brothers-in-arms? No orderly is to be
seen, no nurse. All looked on at this spectacle, scemingly
in calmness. -

“And the police tolerate this?” Blank asked in a low
voice. “Just as soon as a few harmless Peasants sta'nd
together for a little talk, the Cossacks beat 1nt9 them with
their knouts in order to disperse these prohibited gather-
ings. And here?” _

“That all comes from the war!” one cried grimly. ,

“But these Russians are so pious, $o good-ngtured?
little Blank asked, beside himself. He was a Cathohc;’ .

“Tust let someone read a Czarist paper to you,” said
Pod, “then you wiil know what leads them to such
things. . . .” o

Ligttle Blank got up. His young face was pale, his thin
legs trembled. “I must get to bed,” he said. “[ can scarcely
keep on my feet.”

At the door he stood again. “And in this land we are o
live?” he added. “Perhaps for months? and as prisoners?
Ensign, I would gladly give my leg if I could get out of
this hell that way. . . .”

On the day preceding my amputation a tin of preser\.'cd
peaches, a box of cigarettes, and some matches were standing
on my night-table. I had no idea who had brought theml:
but drew the things with weak hands into my bed and t(;; .
out a cigarette. I had not smoked for weeks. My God, W]

a blessing it was! . . . Looking round I saw that the WC;(;d'
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cutter was following
you know who brou
over to him,
“Yes,” he said readj
jew’s-harp, too.”
Then I remembereq having sometimes seen a young
Austrian officer in 2 red hospital coat at his bed. He had

the head of 3 musician, was of dark complexion, and dragged
his left leg behind him,

“Is that your lieutenant?” I asked.

“.Yes,” said the wood-cutter. “I did not know him, but
he is of my regiment, that’s why he always comes. . .

This 1 understood, Byt what led him to take any notice
of me? That could not understand, Nevertheless the
little gift inade me 5 happy as the finest attention of Pod

my smoke with yearning eyes. “Do
ght them " I cried as I threw a cigarette

Y, “my lieutenant, He gave me my

bH
.

intercourse with

‘ ever do so again?
Sometimes I
56

did not understang myself any more. But
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was it not terribly difficult to unc.ierstand that all thd(;‘fj
deplorable cripples were not victims of some d;ea ul
accident? Was it not incredible that men wanted an 1m§ e
all this, that this helpless trunk in a cart on whee tls1 taa
not been maimed by a brainless machine, Put hat 2
thinking man, with his own hand had made him wha
?
WaIS 1:’:')a‘:.unnerved, that was it. I should have thought
i Front, but here. ... _

Otl;erflv:z:; t;l};zelf to’think of Schnarrenberg, my 1bra:l’e
sergeant-major. Was he still the same, or was he _areafoi

. .2 We had all done our duty, nor had we any time for
such thoughts so long as we were at the Front—it wo -~
have been mad to think of such things there,.be‘causeB X
had to defend ourselves. Our homes lay behingd us. 'tli
here, away from the war. . . . And, moreover, our hospx.:x;
the Grudetzki barracks, was one of the best of the gus:an
military hospitals, an object for exhibition to . sl;?ons
Grand Dukes, the show-hospital for neu.tral commi rmOus-
Many thousands of others there were in this e:ilo't 1008
realm into which no one ever set foot. How would i
there?

I could not go on. I wanted to cry out. What,.tat lsal:ecg
moments, was a box of cigarettes and a tin of frux_ gr ”
by unknown hands on the bed of one unknown? or o
other reason than that the latter was seen to §ufi_'erh ity
hours it was a symbol, a witness to a sane belief in hum
—despite everything. . . . ) )

TovI;ards ezt:ngg uneasiness became notlceablcii 131:) ntll:
ward, A rumour went round of new tx:ansports;ﬁa::ni1 e
thing was heard of an order according to Wi

: ir own physicians,
prisoners of war were to be treated by the: p o
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because, in consequence of the new transports, there were
scarcely enough Russian doctors for their own wounded.

I thought suddenly of my amputation. Then I should
be amputated by a German physician; then there was Do
more danger for me; then I should surely get over it.
1 inquired everywhere. It was possible that it was a fabrica-
tion such as one of those many reports with which we were
flooded daily—all of them only fancies, bred from desire.
No, this time it seemed to be truth. . . . Oh, it would be
the most sensible truth in the world! Could there be
anytl'ux_lg more bureaucratically insane than that the
phys1c1a§s who were prisoners of war were not allowed t0
help their own comrades? And could there be anything
more”natural than to let those captive physicians follow
theu.' wo’r.k and their profession on behalf of their com-
patriots, instead of keeping them crowded together and
allo;v;g% tjle;n to perish in prison-camps, because they were
prohibited from givin
D ished ifthey dgid sog? such help, and would be sorely

After ‘the, evening meal—as usual there was kascha, 2
coarse dish of hulled barley which did not agree with our
wea}<ened stomachs, I saw that the man with the wounded
testicles, for the first time since he lay in the ward, had
raised himself out of bed. He came straightway. and, with
legs apart, up to me and looked at me as if he, had been
roused from a terrible dream.

“Come tell me,” he began. “You are educated and
must know. Can one do it without}”
“What do you mean, comrade?” I asked, confused.
They have, you must know——— he opened his undez-

drawers an'd made a short motion as if cutting. “Nothing
any more, is there?”
58
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Should I tell him the truth? I could not. “Oh- yes . . .”,’
I said. I think so, although . . . no children, I beheve.”. .

“S0,” he said hoarsely, “only 1o children. . . .7 He
was silent for a time, drew a few breaths, took a photograph
out of his shirt and held it before my eyes. A buxom,
good-natured-looking girl—just the right kind of a machine
to bear children, Bruenn would say. “My wife,” he said
briefly. “We could not afford to have any children, we
were not rich enough. But she wants tO have six some
time, six at least, Without children life was worth npthmg,
so she always said. . . .” He went back into his bed,
stretched out his limbs, and spoke to nobody again until
he was sent to Siberia.

When I was carried to the bandaging-room the next
morning there was actually an Austrian feglmefltal
physician at the table, a solemn gentleman with 2 little
grey in his hair. “Here comes our youngest,” said the
dainty nurse, smiling at me encouragingly.

He turned round and looked at me for a while in silence.
“Well, what is the matter with you?” he asked,

“I am to be amputated,” I said fecbly. "

“Amputated? Nonsense!” he exclaimed. I stared at n:
wide-eyed. He opened the bandage, drew out the dralnatﬁ
tube, introduced an instrument into the passage O‘f; hee
shot, shaking his head disapprovingly. “Incrc'dxble.1 ne
muttered to himself, “What did they treat you with Jately:

“With iodine, doctor.” )

I could see b’y his look that he would not have w1thhd§id
a sharp word if the Russian nurse had not been stan bi
next to him, “An amputation is for the present not 0

thought of,” he said curtly. s
My wou’nds were carefully cleagsed, and wet P°“1t;9
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laid on them, nothing further. Nothing was nearly so
painful as it had been at the hands of the former physicians.
I was so agitated that I impulsively grasped his hands.

“All right, all right,” he said gruffly, but a smile flitted
over his face. “Next please. . . .”

I'lay in bed as if someone had told me that peace had
come. I caressed my leg and sang to myself. Lord, was it
possible? Was it not a fever fancy? I pinched my rescued
leg, rubbed my eyes, felt my forehead. No, I was in my
right senses. Besides, it was morning, and everything,
everything was true. . . ,

In the afternoon Pod came. “I am not going to be
amputated, Pod!” I called out to him.

Pod stared at me. “What? I thought to-day?”

“The Austrian physician. . . .”

“Nonsgnse,” said he, “only fancy!”

“Do you see,” he said fiercely. “Are they not hogs,
those damned surgeons?”

“No, Pod, our doctor with the glass eye was a good
man.”

“Drat it! What care I for his goodness if it costs me a
marching stick! My God,” he continued. * | ought to have
known that sooner. I hardly dared to come up! Now it is
done, I kept thinking to myself, . .,

“Just wait,” I said gaily. “I shall
now! But do not hurry. . . .»

He laughed. “I’ll take good care not to! We shall not
be so well off in Siberia, I fear. . . .» He put his hand in
the pocket of his hospital coat and drew out two pieces of
sugar. “Schnarrenberg sends you this,” he said sﬁortly.
“Ige also believed that to-day. . . . Well, drop it!”

o]

get well as soon as you

19I5

“Do you want a cigarette, Pod?” I asked.

“Man,” he exclaimed, “whence this wealth? Of course
Ido....” '

“An Austrian lieutenant brought them to me while

S, -”
: ‘I‘?Ix‘)ltlese fellows have a heart, it cannot be denied,” Pod
sai izingly. .
a%ga:rrgx:gl%iZe chimneys. “What about the man with
the shot through his lungs?” I suddenly asked. Pod shogk
his head, then said: “Oh, that is only a corpse on }eave‘..

At last he got up. “Let’s go back to our bower,” he said,
his mind now at rest. “Besides, I need no longer creep
on all fours,” he added proudly. .

I forced a few cigarettes into his hands. “Give Bruenn
and Schnarrenberg some, too, Pod.” . g

“That’s all right!” he said briefly. “See to it that you
come down again soon.” po

The same evening the Austrian lieutenant came in, went
up to the wood-cutter and sat down on his Bed. I wa;ted
a bit, then called out: “Please, lieutenant . . .”

He came at once. “Well,” he said smiling. “You appear
to be better to-day?”

“Lieutenant, I should like to—"

“You look aimost gay,” he interrupted me. “A few days
ago I was almost afraid for you. .. g

“gisr’ ilrcl):ttt)l:e?s yc(;:vcr, isn’t he?” He again interrupted
me. “He is a famous professor from Vienna. I have spoken
t .’, )
oIhl ;vzbsgtti:zking him. He did not fook as heutl:::x:;ni;s
usually do. He had the head of an artist, anfi two spnsc
fiery eyes. “And what did he say?” I asked in suspe -
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“That it was g great shame. Your wound only became
so dangerously extensive because of wrong treatment.

He hopes to remove the Suppuration in three to four days.
It was high time for your frail body. . , .

I was silent, breathing rapidly. “Then I
well?” T asked in a low voice.

“If nothing intervenes, surely, , , .»

shall get quite

ell me, lieutenant—»
“My name is Brehm,” he interposed.

“Lieutenant Brehm, why were our physicians, who were
prisonefs of War, not allowed to treat us?”
“No one exactly knows,” he said in a low voice. “But

it is. supposed because, in Proportion to the Russians,
there would not then hay

e been enough cripples among
us, and not €nough dead, , . »

. * cried Pod. His good face beamed
like the moon, Eyep Schnarrenberg’s harg features relaxed.
“N°ﬂm}g in the papers yet about peace?” he said by way
of greeting, “Tq 1 of your coming down again,” said
the. man with the shot through hjs lungs. It sounded almost
as if it vexeq him,

The dainty nuree poq kept my old bed free for me. She
Was a Countess Urusoff, hey Christian name being Lida,
3 I was informeq Y Lieutenant Brehm_ Now I under-
stc;gd the pretty littje shoes i i

1915

: ses
kept hands—and her few accomphshments.o ﬁlh g: ::;:to-
in this hospital were society ladies, many and energetic,
crats. The tall, dark one, who was so CUI:I - and v So
Was even said to be a German from the B t:ﬂ,d have boor
unkind to us only because otherwise she wo e X
accused of secret sympathy, and thetefosewas clean and
her country. Be that as it might, my bfh ¢ were even a
freshly covered, and on the night-table es::ve-tin.
few pansies. They stood in my empty p;] od. The four

Almost everything about us had ¢ ?{ngon'e’ two had
dragoons from our brother regiment had ge or,ted. Litde
been sent to Siberia, two had died, so Pod Iep iree bad
Blank had been put in our ward; the nlamttl-fe e with
managed that. Of the others near by, o yaintanc;?- After
the shot through his lungs was an old acq(t)ln be well.

a few minutes he told me that he would so ld alsgady 1if

My wounds made rapid progress. Ihcotor No biting
up my coverlet without a feeling of ‘;Ls (;f my fever-
odour of decomposition met me. The t?e a0 to be dream-
curve fell lower every day; the nights beg leg had already
less; the wound above my knee on my left eigthigh of my
clos::d; the rim of the wound on the uppuently o heal.
right leg was beginning to itch, and conseq nfluence on my

o mewold surroundings 1?21 aslf:ieea:irllg at bandaging-
g ety e e i
nlot lighﬂt;; :ei'h:v :,l;:lp?t:rt‘;o:o:v(;rd. 'i‘rue, if one were

ce
Ebtwant and looked a;h:tdefz:a:ge'k's-o'n water-sacks with
One man had been lying

d long been
one leg over his coverlet. Back and seat ha e
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bereft of skin—every breath must have caused him terrible
pain, for he moaned unceasingly. Another, with a shot
through his bladder, had a long tube hanging from under
his quilt, a tube from which black and bloody drops
oozed out into a bowl. A third had a shot through his
stomach. Anything he tried to swallow at once exuded
through the passage of the shot—if his wound were not
to heal in time he must surely starve to death.

A shell-splinter had torn the flesh from another man’s
kidneys. He would have to lie on his stomach for months,
perhaps. His kidneys were exposed, and their corrosive
contents ate into his muscles. In our ward were two with
eyes shot out, three with terrible abdominal wounds, two
with shots in the rectum which could never heal because
the ph,sicians had not means at their command to prevent
their constant pollution, and one with the entire lower jaw
missing,who would have to be fed through tubes all his
life.

“Schnarrenberg,” T asked suddenly, “will you ever be
able to shoot again?”

He started up in some amazement. I distinctly saw that
he was at war with himself, that in him, too, something
new was struggling, wanting to get out of him—but that
it was too new, too weak.

“Of course,” he snarled angrily. “What else>”

Again our days passed on in the old round of bandaging,
eating, sleeping. Nevertheless we were surrounded by a
new atmosphere. We old inmates had the feeling that what
was hardest lay behind us, and we were now getting

medicines—stimulating and cleansing remedies. A few of

us even got something that the Russians cajled “slabo”,
64
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only a sort of miserable porridge, to be sure, but thter
assimilated by our weakened stomachs than the national
food, the black kascha. .

We occupied ourselves in attempting to walk in t}}c
quiet afternoon hours. As a matter of course, we only did
this when no one was in the ward, and a slightly wqunded
man always stood on watch at the dopr to de.tam any
unexpected nurse or orderlies with questions, until we ha.d
reached our beds again. We did not want to get to Siberia
any sooner than was necessary, and we very well l.mew
that we would be mercilessly sent there the very minute
an ill-disposed orderly saw us run about. 5

As I was about to make my first attempt at walking, Pod
shoved two crutches under my shoulders. I had to learn to
walk again like a child, and if Pod and Blank had not
carefully supported me I would have fallen down, despxtﬁ
my crutches, like a drunken man. My lf:gs hag lo§t a11
power, and also my arms. Notwithstanding this, we a;d
practised daily—because we never knew when they wou
drive us out, and because we slept so well afterwards..

Oh God! At home all this would have been pfofessxonall‘y
supervised and carried out! There th-ey had gymnastn;
apparatus ; enervated muscles were electrified and mastsl:ige
with strengthening ointments—here there was no ;ngc;
nothing but two crutches made of bamboo-cane
covered with oilcloth! And had we not even to 1;101;0:;
those from the amputated, or to steal them? We aever
try in secret to get on our feet again, but how I?aﬁdnhow
got so far because no one took pity on them: A e
many who, after a little assistance, n}xght have e‘:jnlimbs
to walk again as they once did, kept stiff or shortene

o ere not even the
for the rest of their lives be?usc there w 65
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most primitive instruments, the simplest remedies, at
hand?

Usually Pod summoned us for the Kino hour after these
walking tests. All near by collected at his window to watch
those hundreds of people bathing naked in the warm
waters of the Moskwa, They were, for the greater part,
older men and women, but there were young and pretty
girls among them, too.

“One ought to have glasses,” said Bruenn, the great
erotic, “A real telescope. . , .

Pod reproved him. “You can never get enough, Bruenn.”

“Man! Just fancy if that were customary with us,
without a rag, without a fig-leaf even!”

“Then yowd put electricity on the shelf and become

swimming-master, eh?” called out a newcomer. Al] broke
into a roar of laughter.,

> Unspoiled limbs and a
P Was voluptuousness itself,

“By thunder! said Bryenn appreciatively, “She is

well padded.”

“I like more in front,” sajq Pod dreamingly,
“That’s because you

don’t understand anything,”
Bruenn retorted. “In front a girl ought to have only so

watched the young girl with a peculiar €xpression as she
slowly stepped into the Water, bent down, sprinkled her

breast with her outspread hand, and slowly dived into the
green of the water,
66
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“Man! just imagine that for once we could have some-
thing 5o soft in our cold bachelor beds!” Bruenn called out
enthusiastically. . .,

“It is easily to be seen that you are regaining strength,
sai smilingly.

a‘(‘iYI:)(\:dwill sofnybe sent to Siberia to cool off?”” someone
added with a sneer. ' -

Our daily afternoon Kino hour passed all too quickly
with this badinage. All joined in it, except Schnarrenberg
and Blank, While, however, Schnarrenberg se:crctl.y
listened—to take part in our conversat.i(')n would, m.zs
opinion, be incompatible with his military rank—li lc:
Blank, the girl, lay blushing in his bed. It could clearly |
be seen that he was desperately trying not to “1)1ear our
strong expressions.

The nights became quieter and quieter. When the ,dam;y
nurse came she found me in my full senses. She s:arcc y
ever said more than her softly whispered “spatsch”. On:
evening, however, a few days after my return,,to.the lov:’gc
ward, she sat down in silence at my bed, lool.ung atWas
with eyes in which subdued pain seemed to linger. it
she ashamed, perhaps, on account of my ampu: X
affair? And because now that the Russian doctor§ d1 l;lge
treat us any more there was not half so m.uch ;101se in
ward, and convalescence became much quxcker' ?

“What ails you, nurse?” I asked in a low voice.

“I just wanted to tell you. . ..”

“Please go on, nurse.” )

“I Onlygwanted to ask you not to thmlf ba;isly n:f
our country, of our people! He—the Russmu:l—to o
bad; he is only lazy, lazy and encourage 6
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indifferent! We are backward in everything, far behind,
that’s it , . .”

I took courage, seized her hand and kissed it timidly.

“Oh, you cannot believe how hard it is for us,” she
exclaimed, “to have to see everything, not to be able to
do anything against it. Every friendly act, every humane
deed is reported, and may cost us Siberia or our estates,
but I do not submit. I work day and night to lessen the
shame upon our country . . .

At last one morning, despite all wishes to the contrary,
the dreaded hour arrived. All the beds were newly covered
with clean linen: all bottles and chambers thoroughly
cleansed.

“Here, Potemkin is not dead yet,” cried Pod across to
me. “Yow’ll see, the commission will come to-day!”

He was right. Pod was always right; he had a nose for
such things, the scent of a regular pointer. Shortly after
the midday meal the dreaded event came. An orderly
stormed in, bellowing like a bull: “Attention!”’ An entire
suite appeared at the door—a Surgeon-general, three doctors
of lesser rank, a group of surgeons,
Of our doctors there was nothing to

Bed after bed was visited. “Get up, get up.” The orderlies
placed crutches under the arms of ope after another of us.
“There, now try!” said the surgeon-general in his clipped
German. He had a sharp, dried-up hawk’s face, and spoke
as if he were commanding a s

quadron.
Pod, Bruenn, and Blank were ahead of me. When the

crutches were handed to Pod, he humbly shook his shaggy
bear’s head. “Nitschewo . . . he said in a friendly way.
It was his one Russian word

é; couple of nurses laughed, The surgeon-general looked

and a couple of nurses.
be seen.

1915

at him as if he would like to have had him‘ shoE; A gla.‘nce
at his herculean frame sufficed him. “All right,” he cried.
“Next.”

Pod drew his longest face, cast his eyes across to us as
if looking for help. I shrugged my shoulders. What coul;l
I do! Little Blank’s manner soothed the sur.geon-ger:lclaliaci
Blank accepted the offered crutches, and cautlouslthv beed
up and down two or three times 1n the space by l133 > m;
like a good boy. “All right, next.”” When he got to fl;tl o
there was trouble again. The very moment thgt he. e '
crutches under his shoulders, and the orderlies with riv;
their support, Bruenn fell full-le‘ngth on the ioo:t:k <
screamed pitifully as if he were being l?urned at edosed.
He was lifted up and his wound examm,ed. It wis;h dark-
“When did you come?” asked the ha\tvk s head. f: ethree
sister reported that he had been lying there orl e
months. “All right,” said the alllﬁ)owerful ong, pleased.
“All right,” Bruenn grinned after him. o

Alnvzaihthe next. “Gg;t up, get up!” I rose with ﬁﬁic:;tgs
“Kastille, Kastille!” cried the surgeon-general. v }1’,11 o
were lifted, the crutches slipped from unfier my sho nc{
and I was left to stand alone. Everythx'ng turned ;z;.lum
before my eyes, and my right leg swung like the pcInmight
of a clock. I could not place it on the floor, try as lef;;
“Walk! walk!” cried the hawk’s head. Slo“.rly I sceit rilljlr(a ’
leg forward and swayed back and forth like a dru .
(3 n ! 3

(fﬁotoill;igo :mment the dainty nurse stepped for\zasrgé
“He has not left his bed before now, Your Excellency,

i ly. i
Sal‘?é)l:?’Yelz: laughed menacingly. “At a second trial he

will run like a Borzoi.” 69
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“But he is excessively weak, Your Excellency.”

“Thanks. I can see that for myself. I am a doctor!
Anyway he need not walk; he will ride for weeks—as far
as Siberia. Long before that he will have recovered! No,
no, all right. We need room. Next. . ..”

With a short look he went past the man with a shot
through his lungs.

“Oh God,” the latter whispered to himself. “Oh God
... and I? What about me? I should like to get out!I
shall be well soon. . . . Why, why does he pass me by. .. ?”

“Thunder and blazes, "twill be in a minute now,” said
Pod in the afternoon. “We need not be secret about it any
more. I shall go down to the court and sun myself a bit.”

In thiee or four days I was also able to get down to the
court with the help of Pod and Bruenn. The stairs, to be
sure, were_a little hindrance still, but the lure of the sun
caused all difficulties to seem light.

From the first landing of the stairs, where I had to
wait some time to get my breath, an unexpected view
presented itself. The Kremlin lay before our eyes. Gigantic
walls enclosed hundreds of cupolas, some of poisonous
green, others of pure gold or azure blue, and of all shapes.
I saw them for the first time, and a flood of what I had
once heard and read swept over me. But the view did not
make anything clearer to me. Rather, it seemed to me as
if the mystery of this country became more impenetrable,
the strangeness of this life more incomprehensible. .

“So much gold is said to lie in there, that all the misery
in the world could be done away with by its means,”
said Bruenn.

I shrugged my shoulders, What should I say to this?
70 :

.

. : 3
' years ago, the realm of arbitrariness.
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I should not become clearer in my mind about what thxs.
picture awakened in me if I were t0 look at it for days;
I felt attracted and repelled, and 1.<ncw no reason ﬁ:;
either. Did it proceed from the mixture in my blooth,
from my heritage from my mother? “Let us go into the
sun,” I said at last.

In the court I came at once upon Lieutenant Brehm. tl;;
grenade had made a stump of one of his feeF. Walking wi X
a stick and dragging his left leg pbehind him, he came @
me. _
0112;211‘?,@;2 said heartily, “for the first time i the sur:i?
That does more to make one well than four weeks of bed.
it, P'll get you a chair. . ..” .

BuIEI:V?::r’ni if:k i’;vith a chair, let me slowly dowss into 18,
and sat down beside me on a bench. Pod and Bruenn we:::fl
hobbling across the court, and, mutuallzy' supporting :)Zed
other, laid their faces together at the railing that enc o
the entire space. It was the boundary to a street 10 wd "
the life of Moscow pulsated in strong colours, an d
which there was incredibly much to be seen for shargcx}:]s,
starved eyes—coachmen and policemen, workmen and giris.

“The commission has visited you?” askec’i, Brehm.

“Yes, recently. It was a specta?,xlar play.

“Then you will get away so0D.

« iberia, eh?” .

u'srgce)s,s lrlilio&gh it was distinctly ‘agre‘ec{’ that in case of
war no prisoner should be se-?tt <t10> ”Slbena.

“ is is not permitteds )

“?)(; f:‘cl)zsgnnot, but Izvhat does Rus'sia care abou; uig;::d
ments? It is, and remains to-day, as it was three

7t
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“And why were these agreements made?”

“Because the climate of Siberia is unbearable for Central
Europeans! Fifty degrees of cold in winter, and fifty degrees
of heat in summer. Who can stand that? No, let us s’;’)eak
of something else, Why bother yourself about it now?

I only nodded. How blessed the sun was! I put out my
hands to its rays, spread out my fingers, closed them again.
My God, they had become regular spider-legs, white,
wrinkled, bloodless. The skin could have been drawn
away in long strips.

After a while he left me. A German Guards officer, a
long, over-slender man, Klemnt by name, addressef:i me.
We exchanged a few sentences, and he inquired in an
agreesbly sympathetic way how my wound was, how I
was feeling.

“You have had the Devil’s own luck! But why are you
not put with us into the officers’ ward?” he asked 1n
conclusion,

“No,” I said quickly. “I have comrades—comrades who
care for me like brothers! I should like to stay with them
as long as possible, With my knowledge of languages I can
be useful to them in many a way, And they have no one
else who could help them. . . »

I stretched myself and was lost in dreams, Moscow—
Kremlin—Siberia, Was it not really like a dream? Suddenly
the barred gates opened and an ambulance rattled in over
the gravel. Two splendid Orloffs trotted quickly past me,

described an elegant curve, and came to a halt two paces
in front of me.

A long-missed smell of sweat and horse’s hair came to
me. Could there be a more beautifyl symbol for me on the

frst day of Sun, on my first day out? The horses remained
72
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standing in front of me for a whole hour. Th.elr bell-like
hoofs pawed the gravel now anéidithen. Their gorgeous
trappings rang in time to their nodding.

Ipl()iidgslmt sgtir. My eyes glided over every part of t}l:e
noble bodies, from their red, distended nostrils to tde
curly hair of their tails that almost touched the g_roul?k.
I should have liked to lay my fingers on their silk-like
faces, but I could not, as yet, stand without help..I would
have keeled over at the slightest pressure of their hea?s.
No, I must give that up. But my eyes tried to make up ;)(r
it and examined their bodies inch by inch, .s? to speak.
They were of that breed made famous by Russia’s slelghu:)gf
races. They had hooked rams’ noses, lcfw backs, Chfmk #
steel, and ankles like a bear’s paws. Thelr. great eyes dqo ec
at me fixedly, their fine ears waved listeningly towacds me.
“Zelle, old beast of section Z . . . I suddenly t.hoyght. .

I drew in the smell of their sweat like an 1nv1g0fann§
elixir. I slowly, slowly felt along my right leg. Yes, it wa
still there. I had it still. I was rich.

During the following night the man with the shot tl:;(l):egdh
his lungs died. He passed away quietly and un;l. g
When I awoke in the morning I saw th'at he. was byglbgles
bed with open mouth full of red, dried lfttle (;1 Sde.
Later I learnt that he had entered a comp}amt and a e
for a bill of health because the commiss19n had ;:ai <
him by, He was almost well and would like to get out,
were the reasons he had given. _

I took my crutches so that I might go gut qntll thcghga;
carried him away. I almost seemed to miss hl.s graulrlx:every
his constant fault-finding. However, I took this w:

. ed to drag
morning as soon as I woke up; for I preferr o
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myself painfully down to the water-closet than use any
longer the commode, which was hardly ever cleaned, and
nearly always so full that it could not be used.

To be sure, that was now a thing of the past, Oh, it was
not a trifling matter that was now done with! At first it
drove me to despair to sit on this commode, supported by
' two men and in the presence of all—then I got used to it
as one got used to everything. But a new hell had come in
its place, this expedition itself. It was difficult and painful,
that did not matter. Byt it was a walk through rows of
the dead, that was jt, | -

The great morning cleansing only began about eight
o'clock. It was only at eight o’clock that the beds were
looked after, the new corpses carried away. When I had to
8o they were all sti]] lying as they had died, and no morning
went by without my having to go through the long ward
Past ten qr twelve dead to get to the door. Often their arms
or legs, convulsed by the death struggle, were stretched
out so far into the ajsle that I could scarcely wind my
way between them. Some lay naked on the floor, some hung
half out of their beds, and many had bloody mouths,

rigid' in the last cry. Almost all, however, had open eyes,
looking at one Strangely with their glassy pupils; for from
the moment when

the orderlies learnt that a man was
d not trouble any more about him, but

; must and could—among a thousand
fuman beings, and yet like a beast in the fielq, . .

At noon the dark nurse told us that the order for trans-
portation had come, ““T'o-morrow, very carly . . * She said

it shortly and concisely, but it seemed to me as if her

pretty lips were trembling. “Haye you any wish?” she
asked me,
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I hesitated a little. There was something i w;nt::g;
but I knew that it was forbidden, that she. ?’reI o
grant my wish. “I should like to have a kaife, t sour
timidly, “a tiny little pen-knife. We cannot even cu
bread. .. .” ) .

“That is not allowed to prisoners of war!” she said
curtly, and went away. .

H:rd I been mistaken after all? Well, be it so. b it’ll':‘:
next moment Pod came across. “Now the thunderbo o
fallen,” he said gloomily. “Fortunately we stay toge1 n;
but I wanted to say” he continued “I should like 1to d‘:;; .
Russian, I shall need it on the way—we meet people,
we? Will you teach it to me?”

“Certainly, Pod, I will get a couple of copy-tjoolzzls1 it:;:ll
the officers, perhaps a Russian grammar, then we ca
begin.”

§Grammar,” said Pod astonished. “What do T wi).,n;I :
grammar for? And I have enough paper mysel'f. ‘.‘I._I(.)w o
drew forth a dirty bit of paper and wet his pencil.
you say ‘hunger’?” he asked dictatorially.

“Golod,” said I. . .

“Golod:” he repeated, taking the pencil and wriung
hunger—golod.

“Meat?” he asked.

“Mjassa.” ‘ '

“Mjassa,” said he, writing: meat—mjassa.

“Bread?” he asked further.

“Chljeb.”

Chljeb, he wrote. “Butter?” he then asked.
“Masslo.”

“Masslo . . . eggs?”

“]'eiza.” 75
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""“Jeiza. . . . No money?”
“Djéngi njetu.”
hiD’angl njetu—no money! he wrote in big letters on
$ paper, folded it up in the old creases very carefully,
and got up,
‘Thank you,” he said, “that’s enough for me. I shall

get along with that, I don’t need to know any more of this
confounded language. . . .»

pearcely was the merning’s clearing of dead bodies over
before the orderlies came in with long bags. They looked
at Fhe numbers on our tablets and threw a sack down
bles1dc the be.d of each one of us “healthy ones”. All our
C othe\sﬁ were 1n them from boots to cap, just as they had
be‘e‘n tiken from us the day we were brought in.

I Gf;ahead! Get up, get up!” We crept somewhat de-
p elisse out of our blankets, but when we had emptied the
sad| : and spread out our old uniforms before us, we
g:)ni ly recovel.red our spirits. It was as if, with our riding-
Wh(;c; a‘;l:hn;mcs, a bit of the vigorous and manly spirit
entered in ad possessed VS’I?IIC still young and hopeful had
and trailin 0}3 S again, a spirit which in the times of crutches
in greater g hospital-coats we had often lacked, and, perhaps
feeling thafartf lost. P °fhaP_S mixed with this was also the
we were soll:i?n and lying in bed were over for ever, that
was abead of ers again, and that, though nothing good
among Othersu:}’l We Were again getting out into the world
we would agaj ;n those moaning and dying men. Yes,
and nursesgs:e ::1: othef words Fhan calls for orderlies
and death, er things besides wounds and pus

Our unde
o TWear was washed, but not mended, Holes
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torn by bullets still gaped in ridin ' coats.
“Never mind,” said little Blank, - - sew
nicely~—T’ll darn everything for you

Pod helped me to put on my Al
difficult task, because my right leg N v 4y
pressure or exercise. At last we w . beds,
all ready dressed and looking with » from ore
to another. Something had totall . us. Bruenn’s

coarse jokes were left untold. Pod  .enly called me by
my title again, Schnarrenberg even moved a little apart.
It looked as if the braid and buttons had all at once regained
their old distinction.

I called “Pod” three times for no other reason than
ostentatiously to emphasize his nickname and my fa,x'y,iiiar
address. . . . “Pod,” I said at last, “am I someone else
than I was two hours ago?”

“Yes, Ensign.” .,

“How so?”

“In those confounded hospital coats we were all alike,
but now. . . .” .

“But I do not want any change between us, Dragoon
Podbielski !’

“At your service, Ensign,” he said laughingly, and
became his old self again. -

We had nothing to carry except what was on our bodies.
I had not even a cap, because I had had on an officer’s
helmet, which a Cossack officer had taken from me as a
war souvenir, and many had had one or other of their
garments stolen out of the bags while they were in storage.
A few appeared in under-drawers, 2 few in shirt sleeves.
No one had thought of giving them fresh garments. In

the court a few sentries awaited us with fixed bayonets.
77
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r"“Jeiza, . . . No money?”?

“Djingi njetu.”

Djéngi njetu—no money! he wrote in big letters on
his paper, folded it up in the old creases very carefully,
and got up,

“Thank you,” he said, “that’s enough for me. I shall
get along with that, T don’t need to know any more of this
confounded language. . . .

Searcely was the morning’s clearing of dead bodies over
before the orderlies came in with long bags. They looked
at the numbers on oyr tablets and threw a sack down
beside the bed of each one of us ‘“healthy ones”. All our
clotkes were in them from boots to cap, just as they had
been tiken from us the day we were brought in.

"Go ahead! Get up, get up!” We crept somewhat de-
pressed out of our blankets, but when we had emptied the
Sac.ks and spread out our old uniforms before us, we
quickly recovered our spirits. It was as if, with our riding-
bO(?ts and tunics, a bit of the vigorous and manly spirit
which we had possessed while still young and hopeful had
entered into us again, a spirit which in the times of crutches
_and trailing hospital-coats we had often lacked, and, perhaps
1 greater part, Jost. Perhaps mixed with this was also the
fecling that pain and lying in bed were over for ever, that
we were soldiers again, and that, though nothing good
Wwas ahead of us, we Were again getting out into the world
among others.than those moaning and dying men. Yes,
;vffdwrflﬂge: gasm hear other words than calls for orderlies
and death. > S¢¢ other things besides wounds and pus

gur underwear was washed, but not mended. Holes
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torn by bullets still gaped in riding-breeches and coats.
“Never mind,” said little Blank, the girl, “I can sew
nicely—P’ll darn everything for you.”

Pod helped me to put on my riding-boots. It was a
difficult task, because my right leg could not yet bear any
pressure or exercise. At last we were sitting on our beds,
all ready dressed and looking with surprised eyes from on’e
o another. Something had totally altered us. Bruenn’s
coarse jokes were left untold. Pod suddenly cal'led me by
my title again, Schnarrenberg even moved a little apart.
It looked as if the braid and buttons had all at once regained
their old distinction.

I called “Pod” three times for no other reason than
ostentatiously to emphasize his nickname and my fa‘gxlxar
address. . . . “Pod,” I said at last, “am I someone else
than I was two hours ago?”’

“Yes, Ensign.” .

“How so0?” .

“In those confounded hospital coats we were all alike,
but now. . . .” ,

“But I do not want any change between us, Dragoon
Podbielski I’ .

“At your service, Ensign,” he said laughingly, and
became his old self again. '

We had nothing to carry except what was on our bOd.lC’S.
I had not even a cap, because I had had on an officer’s
helmet, which a Cossack officer had taken from me as 2
war souvenir, and many had had one or othe.r of their
garments stolen out of the bags while they were in storage.
A few appeared in under-drawers, a few in shirt sleeves.
No one had thought of giving them fresh garments. In

the court a few sentries awaited us with fixed bayox;:ts.
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“Men, why don’t you have a couple of cannons also?”
cried Bruenn.

Lieutenant Brehm was standing at the gate. He pressed
both my hands, and finally said, “I should like to give you
something for the journey!” It was a banknote of ten
roubles, a fortune for me, for us all. It was doubtful whether
there was a single copek among the entire transport. “To
be repaid at home!” he said smilingly. I could not answet.
I could only press his hands more firmly.

When we were just about to march off, the dainty nurse
came hurrying down the stairs. “Where is the Junker?”
I heard her call. “There, there, here,” roared Pod.

I was standing between Pod and Bruenn. She stepped
up#o us., gave us each a silver rouble, and looked at me for

. @ long time. “I wish you happiness and health,” she said
§ofﬂy, fumbling at her apron and shoving a small parcel
mto,-my pocket. “It is from your dark nurse!” she said
hastily, her little hand trembling. “Never forget what I
once told you—whatever may come!” she added with
difficulty,

‘fPo tschetiri—in fours!” shouted a starschi, a sergeant-
major. She tore herself away and hastened off. Pod, I,
Bruenn, and Blank formed a line. In the front row were
Schmidt I and Schnarrenberg. None of the rest of our

regiment had come with us, W
. We were
for ever. > perhiaps, pared

The b.arred gate opened and we marched out. But the
mar.chmg soon came to an end. One after another dropped
behind. The train became longer and longer, more and
more broken. It was a hot day in autumn; none were

t .
ac::s omed to the heavy boots; many of them, like myself,
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had hardly walked at all until this morning. Our armpits
began to hurt from the crutches, and the long boots pulled
like weights at our feet. “Boys, I must sit down for a bit,”
I said at last. I was not the only one. Here and there a few
others were sitting on the curbstone—pale, miserable,
panting, We sat down four in a row. The stones were warm,
and it was confoundedly comfortable. In front of us,
small coaches were hastening by, crowded street-cars rolled
past, gaily dressed women promenaded. Bruenn was just
going to crack a joke about a fat peasant woman when
one of the sentinels dug me in the back from behind with
the butt-end of his gun. “Get ahead with you, German
devil!”

Pod jumped up as if he had been stung. “You hgven’t
puked any guts for long, have you?” he roared. “Want to
beat poor cripples, eh?*> A mob gathered, and all the women
took our part. Pod went on open-heartedly—what did it
matter, since he did not know Russian? His pointing to our
crutches and wounds, the indignant sound of his voice
was understood by all—and who, for that matter, could
withstand the faithful eyes of a St. Bernard?

Then Bruenn cleverly remembered the word “hunger”,
the crowning word of the phrase-book which had in the
meanwhile become famous, and hurled it at the mob.
Moreover, he took off his cap and held it out in front of
him. Everyone in the crowd put his hand into his pocket
and a rich stream of copeks flowed into the cap. “Forty
copeks,” he said, grinning. “By thunder, we ought to
repeat this spectacle at every street corner.”

All were in high good humour, and Schnarrenberg alone
was furious, “I notice that you are forgetting your uniform,
Briinninghaus,” he said severely.

79
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At noon the last houses were passed and the street ended
in a potato field. Beside a peasant’s house we were allowed
to rest and sit down in a meadow. I distributed my last
cigarettes, and, notwithstanding that we were all tired tO
death, we were really in a happy frame of mind. At such
moments Bruenn usually found the right word. “Let
come what may,” he cried, “at all events it is much nicer
than in that great chest of woe!”

Ouf stages became shorter and shorter. We did not get
anything to eat, and we had to quench our thirst at some
P“mP”Or other. “I shall soon gnaw at one of these wooden
f:s(tis,. grumbled Pod. The guards had given up trying

> il‘;'e)us on, Dxd.they themselves see that it was im-~
F s.~le? Our armpits were burning as if red-hot coals

ay on top of our crutches. Our feet, unaccustomed 10
walkmg on roads, were blistered. “They have always been,
an.d ‘will always be, unmitigated hogs, these Russians!”
said Schnarrenberg in a tone of conviction. “Could they
ot at least have requisitioned a few Panje wagons for us?”
Or a couple of stylish automobiles?”” added Bruenn.

At last, towards evening, as we crossed a railway embank-

ment, we saw in fr d
. ont of us a small barracks, enclosed by
a hxgh .fence of boards. The yard swarmed with people.

ThlS“lS Ugrieschskaja, the great distribution centre,” I
:::iu l‘:ather Lilliputian,” remarked Bruenn. “We shall
o thi)s, hc:'l :,211 sgdleu;l; ggflnd properly with our crutches

The gate opened. We were counted off “By the Lord
.—1t tallies! None of us has ren away|” d B )
ingly. We were taken j VL o Bruean moe

Into a shed with room for a hundred

me ..
n, and left to our fate, What did it matter to the Russians

that there were two h
: u
80 ndred of us?
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“The lightly wounded to one side!” called out Schnarren-
berg, the senior in rank in the transport, in his voice of
command. He was right; he, at least, desired to leave
room for the severely wounded to lie down.

“Shut your mouth!” some voices cried from the back-

ground. “We are no longer in the barracks-yard—d’ye
hear?” I hobbled quickly to his side. “Don’t get excited,
Schnarrenberg,” I said hastily. “It will do well enough
50....”
He was hanging in his crutches as if about to fall. His
hard soldier’s face was as white as chalk. “What was that,
Ensign?” he panted. “What did they say?” “Nothing,
Schnarrenberg, nothing, come with me. . ..”

In the meanwhile Pod had lain down on a plank bed in
such a way as to make room for us all if we made ougeclves
as thin as possible. Just as I was coming through the crowd
with Schnarrenberg, I heard him say perfectly calmly in
his deep voice, “You haven’t spit out any teith for a
long time, eh? The place here is for my Junker, that
settles it.”

I lay down at his side. At the same moment X felt some-
thing hard in my pocket. It was the parcel from the dark
nurse. I opened it and found a small, brown pen-knife.

When I woke up, it was broad daylight. Pod was already
sitting next to me bending forward. The upper part of his
body was naked, and his shirt was on his knees. “Damn it
all,” he greeted me. “Were you able to sleep?”

“Yes, Pod. I was terribly tired.”

“I could not manage to. In a couple of hours I was
being bitten as if I lay among a colony of ants. Now we

shall be molested again with those confounded littlc
F 1
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insects—I have already mobilized an advance guard of
ten men.”

Our whole bodies felt bruised. We were not used to
lying fully dressed on hard wood without pillows and
blankets. Also, on account of our wounds, we could lie
only on one side, could never change our position. And
what that signified . . .

I slid slowly down from the bed. . . . “Is there water
anywhere for washing, Pod?”

“No, my son, we wash with tea-water, I have heard.
That replaces the soap. Besides, this camp is not com-
manded by a man, but by a female, a Czech.”

“How is this?”

“Ha, ha, because she wears the breeches, not her lord
and hi.sband! She is said to be a beast. . . . She demands
that all badges and rank distinctions be dropped; she
exchanges German money at the rate of 6o pfennigs for
one thark, and she puts half the money for our board into
her own pocket! Genuinely Russian, eh?”

In Ugrieschskaja all nationalities were sorted out, all the
Slavs, Rournanians, Italians, and Poles from the Austrian
army, and all the Alsatians and men from Schleswig~
Holstein from the German army. “Why s0?” we asked.
These people went into better camps, we were told.
“That would be an opportunity,” Bruenn mused. “I am
from the Danish coast!” Cries of “Fie! fie!” silenced him.
“Don’t you know that it would be treason?” someone

called out to him. “You must vote for Denmark later.

Stupid fellow, do you think you will get anything for
nothing?” “I only thought . . .” muttered Bruenn in
confusion,

gn the meanwhile I had glanced round the shed.
2
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Ugrieschskaja was far too small for the number of those
who must often wait there for months until transponed
to Siberia or Turkestan. The main space was occupied by
a dark shed supplied with plank beds, our slet?ping places.
In the centre there was an open platform which for some
occult reason was called Eikeriki by the soldiers. Qn
this there stood a few rows of iron camp bedsteads with
boards, but without mattresses or blankets. Those were
the couches for the captive officers. ' .

I strolled about this platform in the hope of discovering
a comrade from my regiment, but I was not. successful;
for they were mostly Austrians and Hungarians. There
were two German officers sitting apart in a cornef, but no
familiar uniform, no familiar face. When I got back t9 my
place, Blank was just coming with tea, a cloudy, yellowish
liquid, which only tasted good because it was hot ar.ld we
could not get the frost of the night out of our bqqgs w';thou_t-
something warming inside. A dense, damp, biting atx.nos»-
phere prevailed—it was the odour that had sometimes
struck us out of thickly-populated gipsy wagons. Howt
could it have been otherwise? Many had already hv;d for
weeks on those wooden beds, unwashed, ar'ld without
having taken off their clothes even for one mght‘. Many
still had open wounds, or were covered with vermin up to'
the neck, Some had bad-smelling bandages on their limbs;
for there was no means of changing them even once. So?ne
ran about half naked because during their stay in hospital
some of their garments had been stolen. Some were already
in the last stage of consumption. The uncertainty of what
was to become of us was beginning to lic on us like a great
weight. If we could but know. . . .

We drank our tea in haste so that we might get ano;l;er
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have been waiting here for five weeks. With us the transport

pot to wash with. “First of all we must try to get a tea- is full. In three days we are to go on. . . .”

kettle for ourselves,” said Bruenn. “It is the very first “Where t0?” asked Schnarrenberg. It was his first word

thing we must get,” I upheld him by saying. “Nobody since the previous evening.

counts for anything in Russia without a rscheinik!” “Madam Commandant says: To Siberial” answered
“If we only had a couple of cigarettes,” sighed Bruenn. Briinninghaus, :

“Everything is bearable if one only has a cigarette in the

corner of one’s mouth. . . .” “As soon as we get out,

Bruenn,” I said, to comfort him. “Are we not rich?”

“A little while ago I saw someone with a good, extra
cap,” said Pod. “It would just fit you, Junker. Shall I
bargain with him for it? You can’t run about all your life
without a louse-warmer.” “All right, Pod.”

He came back with a well-preserved cap having a shield RS
in fragt. “A silver rouble,” he said radiantly. “It is only
from a strand-plover,” he added, thrusting in his fists and

'\widening it until it fitted me. .

“I yonger if this existence is meant as a foretaste of our
fﬁxture camp life?” questioned little Blank. One could
dfistinctly hear that he was depressed.

j “No,” I said decidedly. “I don’t believe so. That would
Jfeally be . . . No, it is only a transition. To economize in

/ regard to space in such an enormous country. . . , Would
that not be contrary to all reason?”

“Moreover, we should be dead in no time,” Pod
muttered.

“Yes,” Blank agreed, “yes, it is autumn now, and we
can stand it. But I have been told that this serves as central
camp in winter also—at fifty degrees below zero!”

“Then thousands have already frozen to death on these
boards,” muttered Pod,

After a while Bruenn returned from an exploring expedi-

tion. “Boys,” he said, “we are fortunate. The first comers . 85
84 .
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ON the fourth morning the higher officers were summoned
before the commander. Would we really go? When Schnar-
renberg returned he looked almost gay. “The Lord be
praised!” he said, drawing a deep breath. “We are to go
on!” He stepped with renewed military bearing into the
middle of our platoon and called out in his sharp, com-
manding voice: “Get ready for marching! Step forward in
two lines!”

We placed our crutches under our arms and stood up.
On the right wing Pod stood like a pillar, his fscheinik
dangling from a rope round his waist. We stood unnoticed
in the court until noon. Schnarrenberg, pelted with sagry
cries from all sides, bit his lips as his gaiety rapidly dis-
appeared. He was certainly not responsible, but was there
any longer justice in the world? N

At last the commander’s wife appeared, a woman With
a sharp nose. “Does anybody want to change his money
yet?” she asked sweetly. ‘

“No, I kiss your hand, madam!” said Bruenn distinctly.

A couple of men in the second line laughed.

“May the Devil take you,” said this ladylike person as
she walked away.

At three o’clock the great gate was opened and our troop
crept out like caterpillars. At the rajlway-station was a
train composed of fifty to sixty cattle cars. “We must try
to get on the parlour floor,” said Bruenn, meaning the
upper plank-beds.

We came to a stop in front of the cars. “Count off
forty,” cried out Schnarrenberg. “Stop, Stop, what’s the
matter . . .?” he called. In an instant the whole troop bx:;ke
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up into a thousand combatants who ruthlessly stormed the
cars and tried, by blows and kicks, to gain the upper beds.

We had no need to hurry; we had our Pod. He was the
first to sit on the upper plank bed of a car, and as he did so
he called out in his deep voice, “Whoever gets up here
had better count his bones first!”

There are four plank beds in a Russian cattle car, two
upper and two lower, to the right and left of the sliding
doors. “Forty divided by four arithmetically amounts to
ten per bed!” proclaimed Bruenn. “Damn and blast it !—
are we herrings?”

He was right. Such a place was hardly enough for six,
but might hold ten if all lay on one side and did not stir.
We aspper ones had two little windows to the right and left
and were able to sec something. The dust and vermin
dropped through the cracks in our boards onto the eyes
of those lying underneath, and stayed there half the night,
but there was no mercy. In the end all the healthy ones
landed on the upper plank beds while the sick and wounded
crept into the dark holes which nobody wanted. .

In the evening a troop of guards came marching up. A
pped into each car, selected the best
shoved aside those next to him with
«Don’t make yourselves t00

heavily armed man ste
place for himself aqd
the butt-end of his gun.

P’
comfortable, you hogs! o
In our car were Hungarial

sturdy Bavarians,

d Austrians, Styrians
one Saxon, one frox}l
besides the men of our reg;—
he corner were four Galicim.ms, sma]l,bilio?n;
e s cWith cork-screw locks, polite and © ui;ng
ll;ftsl:d p{:f'::])sns whose strange language sounded am

to us.
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The sun was already setting when a large naphtha loco-
motive rattled over the switches. With a few jerks the train
moved on. “Where are we going, anyway?” asked little
Blank. “I don’t know,” snarled Schnarrenberg.

“Do you know where we are going to?” I asked the
guard.

“Shut up, I want to sleep!”

We climbed down from the beds, opened one of the
two sliding doors and crouched down in front of the open-
ing. Level land went past us, peasants’ farm houses from
the windows of which shone the mild glow of lamps. The
hay had long since been cut, but now and then a heavily
loaded Panje wagon came along drawn by small poor-
looking horses. Peasants clad in gay smocks walked beside
them, and young girls in white blouses sat on the hay. A
chorus of ringing SOprano Voices, accompanied by deep
basses, rose up into the dark evening sky. N

We listened in silence. The fingers of a heavy hand

. Seemed to penetrate deep into our hearts.

_“At my home,” said Pod slowly, “my wife is most -
likely sowing the winter wheat . . .”

I only nodded. My eyes gazed into the distance. How
that girl was singing . . . !

“At my home,” continued Pod, “my Anna has long since
harvested the hay . . . .”

My head fell on my chest. The train rattled on mono-
tonously. Eastward, eastward! the wheels rattled. Who
knew whither?

“At my home . . .” began Pod.

At this moment a man behind us began to sing. Thre'e
-« . four . . . half the car, softly joined in. . . . Ah!mustit

ot come true one day? '
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Teure Heimat meiner Lieben,
Denk ich still an dich zuriick. . . .

The country in front of us, the strange, strange country,
became darker and darker. We could see only its lights,
feel only the smell of its meadows, perceive only the
breath of its wind. At our backs the singing grew louder,
in the car the sound grew more and more fervent.
Sei gegriisst in weiter Ferne,
Teure Heimat—sei gegriisst.
Little Blank got up softly and crept silently into the dark
corner of his wooden bed. Pod suddenly clapped his hands
in front of his face. His heavy body shook and I felt him
leazing at my side.
“What is it, Pod?” I asked softly. “Are you sick?”
He drew his head still deeper -down between his
shoulders. “If they would only stop singing that con-
founded song!”’ he muttered hoarsely.

Night came. I could not sleep. The wound in my left side,
which had been bitten by lice, pained me as if I had been
stung. I forced my way carefully out between my com-
rades, Bruenn on my right, Pod on my left. Bruenn was
asleep with open mouth, looking a little foolish. Pod
resembled a sleeping bear. All lay at full length on their
left sides; all had their faces turned in one direction.

We changed our position every evening. One day all
would be at the left, the next at the right, side. In no other
way was it possible for all ten to sleep at the same time.
But the nights when we lay on the right side were nights of
torture for me, because on the right side was my largest

and scarcely healed wound.
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A dim litdle petroleum lamp flickered in the centre of
the car. I sat down on the floor and leaned my back against
the sliding door. To the right and left at a height of ab_out
half a yard were the lower plank beds, rough bqards th_ch,-
at slightest touch, splintered the skin. From time to time
a sleeper uttered a hoarse curse, another drew in his
breath with a deep consumptive sound. .

I remembered the war. This was its reverse side, I
thought. I thought of everything, of severe wounds, even
of my own death. But then . . . How splendid were our
attacks! Each man forgot himself and all pettiness f§11
away from him! The individual was lost, the mass took its
place and everyone knew! I must sacrifice myself—my
Fatherland lay at my back. . . . That was not senseless, that
was grand and rich! But here . . . .

Someone got up in the Hungarian’s corner. 'He glided
half awake to my door, slid it back a little, let his trousers
down, knelt down on his knees and shoved himself along
the floor as far as the crack. .

A load weighed me down. I lowered my head and Fned
t0 go on thinking. In vain. . . . At times there was a sur on
my plank bed. The guard snored loudly, Bruenn curse.d
in a low voice, Pod sighed in his sleep. “Anna . . .” he said
in his deep voice. “Anna . ...” '

I put my fingers into my ears. These journeys often
lasted for months, I thought, discouraged. Day after day,
night after night. Could it be endured? The dim lamp
swayed, the wheels rattled, the guard snored.

Again, one of the Hungarians crept out. It was the
gipsy, a wild, black rider of the plains. The hght.fell on
him. He saw me plainly, but that did not trouble him. . . .

Was he in pain? After a while he began to pant. His gfgce
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on both knees almost as soon as we had dragged him into
safety from the rain of pattering blows.

“He won’t risk any more talk,” said Bruenn sarcasti-
cally.

In Nishninowgorod our trip suddenly came to an end.
Nobody knew why. At a spot where ancient granaries of
black wood looked down upon us we had to get out, and
there we sat for hours on the hard pavement watching the
buzzing life of this old commercial city. At noon twenty
peasant wagons rolled up to where we sat. “For the
wounded !”” said the guard. ‘“Man,” muttered Bruenn, “is
it possible that there are really human beings in this
town?”’

We climbed up on to the wooden feljaegen, and made
ourselves as comfortable as possible. A troop of Cossacks
with clashing sabres surrounded us on all sides. “Forward,
paschollI” The streets were incredibly full of holes—almost
tunnelled. Even though we proceeded very slowly we were
terribly battered and bruised.

We drove for an hour through the city. streets The were
lined with houses carved up to the roofs, belonging to rich
merchants; and curious churches stood in the squares.
Variegated Oriental life passed by us. The people stood
and followed the long procession with proud eyes. Some
lowered their heads when they saw our rags; others looked
at us menacingly. “As if we were driving about in a paint-
box ! said Pod.

Even after two hours we had not reached our goal. A
third hour passed, and still we were driving through the
middle of the town. “Have we not already seen this church

wit{; the blue cupolas, Bruenn?” “Either these Russians
9
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?}?e not know their own city,” he answered laughing, “or
tim};satr;: making use of us as exhibits, driving us a few
belis rough the whole town in order to make the people
Ve 1n a countless number of prisoners!”
an?e “lfas right. We saw some streets three or four times
: only got out of the city in the evening into a small,
gntral camp like that of Ugrieschskaja, a fenced-in court
Klth three already half-filled wooden sheds. “I'll be
) :I:g}:ad if the whole business had any other purpose than
s ow the people. their captives,” said Bruenn. “I fear
we shgll be driven through many a city before we get
to our destination . . .” nodded Pod.
ba;-I;-:e k:ame plank beds' as in Ugrieschskaja were in the
beon (t:u > the.ﬁoor of which was not even of wood and had
b, rned into slush by the rain of the past days. Those
. smv&l’fre already there crouched opposite us, among them
. a IEroup o.f Germans who looked at us inquisitively,
Who::: anoverian dragoon, a large and slender cornet,
you>”ame up to us. “My name is Seydlitz. Can we help
) Thank. you, we only need quiet, I think. But have you
Bin captive long? You look so fresh?”
“For three weeks. We come directly from the Front.”
. “How do matters stand?” Schnarrenberg and I asked
Slfﬂultaneously. He pushed me violently to one side.
The WMte dragoon reported. Was it possible? Victories,
?IWays victories? In Courland, Poland, Galicia? “We hope
Or peace before the winter is over,” he finished.
SChnarrenberg stretched himself. His face, covered with
blood. and still striped from blows, was covered for the
first time with a smile. “Boys,” he said brightly, “we are

victorious, that is the main thing! And cverything else . . Rt
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He raised his hand and snapped his fingers contemptu-
ously. “No, this is the principal thing . ..”

The next morning I was roused by a slight dispute.
“You must have gone mad!” I heard Pod say.

I rubbed my eyes. “What’s the matter, Pod?”

He pointed to a volunteer with spectacles who crouched
with naked upper body on the plank bed next to him, a
frail youth with the face of a girl. “This lad cannot kill

" lice, Junker. Did you ever hear of such a thing!” He takes
one after the other out of his shirt, and sets it down care-
fully on the ground. . . . _

“You are a pacifist, I suppose, eh?” Bruenn called

across.
"+ We all laughed loudly. “No, lad,” said Pod, angered,
lifting his broad paw and waving it lightly. “I advise you
to put your friends out of doors—else I'll kill them on
your,own body!”’

All lay in the meadow in the midday sun. We got a little
thin soup and a bit of meat on a wooden spike. A few
really got a bit of meat, but most got a bundle of muscle
and skin mixed with the wood.

“Can’t we buy anything here?” asked Pod gloomily.

The White dragoon who, with a little Lussar from
Wandsbeck, had joined us, shook his head. “Only kvass,”
he said.

“Kwass?” said little Blank. “Is that something to eat?”

“No, to drink—Russian beer made of fermented black
bread, I think . ..”

“Of black bread?” shouted a Bavarian, called by his
comrades the “Schwalangscher”, “Holy Lord! and this

they call beer? Are these people quite forsaken of God?”
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He went away to look at the beverage more closely.
Three of the men were playing cards, another cutting his
toe-nails. “I saw a Uhlan on a plank bed a little while ago,”
I said to Seydlitz. “What ails him?”

“Dysentery,” said Seydlitz softly, and continued: “He
is a splendid fellow, a war volunteer of forty-five years, a
Doctor Sieveking from Hamburg, a lawyer. A pity about
him.”

“Is he so very sick?”

“He is already losing blood.”

One evening Bruenn sat down at my side. “Junker,” he
said, “I should like to learn a little Russian, too. I think we
shall soon go on, and then one could use it. N

T did not mention books or any method of teachmg—I
had grown wiser. “Well,” I said briefly. “What do you
want to know? Have you got a piece of paper> Wnte it
down. ...’

“How do you say, ‘I love you’?”

“Ja was Ujublju. . ..”

He wrote it down. “Give me a kiss,” he theri asked. -

I told him. “I should like to sleep with you?” he
continued, in a matter-of-fact voice. I told him this
also, and he wrote it down carefully. “Anything else?”
I asked.

“No, thank you, that is enough for me . . .” he said
briefly. He then sdt down apart with wrmkled forehead
and learnt it by heart.

Eight days later our wagons again appeared in the yard,
and we were ordered to get ready at once. The entire camp

was being evacuated, and those who had come before us
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had to go too. Only some twenty or thirty, who were unfit
for transport, stayed behind.

We stood up, but sat down again immediately on the
grass. We were slowly beginning to learn what “at once”
—sitschas—meant in Russian. “Now there will be more
blows,” I said in a tired voice. “If we were only in the
cars again! I could not stand being on a lower plank-
bed....”

“No fear, my son,” said Pod. “I’ll take it.”

When we saw the guards coming from far off I hobbled
back with my two new comrades to the shed. Dr. Sieveking
was lying on the grass in the sun, his limbs drawn up, his
head on a large stone. His riding-breeches were stiff and
Lard from phlegm and blood, his hair white and tangled,
his cheek-bones protruding, his lips dry. He wished to
clasp our hands once again, but he was only able to extend
his fingers a little.

“Just go on, my boys,” he said with fixed eyes. “Go on,
my dear boys! And do not forget Germany!”

Pod had taken the two newcomers, Seydlitz and Posek, on
to our plank bed. He had realized that I would like it and
had invited them. . . . “So that our Junker may have a
couple of people with whom he can converse decently,”
he said roughly. “I am only a stupid rascal. . . .”

The train rolled on. Day after day went by, Pod no
longer jumped eagerly off the train whenever a station
came. I could only send him out to buy things once a
day. “We must be saving, Pod. I have only three roubles
left—how much have you?”

“Man,” he said gloomily, “I haven’t had a copek for
weeks. . . .”
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If we could only have got money somewhere! I must
keep Pod in good humour, cost what it might. It was not
only to me, but to us all, as if the sun were shining in our
gloomy car, when he was cheery. But he was only cheery
when he had eaten enough, and he needed a great deal. . . .

Of the five newcomers we had in our car, two were sick
with dysentery. They had been too weak to get to an upper
plank bed and now lay, feeble and dirty, in a dark corner.
They no longer ventured to creep forth by day, but at
night they lay, their backsides at the cracks of the sliding-
doors, for hours at a time. Although they ate hardly any-
thing, they were constantly evacuating, and everything
about them was sodden. o

“Dirty mess,” cursed the Schwalangscher. “Throw
them out!”

“And if it were you?” little Blank called out in excite-
ment. “Can the poor fellows help it?”

“I guess you want a slap in your face,” Pod muttered,
meaning the Schwalangscher. ,

“I only meant to say that they ought not to have been
allowed to come with us,” he said, silenced.

At the stations we now often met long trains of refugees,
from the Ukraine and Poland, from Lithuania and the
Baltic. For months they had been living with wives and
children in the cars in which they had made themselves as
comfortable as possible.
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for him? It is one of the refugees, a pretty girl—young,
plump, healthy! She can remain until to-morrow morning
with us and then return at once . . . ”

“But I don’t want to ask! Find someone else!”

He looked at me with wide-open eyes. “But why not?”
he asked amazed.

“Because I won’t have a hand in such a shameful
thing, . . .”

“Listen,” he said. “You may think about it as you
choose—we don’t want to know your reason! But if you
have so little feeling of comradeship in you . . . you are
young . . . perhaps you don’t know yet what it means. . , ,
W‘e old ones, however, we married ones . . . Do you believe
that I bite my fingers till the blood comes every night for
nothing? Every night, every night . . . No, by the Lord,”
he broke forth, “I beg of you, we all beg of you; nobody
but you can speak with him! Oh, God in Heaven , . . »

“Hush, Bruenn, I’ll do it.”

That night, just as the “turn-in” signal sounded, Bruenn
drew a robust, buxom girl into the car on the off side.
The guard pretended to be asleep, no one spoke a word,
only the gipsy whined like a dog.

The girl turned round, shivering with cold, and laughing
in an embarrassed way. Bruenn seized her violently and
drew her by both hands to the lower plank bed which had
been cleared for the purpose by the others. I heard his
:ard;)rgaﬂﬁnﬁ; sgw his spread hands moving up and down

er body. “Lord in Heaven!” i
“Lord in Heaven ....” vent” he said every momen,

.Thirty starved men looked on stealthily, but only the

gipsy crouched openly beside him. Seydlitz and Posek,

. Bl?:::, Pod, and I, lay on our backs looking up at the ceiling
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with fixed eyes. I felt a savage tenderness toward Pod
the giant, Pod the bear. At the same time I was tortured by
a dull suspense. Would he also . . . ?

Suddenly Bruenn shouted. It was not a human sound
that broke forth from him. It was the sound of an animal
that, for a few seconds, had forgotten its captivity and had
dreamed he was in golden freedom. A sound came to my
ears as if from a wrestling match. Was it necessary to
wrestle with one another to obtain that which was said to
be the fairest in life? Was it painful . . . ?

What were they doing? I thought horrified. I had never
seen it. I had never done it either. It burned in me as if
to rend me. I had to bite my lips to keep myself from
looking at them openly like the gipsy. . . . P

When towards morning I turned round once, I saw the
gleaming flesh of the girl. She had hardly anything on her
body, nor was it any longer Bruenn who knelt beside her.
It was already the fourth, sixth, or eighth. ...

Bruenn lay in the open space and slept, his handsome
barber’s face smiling, his turned-up little moustache
twitching. Little Blank was weeping, his youthful body
shaking violently. Pod lay next to me bathed in perspira-
tion. He held his fists pressed over his eyes and incessantly
whispered: “Anna! . .. Anna!...”

In Samara I sent Pod for the last time to make purchases.
“There is only enough left now for a dozen of meat-
pyroschnies, Pod,” 1 said smiling. “The last copeks,
bring what you can for them.”

He came back with twice as much as he ShO}lld
rightfully have got. It was always the way with him.

Devil knows how he managed it! Were the pe:g;\nt
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women not able to withstand this begging bear, or did
- he steal?

For once we ate enough to satisfy us. The next day,
Bruenn, with a symbolic motion, drew his leather belt
tighter. “The beautiful days of Aranjuez are over now . . J
he quoted pathetically.

I no longer got out at the stations. I could not look at
Pod as he stood with open mouth in front of the tables of
pyroschnies, the upper part of his body bent a little for-
ward, his eyes hypnotically gazing at the fat and shining
brown pasties. He had already been subjected to blows
once, because he had not heard the signal to get in—Blank
now took care of him. All of us had a feeling of misery in
‘tne pit of the stomach, when we saw geese and ducks.
“I can no longer stand the smell of this stuff!” said
Bruenn.

It fared worse with the two suffering from dysentery-
They lay curled up under the plank bed and their faces
seemed to be covered with wrinkled parchment. They
could no longer drag themselves to the sliding-doors in
order to evacuate, and around them was a puddle of yellow
phlegm and pale blood. Their wet clothes smelt horriblys
and when we stepped back from the open air into the car
we felt like vomiting till bile came.

For a third time I spoke with the guard. “Comrade,” 1
said, “those two will die if they are not taken to a hospital!
We shall all be infected. Do report it to the commander of
the transport . . . ”

“Die—and to the Devil with you—and if you come t0
me again about the matter . . .” He laid his hand on the

gagaika. Its switches were still black from Schnarrenberg’s
lood.
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“What kind of soldiers are these?” asked Seydlitz
hoarsely.

“Oh,” I said, “they are not soldiers, they ar¢ trans-
porters of the exiled, that troop of police whose sole .taSk
it is to take criminals to Siberia. They can be recognized
by their uniform, green rubaschka, black riding-breeches,
revolvers with red cord, Cossack sabres, nagatka.” -

“Then we are not prisoners of war?” was all he said.
“We are only criminals, murderers, thieves, deported?
Well, then I understand . . . ”

One morning we heard a long-drawn moaning under our
plank bed. Pod got down and drew a sick man by his feeE .
out of the dark. He was very heavy and another had l=in
half upon him. Pod took hold of him also and started back
frightened. “He is already cold!” he said roughly. “Come;
take hold!” The upper one in dying must have rolled: over
him—and he was too weak to free himself. Now he move:d
his eyes pleadingly and gurgled something which we did
not understand. :

By the time we reached the next station the se_conc‘l‘ one
had also uttered his last sigh. We breathed in relief. “The
Lord be praised!” said the Schwalangscher. _“At last we
shall be rid of them!” No one was angry at him this tme.
All were thinking the same. der of

When the train stopped 1 hastened to the commant t‘g °
the transport, a bearded N.C.O. “Two men have die for
dysentery in our car. Would you please give orders
their bodies to be removed?” .

“Nitschi.wo! that would mean a lot of writl.ng. Any\;’al);
we are almost at our destination. I must deliver the iu

number.” 105
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I felt myself growing pale. “How . ..? But that cannot
be . .. We shall all be infected . . . Some of us still have
open wounds . . .”

“I must deliver the full number,” he called out brutally.
“Idji! Hun! Pascholl!”

Nobody answered when I told them. Schnarrenberg’s
jaws ground violently, little Blank clapped his hands before
his face, Seydlitz threw back his head proudly.

“Throw them under the plank bed,” said the guard,
rolling a cigarette and spitting.

Pod and Bruenn drew them by their legs into the darkest
corner. They glided noiselessly to the floor, leaving a
broad track of mucus behind them like snails. “We must
“wosh the floor at the next station and sprinkle it with
chloride from the toiette,” said Schnarrenberg, “or we
shall all perish. . ..”

For four days we travelled on in their company. Gradu-
ally a biting odour began to penetrate through the cracks
of the plank bed under which they were lying, and some-
times it seemed as if the cold of their bodies rose up into
our limbs. We no longer spoke nor sang. Often at night
one or another would start up out of his dreams screaming.
Pod’s full face had grown pallid and hollow-cheeked in
the last few days. Blank often cried himself asleep, and at
such times he sought shelter on Pod’s broad body as a
child does on its mother’s.

Upon our arrival at the camp station the first snow was
falling thin as dust, and, through its shimmering drizzle, we
beheld the country spreading out to the horizon in lifeless
desolation. We did not yet know that this treeless steppe
was one of the most miserable regions of old Russia, that

it w:;s the Orenburg sand-steppe, but we felt its desolation
10
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at the first glance. “And it is in this God-forsaken corner
of the world that we are to live in retirement?” asked
Bruenn. .
Again we had to wait for hours drawn up into two lines
before the cars. All were badly frozen, but particularly we
who were wounded because we could not stamp our lame

_legs on the ground to warm ourselves. “Could they not, at

least, have left us in the car until they were pleased to take
charge of us?” Schnarrenberg snarled. ,
At last a couple of Cossack officers came riding up from

* the nearest village. We were counted off, once, twice,

three times—it would not tally. “Where the devil are the
two missing ones?” roared the bearded N.C.0. “In the‘r ‘
car,” we all murmured in dull chorus. “Why did they nct
come out with you?”

“Because they died like dogs!” Seydlitz broke out.

“Fetch them at once!” o

Pod signed to the Schwalangscher. “Tie my handkerchief
over my nose!” he said grimly, taking out a second rag
and tying it over the Schwalangscher’s mouth, Then, with
tight shut lips, they climbed into the car and dragged out
the two by their boots. { the NCO

“Stop, stop—where to?”” shouted the N.CO.

“Whlz.,re t}i; belong,” muttered Pod, artd laid thelrln
directly under the hoofs of the commgndant s horse. T 3
animal snorted violently, reared up and backed. The secon
officer’s horse, a white one, almost turned a somersault.
The faces of the dead were bluish-black. The snow gently
and swiftly covered their open €yes.

“All heZe, Your Excellency,” reported the N.C.Q.

The commandant, a litile wizened fellow with t.I:;
pointed face of a mouse, touched his fur cap hghtlyxxgv;
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his hand, quite unmoved. “In fours, forward, march!” he
growled from his saddle. ) far
Silently we moved off. “This shrew-mou§e is a r?g"lon
skinner, if I am not mistaken,” said Pod, with convicti re:
We were brought for the first time since our CaPt“ed
into earthen barracks, horribly unhealthy, much—fezed
rectangular sheds dug deeply into the ground and co‘;valls
with a flat roof. They were not even finished, for t_he any
were only partly covered with thin boards, and 1n mthc
places the bare earth peeped out. At the -ends weie dy
doors, along the sides a couple of little windows alre -
half covered by the drifting snow, and in the c<?nFrc wa .
long aisle leading from door to door. The remaining SPae_

"veas taken up by two tiers of plank beds made of pin

boards.
» “By thunder,” said Bruenn, “the veriest f:ox-holes, '%’l,ﬂd
s0 dark that a man can’t even read his morning paper-
We lay down together as before. Again twice as m?n:'
were forced into one shed as there was actually room Oe-
If we could only have moved about a little, could h;Vd
nailed a few boards together for a table! For weeks we u?d
been eating off the bare floor. In time our backs WO
become so crooked that we would no longer be able 10
look up at the sky. . . .

“Doesn’t the stove appear to you too small for s0 larg;

a space?” asked Blank anxiously. He was anzmic an
always cold. d

“Earthen barracks are said to be very warm,” remarke

Seydlitz consolingly.

The first evening Pod came in with an infantryman as
thin as a rake. “This is another who is condemned to be

constantly famishing,” he said in his dry way. He seemed
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to be a daring fellow. A sharp, hooked nose adorned his

leather-skin face, out of which there blinked a pair of black,
fiery eyes. “Is there room for this man in our guild?” Pod
continued. “He is a much-travelled lad, an artist and a

conjurer. I thought he might be able to cheer us up a little
now and then by his tricks.”

When, after three days, the first wood for fuel came, large
fragrant logs, Pod and the conjurer went out for booty.
Pod came back with a black eye, eight logs, and a mocking
smile. “Here, boys,” he said, “is a pillow for each—thick
and thin ones; choose as you used to do at home with
mother 1

They were all smooth, wedge-shaped pieces. Up to the#" -

time I had always used my riding-boots, the soft uppers of
which, when r.

olled round the soles, made a useful head- .
Iest, and when laid on the wedge-shaped log could be
used as a horse-hair pillow. If we had only had covers . . .
€n captured, I was fortunately wearing my long cavalry
coat, and could use it as a covering, but many had nothing

OI.I their bodjes except their tunics, and froze terribly every
night,

SChna“enbefg, the senior in rank in this shed, informed
Us that the commandant was looking for an interpreter in
ordet to be able 1o speak with the prisoners of war. “Report

f?r the post,” urged Seydlitz, Pod, Bruenn, and Blank.
Who knows w

ho else may report, and perhaps betray us
for some smayy advantage to himself? . . . Yes, Junker, do
$0. Then our complaints will at least come to the right
Quarter!”
I'gota guard 1o take me to the commandant. The Shrew-
mouse sat in the staff-building smoking one papirossi after
109
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another. A German surgeon-major whom I had not yet
seen was standing before him, a gentlemanly, erect man.
I was just able to hear him say in French that something
had to be done.

“Yes, yes, certainly, without doubt . . . .»

For no particular reason I suspected that the com-
mandant knew only a few words of French. He always used
the same words: certainement, sans doute. . . .

13 : i i
It is upprecedented,” continued the surgeon-major in
a sharp voice.

“Oui, ofu', sans doute . . . well, and you!” He turned to
me, speaking in Russian.
. I want to report for interpreter. Your Excellency has
*xade known . , .»
.Very good, charascho. . . | You are very young. Must
- children be sent to the Front in Germany?”
Always ,t’he same silly question, I thought. “I am a war
volunteer,” I said for the hundredth time.
He laughed sneeringly. “Indeed . . . well, much
pleasure . ,

“Has Your Excellency any further commands?” I asked
briefly.

“No, you can go. You are interpreter from to-day. Nor
do I need you any more, doctor. Good morning. . ..”
. We remained standing in front of the staff-building.

].)r.. Bockhorn,” said the surgeon-major, shortly. “We
will In a way work together, Ensign,” he added, firmly
grasping my hand; “and it will not be easy for either of us.
Incredible conditions prevail in this camp, especially as
regards ganitary arrangements. And nothing is done! Yes,
he promised everything—certainement, sans doute—and he

dOIeISO ot even understand French, this whitewashed
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Oriental ! But what am I to do? He does not know German,
I do not know Russian. . . . It will be better now!”

When I came back all Iooked at me in suspense.

“Well, my son, how was it in the den of the lion?”

“Yes, I have become interpreter,” I said joylessly.
“But you were right, Pod, the Shrew-mouse is a skinner.
There is a German physician in the camp, a man of
spirit. He will take care of us. Dr. Bockhorn is his
name. . ..”

Yesterday morning the Shrew-mouse had an Austrian
flogged because the famishing man had stolen a bit of
meat, Four Cossacks undressed him and threw him down
on the frozen ground, his hands and feet tied together with
long ropes. At each end two Cossacks stood and stretched-
his body by means of these ropes until it was nearly torn
asunder, while an N.C.O. beat his naked back with all his,
force with a seven-tailed nagaika. After the very first blows
the skin over his lean spine and ribs burst. Dripping with
blood, the Austrian shricked as if he were dying. The
Shrew-mouse smoked a cigarette and watched each blow.
“Count out loud!” he called, several times. When the
Cossack stopped after the fortieth blow, he said calmly:
“Another ten and this barbarian will not shriek again. . . .”

A short time afterwards the first cold of winter set in.
There was only enough wood to get the stove a little warm
and there were daily fights for places near it. Freezing
hurt, but so long as all else did not fail . . .

There was not even water in the camp. It had to be
fetched in barrels from the river, and no one wanted to go
for it in that cold. When I reported to the commandant

that two water-carriers had had their hands frozen bccalxlse
11
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they had no gloves, he said they should wrap their foot-
rags round them.

I asked for tools so that a pit could be dug for the excre-
ment. There was no definite place—all the prisoners sat
down in the corner of the yard, since the cold weather had
set in, even in front of the shed doors. “I have no tools,”
said the commandant, polishing his nails. I asked for
larger consignments of wood. When morning came, the
clothes of those lying along the outer walls were frozen to
the wet plank beds. “There is no wood in the whole
steppe,” answered the commandant, stretching out his
legs comfortably in front of the over-heated stove. “More-
over, the stoves are in the sheds for ventilation, not for
heating. Prisoners of war have to provide their own fuel!”

When 1 left the staff-building a young Cossack officer
followed me. He had been standing next to the com-
mandant on our arrival, and his horse had almost turned a
somersault when Pod had laid the two dead men in front
of them. He greeted me courteously and took a long look
at me. “Tell me again what it is you wish,” he said in a
good-natured voice. “I’ll see whether I can do anything
for you. But don’t hope for anything! I am as powerless as
you....”

Unusual laughter greeted me as I entered the shed. A
Fall sapper from the neighbouring plank bed held a paper
in his hand from which he was just reading aloud. ‘“Have

y‘ou not yet noticed that I love you?” he read pathetically.
I devour you with my glances, I follow you everywhere.
I caress the place where you lie. Come to me to-night.

Nf’ one in my corner will say anything, each of us has a
friend. . .

“What docs this mean?” I asked Pod.
112
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“A love-letter,” he said quietly, almost shamefacedly.
“The sapper found it by chance. Someone in his plank
bed must have written it.”

“A letter from a man to a man?” I asked stupidly.

“Yes, certainly. . . .”

“I do not understand this. . . .”

The sapper read on. “I kiss you, I worship you . ..”
At this moment somebody laughed, not genuinely, but
artificially, shrilly.

“Man,” called out another in vexation. “Do not pretend.
Did you not this very morning write one yourself to the
little dragoon? To little Blank next to us?”

During the second week a German orderly came to fetck
me. “You are to come to Dr. Bockhorn, please.”

Dr. Bockhorn lived with five Austrians and two young
German doctors in a detached stone house. All greeted me
cordially, but were surprisingly silent. “Ensign,” safd Dr.
Bockhorn, “I have an unpleasant communication to make
to you. Typhus has broken out in shed IV.”

“Yes, doctor,” said I vacantly.

“We must take counsel,” he continued. “We have
nothing, no remedies. What are we to do with empty
hands? There is not even a hospital division in this camp.
And there are altogether 24,000 men here. There is nothing
at hand, neither blankets nor bandages, neither linen nor
soap, neither water nor wood near at hand. It will lead to
a terrible catastrophe if we cannot induce the commanda.nt
to do something. Be ready for to-morrow. In the meanwhile
we will draw up a list of what is absolutely necessary!”

At the door of our shed I came upon Seydlitz. “What is

. 97
the matter with you?” he asked. “You look so mnseral:llﬁ’-3 :
H
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“Nothing, Seydlitz, really. ...”

We crept together on to our plank bed, he helping me a
little with the climbing. “If only we could get some letters
sometimes,” said Bruenn, “I’ve not heard anything from
my wife for five months. . ..”

“Yes,” said Pod gloomily. “No news from home, that is
the worst! All may be dead long ago. If I but knew whether
the harvest was good . ..”

“My boy began school at Easter,” said Schnarrenberg. I
had never heard him speak in so soft a voice. “I wonder
how he looks, the fair-headed little lad in his gay cap. .. .”

“My sister was confirmed this year,” said von Posek,
dreamily. “She is so lovely and gentle that I always felt
‘achamed to be pear her. .. .”

“My brother was to have been an apprentice this year,”
said little Blank, “to the same boss that I had. He was
gladly taken to replace me. The boss is a large dealer in
groceries, bread, butter, eggs, sausage, ham . . .”

Suddenly Pod turned me round to him by the shoulders.
“What’s the matter with you, lad?” he asked roughly.
“Does anything trouble yon ?”

I released myself. “Let me alone, Pod.”

“No, tell me, my boy.”

“Call them all,” I said hoarsely, but softly, “no one is
to know as yet.” They crowded close to me. Sixteen eyes
were looking at me, wide open, with a presentiment of

something dreadful. “Typhus has broken out, comrades,”
I whispered.

We did not achieve anything. First we pleaded, then we
stormed. Finally the Shrew-mouse threw us out. The

Cossack captain was standing next to him. His face went
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white when I translated what Dr. Bockhorn said, and he
threw himself between the doctor and the comn{andar.xt
when the latter wanted to go for the doctor with his
riding-whip.

In the shed, frozen limbs were of daily occurrence..A
few from each bed had fever. The Cossacks had to drive
out the men with their nagaikas to make them fetch water.
Outside, on the right and left of the doorways, mountains
of excrement began to form. Some did not go out any more
when they wanted to evacuate. The stubborp ﬁgl}t against
vermin gradually became purposeless. Sometimes 1t seeme:d
as if the lice came in multitudes out of the ground, and3 in
addition, our faces were disfigured and swollen by the bxteg
of bed-bugs.

“For God’s sake,” said Schnarrenberg one day,
puzzled. “This cannot go on. What will be the result
ofit...? C

“These lice,” said Pod comfortingly, putting 2 fat :‘nsect
with a black mark on its back on his thumb-nail, ‘ have
received the Iron Cross from the Russians for torturing us
to death. Don’t you see it on its back?” N

“Do you know, Pod,” said I roughly, “that they are the
transmitters of spotted typhus?” )

His smile diedpaway. “?s that so . .?” he said hoarsely.
“Is that s0?”

The little windows were now completely snowed tllipr
Formerly we had been able to recognize by his legs whe :
a passer-by was one of us or a Russian. We had a}lrea 37
learned to tell our comrades by their boots and their gal l
We knew when Schnarrenberg returned from an oﬁi;laa
errand and stamped by in heavy riding-boots curve

. : a raid
little outwards, or when the conjurer went out on e
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for booty, by a couple of stork-legs stuck like two sticks in
a pair of much too wide infantry boots.

Many busied themselves for hours in guessing from this
part of a human body, not only rank and nationality, but
age and characteristics. They made a sort of science of it
and maintained that more was visible from the boots and
gait of a person than from his face. But now we could not
even pass the time with this amusement.

Everything seemed gradually to perish in a gloomy twi-
light. “We cannot even find our lice now,” said Bruenn.
There was only enough petroleum to burn for three hours
in the evening at each end of the shed. Our faces slowly
grew pale as those of prisoners in a cell, our movements
heivy and uncertain. All of us had long, tangled beards,
and eyes red and inflamed from the dirt. We could not cut
our nails and had to bite them so as not to grow claws, “It
would be 2 laughing matter if it were not so like a weeping
one,” said Bruenn sometimes.

The cavalry corner of our shed, once the liveliest and
cheeriest, had become disturbingly quiet. Bruenn alone
now and then made one of his ironical remarks, but more
rarely than in our worst times at the Front. Contrary to all
expectation, Schnarrenberg had grown extremely de-
pressed. Many despised him for it, but I thought I under-
stood him. It was a period of transformation for him. His
hard, but just, soldier’s heart could not yet understand this
meaningless suffering. He still regarded it, so to speak, as
unreal and temporary. By the time that he, always accus-
tomed to the most exact order, had realized the change and
grown used to the new conditions, he would be an old man,
and would look upon it as a combat equal to the combats at

the Front or perhaps even superior to them.
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Little Blank was the most downhearted of all. It grieved
us to look at him, and because he had lost so much blood
he suffered most of all from the cold. “But are these not
only summer-barracks?” he often asked. “Surely hmm
beings cannot be left to pass the winter here, and a Russian
winter at that”’

That day twenty men died in barrack IV, all of spotted

typhus.

“Junker,” said Pod one morning. “Two Hungarians are
lying at the door. They have not been on their feet since
yesterday and have a strange look. Do go anfl see
whether . . .” He broke off and looked at me with an
expression in his eyes that made me turn away. 2

At a moment when I was unobserved I stole over to
them. They were two Honved hussars, clad in grey um-
forms, and were, apparently, already delirious. A c.o’uple of
Croats sitting next to them paid them no attention. Pod
had not been mistaken. Their hands were covered with red
spots, their lips scabby. They had typhus.

When I returned Pod drew me aside. “Well?” .

“Yes, Pod,” I said hoarsely. “Now it has come into Our
shed too. All our group must be told of it, s that they
may take proper precautions. . ..”

Pod made the round. When Seydlitz was told, he pressed
his eyes together with an inimitable movement which gave
his face an indescribably haughty and contemptuous
expression. Bruenn shivered and collapsed as if from
a stroke. “That is our death-sentence!” sgid he, more
gravely than anyone would have thought possible from hlmd-

Schnarrenberg started up. “Nonsense! Nonsensé ar

: ’t you?”
cowardice! Keep such ideas to yourself at least, won t Y;’m
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The tears dropped from little Blank’s eyes. “I will be the
first,” said he, sobbing. “I have no more power of resis-
tance. This constant freezing has taken it all out of me. .. .”

The two Hungarians died that same evening. Lights began
to flicker everywhere, like will-o’-the-wisps on poisonous
marshes. We suddenly got more food. It was not that we
received more, but that many refused the soup because they
could no longer eat. That was less of an advantage to us
than it appeared to be, for the soup was so thin that we
could drink it by the pailful without deriving any strength
from it, and we did not take more than we absolutely
needed; for it gave us a tormenting thirst which we had no
wdter to assuage. And in our situation hunger was less felt
than thirst. ,

*The feverish no longer left the shed to relieve nature.
The sandy ground began to soften from the urine and
heaps of excrement collected under the plank beds. Schnar-
renberg had the excrements cleared away by detachments
of the healthier men. Schnarrenberg was certainly slowly
finding himself again. It had become clear 10 him that here,
in the rear of the war, one could also fight. He had neces-
sarily to learn the new kind of fighting, and that could not
be done in a day. It was such as a German could have no
conception of. A soldier found it much more difficult to
obey here than at the Front, and Schnarrenberg’s orders
were only obeyed when Pod and the conjurer drove the
men to their work by means of a log of wood. The first day
Pod was obliged to knock down an Austrian in order to
have Schnarrenberg’s command carried out. His conjurer
was invaluable, a ju-jitsu champion who overcame every

resis;ancc with a lightning-like mysterious grip.
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Our cavalry corner supported the superior in command
by setting the best example. Von Seydlitz, with haughty
face, and often out of his turn, cleared away the piles of
excrement in our vicinity as if it was an ennobling labour.
No one from the neighbouring plank beds appreciated this,
nor did anyone appreciate Schnarrenberg who, because he
was in command, was daily in danger of his life, so much
so that he could no longer pass through the shed without
a bodyguard, or he might have been strangled. Yet his
energetic orders certainly saved the lives of many of us,
though it seemed as if all had lost hope and would have
preferred to put their hands over their eyes and suffocate
in the dirt.

Dr. Bockhorn informed me that the typhus had already
spread to all the sheds. Sixty died daily. It would be
Christmas in a few days. )

Pod had made a good find in the conjurer, who was handy
in everything, and always willing. He took garments away
from the dead in order to provide us with good clothes and
none of us objected. “Are they the less warm for that?”
said Bruenn. We did not freeze so badly, and that was the
main thing. We scarcely recognized each other, however,
for we sat on the beds shapelessly muffled up in two or
three tunics. We wore, chiefly, Austrian uniforms over out
old ones. They were rather thin, but worn in two or even
threes gave us warmth, At times the conjurer showed us a
few of his tricks, and though we could no longer laugh at
them, we all liked to see them. o
The only one who would not accept any of t‘t‘us “”’elfd
clothing was little Blank who needed it most. “No, he

shouted, when the conjurer urged him to have a cloak; Ia9nd
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shrank back as if he thought it would burn him. “No,
Hatschek, I'd rather freeze . . | R

Last night was Christmas Eve s What more can be said?
Nothing but the words that Dr. Bockhorn had spoken tpat
evening. “A human being who is not capable of sacrificing
himself for an idea, no matter of what kind, is not yet a
human being in the higher sense of the word, has not yet
cxceeded the animal. . . . We are doing here that whicg
makes the real human being—suffering for an idea. . . .

One morning the first of the doctors died, the younger
of the two Germans, the one with the scarred face. The
day before he had broken down at the side of a sick man

and had not regained consciousness. Dr. Bockhorn raged.
~ “Are we in a madhouse?” he roared. “Are we in hell?”
During the past week he had aged ten years. )

- In front of the sheds the corpses began to accumulate in
great heaps. We were not even given a barn to put them in,
and the ground was frozen too hard to permit of their being
buried, even if there had been anyone strong enough to
dig the graves. They were simply thrown out on to the
heaps of excrement where fat rats gnawed at them.

Little Blank entreated us not to make him go out any
more. He had found an old tin can somewhere. “Pardon
me,” he said, like a child, “but I cannot go out of doors.
I should die of disgust. The dead are lying about every-
where and staring at me, . . .

In our barracks we had had forty dead up to that time,
and we had been able to take them ] out. Pod was still
strong and kind. In those days, towards the end of January,
one hundred persons died daily in the whole camp,

On the preceding day as many had died in our shed as in
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the whole camp a fortnight before. Matters went rapidly
downhill with us. The doors were scarcely opened even to
throw out the dead. Once Pod had to lead a detachme.nt to
free the doors. It had not been possible to get outfor mt 1(1)2
account of the piles of dead. When he came back rom | exd
expedition he looked so different that I scarcely rei?grll-l; :
him. “Junker,” said he, in a new, strange voice. “I xned
being a soldier and did not shirk when my Fountry ca cid
me. But I went in the belief that I was a soldle.r and sl.xou
be treated like a soldier—not like a convict. Th1s here is IRy
is...And if they should get me again some time
without having cared that such a thing could happen once
more ., .” . i
“Don’t weaken, Pod,” said I, in a low tone. We stt:;::
our country here just as at the Front! It is only anci ther
sort of combat, harder perhaps and more ene:rva‘mg,
but...” .
He swung his arms about. “Yes,” he shouted,
“but . . .” ' ‘
“Be calm, Pod,” I begged, “and be just. Do vou belxei\tfﬁ
that the Russian prisoners of war have such treatment w.
us, too?”’ .
:‘The Russians are not to blame for our suifcrf{nﬁs;f
Bruenn interposed. His voice sounded cutting and1 1(11
hatred. “His head is not all right!” I thought, startled.
“Who else?” I asked quietly. )
“The war!” he shouted. “The war!”” he repeated, yelling
hysterically, beside himself. “The war. . . .

e stood
Next morning someone shook me awake. l.?»efior:u I:;em oy
the German assistant doctor, a young medical s

ckets.
looked alarmed, and his eyes burned out of black so ke
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“Get up,” said he; “we must go to the commandant again.
Two Austrian doctors died last night.”

I walked beside him through the dark shed. Sometimes
we had to step over strangely distorted bodies that lay in
the aisle. They were men attacked by fever who had fallen
from the uppermost plank beds.

“How can you stand this?” he asked weakly. “We at
least have our quiet room—are alone, at least, a few hours
every night without having to hear shrieks, without having
to see dying men, But you , , .»

“We do not hear or see it any more,” I said. “We have
grown callous,”

“Yes, there is 1o other explanation nevertheless . . .”
® “How is the surgeon-major?” I asked quickly.

“Still well. . .. But who knows. . . > With it all he
'is consuming himself inwardly. Spotted typhus is not
necéssary. It can be avoided. Light, food, cleanliness,
make it impossible. That’s the worst of it, it is mnot
necessary. Only slovenliness, only laziness, only indiffer-

ence. I fear to-day’s interview. . . . He is no longer master
of himself,”

In the doctor’s house, Dr. Bockhorn and an Austrian
doctor were awaiting us. He greeted me shortly. “Good
morning, Ensign. I need not te]] you anything, eh? Either
~——o0r-—is the word to-day!”

The Cossack captain was sitting in the ante-room. In
the name of the doctors I begged him to take us to the
commandant. He made a helpless gesture, and looked
discouragingly from one to the other, “Captain, we entreat

you for our last fifteen thousand men!” [ said. He bit his

lips and went in. There was evidently a violent dispute.
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“You must, commandant,” I heard the captain say. .“It is
in the regulations.” At last he came out, much agitated.
“Please , . .”

We stood in a half-circle before the commandant. A
huge army revolver was lying in readiness on the desk,
It was not there the last time, I thought to myself.

Dr. Bockhorn spoke, I translated. “We request that. you
put more water at our disposal, We _cg.nnot even moisten
the lips of the feverish. We beg for military blankets, or at
least some straw. All the sick are bedsore from the. hard
boards and the danger of contagion is, aFcordxngly,
enormous, We beg for wood for the stoves. Besnc.ies dysen-
tery and typhus, thirty per cent. of the men have inflamma-
tion of the lungs and frozen Iimb;.:h Shrew-mouse

“I cannot work magic,” replied the Shrew- .

Dr. Bockhorn bega; t’o shgut. I hesitated a little. Then
I translated, “No prisoners’ camp for twenty-five thou§and
men can be arranged without providing the most ne¢dful
things.” _—
* “Do you mean to lay down the law for me, an Imperia
officer?”” the Shrew-mouse growled. .o

“Do you know how many die every day now? One
hundred and fifty!” Dr. Bockhorn raved. q

“At the Front still more die,” the Shrew-mouse sal
sarcast . .
algis. gsgghom looked as if he wanted to fly at his th,r,oat.
“We must at least have an empty barn for our dead, h:
panted. “Is that asking too much? At the Front thelynaa
least bury the dead. Here they are left to Fhe ratsS.hr »
short time we will have the plague!” At this the Shre
mouse started convulsively.

“Bury them, if you can,” 123
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“Give us tools. Or shall we dig with our finger-
nails?”

“I cannot work magic. , , )”

Dr. Bockhorn staggered. “Very well,” said he, “very
well, N.ow te}l him the last, Ensign. We need a vacant space
_for an isolation hospital. Next to the doctor’s house there
1S an empty stone barracks guarded by sentries. We want
this barrac‘ks. If its not given to us, it will be taken
You may lfnll us for it, but we will be grateful. We entreat
fox: a last time, but then . . . but then . . .”

What was the man saying just now?” interposed the
Shrew-mouse suspiciously,
t t’;’hat the exasperation of the survivors will drive them
o to eﬁ UUermost, and that the fifreen thousand will slay
your five hundred Cossacks ar one onslaught if you will
. not , , ”

“:‘Yop Tmean to threaten me?” he shrieked.

“8nly tf’ Inform you,” I sajd coldly.

“Arl:(t1 with you!” he shouted, and gripped his revolver.

) t}}e hospital»” roared Dr, Bockhorn,

Out with yoy !

FAnd the hospi'tal?” I repeated, foaming.

X orfa second n’me the Cossack captain intervened. “I
€8 of you to go!” he cried entreatingly. “It is folly . . -
I dare not permit ., , »

“See to it that the least possible number of these Huns

ever see their homes again!” the Shrew-mouse yelled at

him in a commanding voice.

The Austrian doctor burst into convulsive weeping. Pr.
. . ,
Bockhorn looked like an insane man. “Everything lost!” be
H »

murmured, everything lost. X
I was sitting next to Seydlitz on
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the plank bed. Opposite
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to me the long-legged sapper was writhing about, his
face and hands spotted. “Accursed dogs,” he murmured,
“accursed dogs. . . .”?

“I have been railing at my fate,” said Seydlitz slowly.
“I used to think to myself, ‘Why am I alone condemned to
this lazy inaction while my comrades must fight anew for
their lives every day?’ ” He looked round him, and made a
comprehensive gesture with his hand. “Now I am recon-
ciledtoit. . . .”

Did he speak the truth? I thought, or did he only say it
to give me some firm hold in this chaos, to make us all see
some meaning in it and help us to endure what seemed to
be meaningless?

“We shall not be ashamed when we do return home,”
he continued. “We shall have no crosses on our breasts,
no, not that . . . but it will be seen by our eyes that we
did not flinch . . . and perhaps someone will whisper tkat
he was in Totzkoje; for even if we are not at the Front, we
are none the less here for Germany, and even if it was
another kind of combat, still it was a combat for our
country, like the other. . . .” '

We were silent for a long time. Suddenly he began to
speak of Germany, and his hard, somewhat croaking voice
became strangely soft—as if he were speaking of a distant
beloved, so it seemed to me—as if a lover wished to tell the
first one he met of his great happiness and longing. It went
to my heart.

“Germany is meadow in flower,” he said in conclusiqn.
“Germany is a clean, soft, white bed. Germany is limpid

ke
.

water. . .

cloak;

“Lad,” said Hatschek .the conjurer, “do put on a 125
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we have all been wearing them for weeks and nothing
ails us,”

“Nothing as yet . . .” whispered little Blank.

“Oh, nonsense, and as for the rest, do you believe that
that will save you? Have we not all of us got lice? Are we
not all of us sore? There, you see. . . . No, that is Kismet,
lad, fate; as one says in German, ‘Who is to get it will get
it though he lay in a room apart.’

“Hatschek is right, Blank,” I said, coming to his aid.
“You are freezing for nothing. Each louse may bring it,
and you have hundreds on you—like all of us.”

“But I must be doubly careful,” he said obstinately. “I
am the weakest of you all.”

In a sudden attack of tenderness I stroked his head.
His boyish tuft of hair was matted and the colour of ashes.
Alas! I should not have done so; for with this consoling
action. tears streamed from his eyes.

“Junker,” he asked softly, “have they forgotten us?”

“Who, my lad?”

“Those at home, I mean. Is not Germany a powerful,

great empire? How can it be that we are subjected to this?

We have done nothing evil; we have only fought for our
country, honestly and decently, like the others for their
countries. Why are we kept in dungeons? Why are we
treated like convicts? No, I cannot explain it otherwise.
They have forgotten us. . . .

“They must defend the frontier to the last man,” I said,
as to a child. “Perhaps they believe, too, that we are well
off. .. .”

“Yes,” he said, “yes, certainly. . . . But someone might
nevertheless think of us. We have fathers and mothers

and brothers . . .is there no one there to remind
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_time. We are far away and no news penetrates to them. . .
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them of us, to say for once: ‘Do not forget the prisoners
of war.” -
“Someone will come in time, my lad, only it is a long

23
.

i i i itted
“Yes,” he said passionately, “if we were only perm

to write; oh, I should tell them about it e if Wehwsf;
animals, we should long since have .penshed, I ; oul
write to them, but we are human beings. . . . There is

nothing, no possibility. . . - Perhaps they thlnk ‘Oh !bourt
prisoners of war are well off; we need not be anxious abou
them. For them the war is over. . . .~ ” .

He was right. To receive no news, not to be able to kxgwe
news! Have we conquered? Have we 1ost|? To know
nothing, to hear nothing! That was the worst:

Da.ily, there was more room in the shed§. Tl}e mce;sacrllt
struggle for the plank beds had changed its aim. Nc{) lot();
now wanted the upper places, for feax_* of not being able t
climb up if he should get the fever, since who'evc':r was 1 ‘
able to do so, and had no lower bed, had to lie in the we
aisle on excrement and urine. . )

Dirty icicles hung from the ceiling. The fcver-rt;i:z
eagerly followed their growth and thrust them, as s:their
they were large enough to be broken off, betwee he
crusted lips to cool them. The German doctor came 3 ve g
morning, but his only task was to say 'who were neeé
What else was there for him to do? He did not ?‘vgn nee
to touch them, so practised had he” become. “EX,
said after a glance, “Ex, Ex, Ex. . . .7 )

Pod and the conjurer, and often Seydh.tz as welll; ac‘c‘cI)ir:, :
panied him on this round. Those designated yt oo
were at once piled up in a heap so as t0 get th;l:ldztlll alitie;.
No attention was paid now to their names of .
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Up till now their identity discs had been taken away from
them, but that could be done no longer.

Were we actually still alive? Or were all of us already
d.ead? Had we been dwelling for years in this den? Or only
since yesterday? Blank was right. If we had been animals,
we had long since perished. But we were human beings

- - and it is harder to kill a soul than a body. . . .

How much longer was it to last, my God? Two hundred
were now dying every day. . . .

I had tried for the last time. I had gone to the Cossack
captain. Had he not human eyes? I went to him in secret.

On the pretence that I had to speak to him officially, a
sentry took me into his dwelling. When he saw me ,he
jumped up from the sofa on which he was lying with
opened Jitewka. “Has something happened?” he asked in
alarm.

“No," I said, “not yet, but no one knows how long this
can go on—there is latent madness in us all. All know that
they have to die—in such a position one shrinks from
nothing. What could make it worse? Nothing It
could only shorten our pains. . , .” Y

“What can I do?” he asked in a low tone,

“Everything. Could we not at Jeast get more water? Our
men can no longer fetch it, they are too exhausted Bl;t ou
have soldiers, five hundred men with nothing to ;10 OZ at
least a few blankets? Or straw? Even the straw fror;l our
horses, wh.ich you throw away to rot? Samara is a l};lr €
town and is not far from here. . . . A lite soap, just fir

the doctors—a little und i
erwear; our shi i
our bodies. . ., ,”? ’ 118 re rotting on

“Oh, please understand me,’

2] .
By he exclaimed. “I am a
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junior officer. I cannot give such an order, and if I had
enough compassion left to die of it, I could not change
matters, . . .”

“You must do something, even ever so little,” I almost
implored him. “We must see that there is at least one
human being in this land. Show him to us. Fifteen thousand
men will curse Russia if they do not see him, see him soon,
see him to-morrow!”

Throwing himself on a chair, he laid his head on the
table. “Do you believe that I can ever be at peace again
in this life? No! I have had to see too much shame. . .
Oh, not only here. . . . I have been wounded twice, but
I would have reported again long ago for the Front, if I did
not know that here, then . . .” .

“Yes, please, yes, remain here,” I cried. “Promise me
that you will. . . .” .

“I shall remain and shall try to soften matters. But that
signifies nothing,” he groaned, “only little drops. * - Rt

“Listen,” I interposed, “is there no way by which to give
us at least the barracks as an isolation hospital? Could you
not, could you not some day forget to post sentries there?”

He rose. “And what then?” he asked in a smothered
voice. . , .

“Then we will move in, and when we are once in . . .
he will not dare to drive us out again.”

“Very well. . . .”

“And another thing. Come over to us once! I vouch for
you. No harm will come to you. Hitherto you have only
heard how it looks in our shed. You must see it—seeit. . . .”

“T shall come. But now you must go away. No one must
know that I spoke with you in secret. I should be degraded

and sent to Siberia, if he were to discover that 1...”7
1 129
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He pressed both my hands. “Here, take this . . .”
giving me a box of cigarettes. “Now go ... I shall
do everything, by God ...” How warm and clean

his hand was! How kind and comforting his voice
sounded. . . .

Bruenn was crouching on a vacant plank bed. His hair
Wwas matted, his moustache drooped, his eyes were uneasy.
He held a large louse between his finger-tips.

“To think that such a beast should carry death in itself,
eh?” he said in a voice that almost sobbed with agitation.
“So small and insignificant—one could hardly believe
it. .. 2
. His eyes were staring, and almost looked as if hypnotized
by the bright grey dot which was violently trying to free
itself from his nails. “Want to bite me, eh? Want to in-

“oculate me? Or have you already done so? , , . Suddenly
he crushed it, threw it on the plank bed, and trampled
like mad on it with both feet. “You beast!” he shrieked.
“You beast! Do you want to murder me? Do you want to
murder us-all? . ., .»

That day the Cossack captain visited our shed. Pod was
the first to see him. “A Russian officer is standing at the
door and wants to speak with you,” he said.

“He wants to inspect our shed, Pod,’
“But he must not be hurt! Take along
Schnarrenberg, you come too.”

The four of us went to the door and received him. “I
thank you,” I said in a low tone. He raised his hand to his
cap. “Please be quick,” he exclaimed with difficulty. His
face was quite green, and he looked as if he was about to

vomit, Did it come from the terrible stench in our den?
130

> I said hurriedly.
the conjurer. . . .
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We did not notice it any more. We hardly went out of doors,
and knew nothing else. '

In the first cross-passage twelve men were lying one
upon the other. We were waiting for the. arrival of the
doctor to carry them out. Slime was dropping dm:vn frc?m
the second block of plank beds where ff";“ men, sick with
dysentery, were lying. We had been waiting eight days for
their death, but they were tough. The ground was strewn
with half-frozen urine puddles, and trampled human
CX‘C‘Ygﬁ’Jgi-m’ the Russian beast!” yelled a Yoice from the
rear passage. It was the Schwalang§cher’s voice. i

A Styrian was on his knees singing a monotonous ps y
like a dirge. A Bosnian, his parchment t"ace tumcq towards
Mecca, rose and sank on his plank bed in fhytl'lmlc prayezi
A man, sick with abdominal typhus, who in _hxs fc?vcr had,
rolled down from his plank bed, was trying mdvalp to get

on it again. Pod assisted him up as we passed. o
upWe arrixg/ed at our corner. “Here is our lodging3 Captain!
He remained standing for a moment, pressing hlS handkfzr-
chief over his mouth. Seydlitz saluted in military fas.hlon
without moving a muscle of his face. Blank got up, tired.
Bruenn did not move, only looked askance xnto’ ’lns eyes,
pale with hatred. “Accursed dogs! Accursed dogs!”” groaned

e sapper next to him.,
thWhle)E we got back to the first cross-passage; half a do:;n
cries suddenly rose up. “Don’t let him out alive, : g
beast!” shrieked an Austrian voice. “Keep him as.hostage ! ;
a German said. A Hungarian hussar came runmng outa::k
the cross-passage, madness in his eyes. 'I:he leg of ; pl o
bed, forcibly torn away, hung from his fist. Before

could reach us the conjurer tripped him up with a lxghtx:;l:g—

S
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gkg movement of his foot, and hurled him under the plank
eds.

“Silence!” cried Pod in his deep voice. We opened the
door. The captain took the handkerchief from his mouth
and looked at us in turn. There were tears in his eyes.
Were they from the biting air, or from inward emotion?
He shook hands with each of us as if he wanted to say
something but could not. Then he turned round and went
rapidly away.

“He is weeping now, if I am not mistaken,” said Pod
slowly.

Yesterday von Posek complained of headache and
attacks of giddiness. At noon he would not take any soup.
“You must eat, Posek,” said Seydlitz quietly, taking a bit of
meat out of the dish and revolving it enticingly, like a top
on its wooden spike. “It is a good piece—proper meat!”
“I cannot, John, don’t be angry. . . .” Within an hour
he had a fit qf vomiting, and shortly afterwards his whole
body was seized with a violent chill. The lines round
Seydlftzs mouth grew a shade deeper. He took off his
Austrian cloak and covered his friend with it. Posck shivered
;wlinﬂy all over, and his teeth chattered so that they could
e heard at a distance. “What do you think ign?”’
asked Seydlitz in a subdued voice, ’ > Hgns
It was the usual thing—what could one
say? I knew that
he had found Posek on the first day, and that they had
sutfelr(edfefverythmg side by side. “Perhaps it is only an
attack of fever,” I sai i i
attack of > I said, but I could not look into his eyes
Bruenn was fading away with incredible rapidity,

oIth A )
I;;ugh not actually ill. I suspected that in his despair he
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committed onanism several times every night. He fre-
quently sat with crossed legs on an empty plank bed and
talked to himself.

“There is nothing up here,” he said yesterday. “Thun-
der! In the field there were always fine posts. When the
air was thick there, Bruenn could always manage to get an
order for the rear lines. . . . There is no such thing here.

. . . There are no rear lines. . . . Here everyone has his
turn! Cursed! Not even covering is here . . . and throwing
oneself down is no good either. . . . No, here one cannot

»
.

fritter oneself away, there are no such posts here. . .

“Why do you write everything down, Ensign?” Schnar-
renberg asked me.

I looked up from my note-book, a thick writing-pad,
which I had fortunately rescued when captured. “In order
that for once mankind may learn what was possible in the’
twenticth century! And be able to avoid it in future wars!”
I said severely.

“Then you also believe that there always will be, must
be, wars?” .

“No, I do not believe that. But I fear that in the next
hundred years, from one day to another so to speak, we
shall not have progressed far enough to have any other
kind of solution for our disputes. . . .”

“At the Front I never thought much of such diaries,”
said Schnarrenberg, after a while. “What good are they?
Good ones are as rare as white ravens—most of them
consist either of trimmed-up heroic deeds or private in-
timacies that interest no one. During the fight itself no one
can write anything—no one has time for it—and afterwards
everything looks different. . . . Have you, for example,

ever observed how a man fell? I never had time for it—;she
I
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just fell—done. It is like this with everything that happens
in war, afierwards everything looks different. . . .” “Here
it is not the same,” he continued. “Here one has enough
time, one can photograph each single incident in all quiet-
ness, describe every trifle exactly to a hair in perfect leisure.
Here life does not fly, here it creeps . . . here descriptions
become genuine—after days one can still compare whether
one has been exact, even to the dot over the 4°. . . .

“It is gradually beginning to seem to me like incessant
firing, Ensign,” he said in conclusion. “We waited for the
attack as a relief . . . but here it is still worse, Here this
relief, this freedom from suspense, never comes. . . .”

Pod suddenly broke down, He, too, was not actually ill,
but he could no longer take hold of the dead, which was
easy to understand. The conjurer could not do it by him-
self, and Seydlitz did not stir from Posek’s side. So we were
as they bad been in the other barracks for over a week. The
dead were no longer carried out, but beyond the mental
effect, that could have no consequences. Only the conjurer
had strength enough to pull them down into the aisles,
and there they froze in a few hours. Sometimes a dying
man crept into the corner of an upper plank bed, but he
was soon betrayed by the odour of decomposition; and he
could also be pulled down. I saw prisoners sitting on dead
comrades, or making use of the dying to lean against as

supports for their backs. A great number of those dead of

ty_phus lay half naked, some with their feet covered only
with foot-rags. Only those dead of dysentery lay in all their
clothes, which could not be used, because they were
completely saturated with mucus. At night we survivors
crept under mountains of uniforms taken from the dead

tolgv:nn ourselves, and wrapped ourselves closely in them
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on all sides to protect ourselves from the rats, though since
there were so many dead in the shed, the rats did not
molest us living ones.

Two hundred and fifty died daily. . . . Then, one day,
litde Blank became prostrated too. He was immediately
attacked by high fever, and cried constantly for water,
Pod, who had remained kind to the living, went out fre-
quently to get snow for him. It was, to be sure, soiled from
the excrement all around, but, nevertheless, less dangerous
than the dirty icicles that hung from the beams of the roof,
and in which the expectorations of the consumptive and
the evaporation of those down with dysentery had crystal-
lized. We had placed Posek and Blank together so as to
nurse them together. Posek was strangely quiet, Blank
greatly excited. “You can give me a cloak now,” he
said to the conjurer. “It’s all the same now; yes, give
me two, three, as many as you have. I have frozen long
enough. ...”

“Ensign,” he said once, “are not the Scriptures the
corner-stone of all religions? But how does it. say in the
Scriptures—Love your enemies’? I cannot make itout. . . .
Is there, perhaps, a Russian God and a German one?”

I pressed a foot-rag filled with snow on his burning fore-
head. “No, my boy,” I said. “There is only one God.”

In the evening his mind began to wander. “Another
pound of coffee for the lady, Frank,” he cried busily.
“Guatemala, special quality! Certainly, Madam. . . >

It was night. I had taken the petroleum lamp from the fioor
and set it on the bed next to me. A few who were afraid of
the dark hurled curses after me, but no one had the strength

to prevent me from doing it. My book lay on my kneigs A
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copying-ink pencil was in my hand, which was wrapped
round with some kind of rag.

I thought of my native country, I no longer had any hope
of seeing it again, but my book, at least, should reach it.
There would be many diaries about the war—may the
Lord forfend that there should be a more heartrending
one, another document like this! My book would suffice
for a millennium, . .

I had always tried to be cool and matter of fact, to let

nothing of my moods and opinions get into it, to describe
only what I saw. If I did not carefully conceal what was in
me, if I allowed some of it to flow into its pages, nobody
would be able to read or understand it! It would be nothing
but a single, inarticulate shriek. . . . With what kind of
letters could I write this down?
* I no longer had hopes of getting out. Therefore I wrote
that paragraph and added to it: Paccuse—I accuse! But
I did not accuse for myself, no, not even for my fourteen
thousand comrades who had perished under my eyes in
these dens—I accused for the sake of the shame and
disgrace to humanity, which comes from God, as the
priests say. The disgrace was not to us—our sufferings
were too small for that, the disgrace was to one above us—
God!

Perhaps there must be wars, but one so near death as I
only knew that this disgrace that follows upon it, this
monstrous horror, need not be. That I knew. Was it not
worse now than two thousand years ago? If we had been
made slaves, as was the custom in those times, we should
have fared better, and fourteen thousand, perhaps a
hundred thousand in all Russia, would not have had to

peris6h like dogs in their own dirt. No man will allow
13
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himself to be offended unpunished—so ye believe: does
God? And this sin done to His creatures, those made
in His image, is against God.

I was tired, I could not go out. At that moment the
sapper on the next bed grew silent. He stopped so quickly
in his monotonous cursing that had lasted for days that I
was struck by it. I raised the lamp a little and saw his face.
He was dead. He looked like all the others. His individuality -
was blotted out. He was no longer the sapper from Harburg,
Meier or Miiller by name, he was now only one dead of
spotted typhus, number 14324, in this winter, nothing
more,

I placed the lamp next to me again and crept under my
tunics. From the next plank bed a young Viennese was
constantly calling out: “Mother, mother, now all is. »
over . ..” . :

Schnarrenberg had become our chief support. Since life
had been at stake, he was up to the mark like no one else.
I never heard a sound of complaint from his lips. He was a
coarser edition of Seydlitz, so to speak, the type of common
soldier as opposed to that of officer. Both were soldiers to
the very marrow,

He had only one weak spot, the war, the great war,
which all had agreed to call the world-war, which was tl}e
cause of our sufferings, but of which, nevertheless, we did
not speak much. Schnarrenberg, alone, lived on in it. Was
it, perhaps, for this reason that he was bearing all this more
easily? .

“If one but knew how matters are at the Front.?” was his
eternal question. But we heard nothing, no mail was sent
to us, no sign of life reached us from the outer world,

probably through fear of the scandal that our reports “;";;’ld
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arouse in the world. We were to disappear without anyone
learning in what a cruel and inhuman manner .

- ““Shut up with your war!” cried Posek in one of his lucid
moments, He was mostly unconscious. “If the world has
not yet advanced enough to settle conflicts or differences in
a sensible and peaceful way—this world with all its tech-
nical and scientific progress—it can go to the Devil for me !”

We were all surprised at this outbreak. Schnarrenberg
wanted to retort, but I drew him away. “Do leave him in
peace, for God’s sake,” I said hastily, “Do younot see . . .?”

That day the sentries were not posted in front of the
empty barracks. I ran at once to Dr. Bockhorn. “We must
move into the barracks at once, doctor!”” Bockhorn nodded
absently. “Now he has come to his senses, the barbarian!”
he said dully. “Now when it is almost too late’ I did not
‘enlighten him..

In the afternoon I went over. The entire place was
occupied. The men lay, side by side, on the stone floor,
without covering, without straw. Bockhorn ordered empty
plank beds to be broken up, so that the sick might at least
lie on boards. The German assistant doctor and two
Austrian doctors were all that remained. They worked from
morning till night. It almost made one shriek to look at
them.

All those who could creep came full of hope into this
hospital, for the tidings of its opening had flown through
the shed. What were the doctors to do with them? They
divided them into groups of the slightly less ill, such as
had still some days to live, and then the severely ill ones,
such as would die in a few hours, But there were healthy
ones also. These only had dysentery, inflammation of the

kidn;ys, tuberculosis, or abdominal typhus. In short, those
13
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who had not spotted typhus or black smallpox were called
healthy. Could anything else be done when everything was
over-full? _ .

Towards evening an Austrian doctor collapsed. “We
cannot go on!” cried the German assistant doctor. Dr.
Bockhorn was leaning exhausted against the door. “Is it
not madness?” he asked in a hollow voice. “Now they are
giving us an isolation hospital for four hundred sick, at a
time when three hundred are dying daily.” .

I was lying on my heap of rags. Why could I not weep?
Perhaps it would have done me good. ... Someone
tugged at my arm. “Posek is dying, Ensign, come,” said
Pod. Leaning on Pod, I got up and went to Posek, who
was terribly spotted. He stretched out his thickly crusted
tongue, thirstily moving it violently to and fro. Seydlitz was
dropping bits of snow on it. The dying man was looking'
into his eyes with the expression of a faithful, grateful-dog.
Sometimes he moved his fingers as if he wished to give us
his hand.

“My little sister has silvery hair,” he suddenly_whispere.d-
Pod shoved his fist into his mouth and bit on it. Seydlitz
passed one bit of snow after another over Posek’s lips. His
fingers wete trembling a little, but his face was unrl}0V°d~
Little Blank, who was lying next to him, had raised himself
a little. He looked at Posek with terrified eyes, and wept
from weakness, like a child. Suddenly Posek’s topgue Was
still. Seydlitz, putting the snow aside, pushefl the tontiue
into the cavity of the mouth and pressed the jaws foge ;r
from above and below. “Finis . . .” he said slowly, and,

ushing by us, went out. . .
P I cregpt :{)ack to my pile of rags. Something wa; ‘z‘;akdmi
in me. I slapped my right leg, now wholly bealed. tad
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“But to be able to hold out we must know how it goes
with our Fatherland,” said Schnarrenberg.

“It goes well,” said I quickly, almost fearfully. “It cer-
tainly goes well, comrades, else would these here torment
usso , . .?” ,

No, there should not be any doubt of it, for the Lord’s
sake, I thought in fear; for them . . . oh, he is right.
What we are suffering here can be endured for an idea
alone. It is too great ever to be repaid with material
things. . . .

I had found a bit of wrapping paper and taken out my
copying-ink pencil to draw something, anything, Was it
skulls? Was it Posek’s aged face? Little Blank at my side
was moaning incessantly. I watched over him. We relieved
each other every hour. All the others were asleep. I drew,
.drew . . . and suddenly I wrote:

Deutche Heimat, Deine Lande
nur noch einmal frei der Bande
mit versehntem Aug zu griissen
und auf wandermiiden Fiissen
Deine Erde zu betreten,

ist mein Beten. . . .

I read it. Who wrote this? Since when had I been able
to write poetry? I read it for a second time, amazed, ques-
tioningly. Yes, it was a poem. I looked about me, disturbed
Dying men, dead rats. . . . I began to write again!

Nur noch einmal Deine Felder,
Deine dunkeldichten Wilder,
wo auf griinen Kiefernzweigen
spriessend helle Kerzen steigen:
Deine Wilder zy betreten,

ist mein Beten,
142
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It flowed from me as if someone was whi'spering it into
my ears, and as if these were not the first verses in my life,
as if I had already written a hundred poems. How was this
possible? I looked round again. Groans and effluvia, stench
and dirt. . . . I continued to write:

Nur noch einmal Deine Heiden,
Deine Blumenhiigelweiden,

die in roten Lichtern glidnzen,
buntgeschmiickt von Blittenkrinzen:
Deine Heiden zu betreten,

ist mein Beten.

Little Blank groaned hoarsely. “Water, water!” I took
some snow, pressed it on his lips, and changed the foot-
rag on his forehead. A man with fever crept up to me on
his knees to get some of our snow. I gave him two handfuls
and, stammering some foreign word of thanks, he crept |
back. I took up my pencil for the last time:

.
»
o

Deutsche Heimat, Deine Erden

nur noch einmal vor dem Sterben

mit dem durstgen Mund zu kiissen,
nur in letzten Scheidegriissen B
Deine Griber zu betreten

ist mein Beten. . . .

No, it is all up. I shall never be a poet; my first poem
would also be my last. Our mortality had risen to three
hundred and fifty. Three hundred and fifty per day. . . .
I had seen Dr. Bockhorn weep.

I could not write any more, I had grown too weak and
he horror around me too terrible. At times I thought of
\e dainty nurse. “Come what may,” she had said! But of

iat use was that? We were living in an inferno. No, we

" ce not living any more; we were still waiting—for what?
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For death? A madman’s imagination could not picture
more horror than was to be seen in our den, And in our
abused souls . . .

Two walls of dead were already lying in front of the
barrack doors. We had, as it were, to walk through a tunnel
of corpses, when we wanted to go out. Between some of
our plank beds the soup still stood, cold, frozen. The
orderlies had brought it in and put it down among the sick
men, more they could not do. It seemed as if everything
was about to become extinct. No human voice was heard,
only sounds as of animals groaning and gurgling, or here
and there a whining, praying, and horrible cursing. Some
had black, frozen limbs, and the stench from their wounds
mingled with the odour from the corpses. Rats everywhere,
rats all over. . . .

~ One morning two Austrians went mad, one from thirst,
and one from horror. They crept about among the dead,
howling, and playing with the rats as if they were little dogs.
The day before, a German infantryman had gone mad.
If he had not been so weak, he would have sirangled us
survivors in his frenzy, one after the other. We could only
sleep when one of us kept watch. How fortunate we were
to have the conjurer with us!

I now knew why the poem had burst from me. It was
the last word I had to say for all—to our country! Germany!
Germany! Thou art our last thought. , . . For thee we
have suffered, for thee we have died. Do not forget it! No,
we shall not see thee again. All is over, all, all is over. I
stagg«?red as if I were drunk, but I had to stay awake until
my ume was over. “Water, water,” moaned Pod, the
powerful giant, the brown bear. The day before it had been

on:L Blank, now it was Pod too. No, I must not sleep. But
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why not? Was it not all the same? Should I not be carried
out on the morrow also? :

Since the previous day I had been beset by an insane
fear. Whence did it come? Was it my turn now? Did I feel
it? Perhaps I had already got the bite that would in a few
days put me at Posek’s side? I was speaking to my mother.
Of late I had often been speaking to my mother. “Had I to
die in your country, mother?” I asked shrilly. “No, be
content, father; I have done my duty, though I was only a
prisoner, and though at times I may have appeared down-
hearted and discouraged, I never forgot that here also I
served my country, like you. . . .”

The perspiration broke from my forchead. My eyes
pierced through the dim vapour as if they saw somcone
coming. I had such a strange feeling. . . . Had I fever
already? My pulse flew madly. Cursed, cursed. Would this ,
hell never give us up again? .-

I should have loved for once in my life to embrace a girl.
Once. . . . Now it was too late. Over, over, everything
over. Death devours. I heard his jaws grinding. Is he in-
satiable? Does he want me also? ’

Help. . ..

X 145
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I HAD written nothing for a long time; for I had lain for
weeks with spotted typhus. Seydlitz and Schnarrenberg
pulled me through. Pod, Bruenn, and little Blank were
among the living also. Only Schmidt I, quiet, modest,
little Schmidt I, who had never obtruded himself, was
dead. Oh, many would have got well, if they had had com-
rades such as mine,

When for the first time I awoke with a clear head, an old,
broken-down man was standing beside me. “The epidemic
is subsiding, Ensign,” he said. “It has vented its fury.
We have now only forty dead daily. If they have the will
to hold out, they will get well. . . .”

It was Dr. Bockhorn who spoke. He and an Austrian
were the only surviving physicians. But was it possible
that the epidemic was really subsiding? It was as.if God
Himself had taken pity on us, when man had a heart of
stone.

Eight of us were lying in the vacant house ngxt to Dr.
Bockhorn’s room. How had we been allowed there? I
wondered.

We had straw under us and three or four cloaks over us.
Seydlitz, Schnarrenberg, and the conjurer, were nursing
us. We got strengthening food. Where from? I again
wondered. “A Russian officer sends it daily,” said Seydlitz
briefly.

“I have succeeded,” said Dr. Bockhorn one day, “in
having two hundred convalescents transported in a fort-
night to a better climate. Do you eight want to go with
them? Here you can never get quite well again, at least

not mentally.”
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“Yes,” we all cried in unison. “Yes, yes, yes!”

After a fortnight we all managed to walk a little. Pod
was the strongest of us, Blank and Bruenn were the
weakest. We met in the yard of the house. The snow had
almost disappeared and the faint sun heralded an early
spring. Cossacks were at work everywhere picking up the
dead. They threw them, twenty in a bunch, on to broad
Wagons, put a rope over them and drove away. “They have
begun to fear the plague and cholera,” said Bruenn.

At noon Dr. Bockhorn arrived with convoys from the.
town.

“There, children,” he said, “now get in.”” We laid our
cloaks under us and sat down back to back. “You are not
coming with us, doctor?” I asked.

“No, I must stay. I should like to go, believe me. . . -
But scarcely anyone has been left. Farewell, comrades,”
he called out suddenly.

The wagons started. We all had tears in our eyes. “We
thank you, thank you,” eight rough voices cried. He did
not stir. “By thunder,” muttered Pod, “there’s a man for
you....)”

Even though we drove slowly and carefully across the
yard of the camp, we could not altogether avoid the dead
bodies. Seydlitz looked fixedly to the left where was 2
certain mound. We distinctly saw Posek, his hands still
on his chest but his feet naked, for the wind had loosened
and carried away the wrappings.

At the railway embankment stood eleven cattle cars with
small stoves. The N.C.O.s ordered twenty men to each
car. Climbing up, we all got upper plank beds, at least for
- the day. The straw that was lying on the boards had already

served“for horses, but what did that matter? “How is this
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possible?”” asked Bruenn, amazed. “Has the Shrew-mouse
suddenly been turned into a human being?”

We soon found out. Shortly before our departure an
officer rode up to us on a white horse. “Interpreter,”
called the starschi on guard. I climbed down again. The
officer had dismounted. The Cossack captain was standing,
very pale, before me. “The commandant has been ill for
two weeks of spotted typhus,” said he softly. “I have been
acting commandant of the camp. Have you any other
wishes?”

“No,” I said hoarsely. To think that one had to be tongue-
tied at such a moment!

“There is wood for burning in the front car and,” he
added, almost as if ashamed, “here, take this, please . . .
for you and your seven comrades from the doctors’ house.”

As he gave me his hand, he slipped something into my -
pocket. I tried to say something, something very grateful,
appreciative , ., .

“All ready, Your Excellency!” the starschi reported.

I got in. Totzkoje stayed behind. Faster and faster we
rolled away from it—from it and its seventeen thousand
deaths. We all gazed out as one den after another dis-
appeared and sandy steppes followed on right and left . . .

“The captain looked after us as long as we were in
sight,” said Pod, in a low tone. “He was holding his hand
to his cap, if I am not mistaken. . . .”

At Samara, the nearest town of any size, our cars remained
standing on a side track. Had they forgotten us? We did
not stir. The commander of the transport had his home
in Samara, disappeared into the town every evening, and
did not return until noon the next day. Perhaps this just

suited him, Perhaps he was even the cause of it. It was so
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difficult to get to the bottom of things in tais country. . . .
However, we were quite satisfied with the stop. It was very
comfortable in the #eplushkis when they were heated
and padded with straw. “Absolute mansions,” said Bruenn
once, “one could almost await peace here!”

Samara, the city where we left the cars for the first time,
was never to be forgotten. Stands loaded with tempting
things were everywhere. “If we had but one tiny rouble,”
said Pod plaintively, “in a week we should be on our legs
again. . . .”

I kept to one side and, unobserved, bought eight pieces
of soap, a small mirror, and a large bowl. Taking the mirror
I went behind the car and looked at myself again for the
first time in half a year. In the name of God, was that I?
A convict, a tramp, a burglar? No, no, that was not I!
“Though you were not such—now you are,” said a voice!
“Thy child-face is gone, thy freshness is gone! Thou hast
become a severe, haggard man. Six months have wrought
what would ordinarily have taken a lifetime.”

I distributed the soap and gave the bowl to the conjurer.
“There, Hatschek,” I said, “now go and fetch plenty of
water.”

“Man,” cried Pod, “did you have some money left?”

“Yes,” I said, “a little . . .»

He turned the soap disdainfully round in his black
fingers. “I should have liked something to eat better,” he
growled contemptuously.

The conjurer came back and we all washed. For seven
months our bodies had not known water. My God, what
that meant! It was not washing, but rather the peeling
off of a white hide in large strips and crusts which loosened

the layers of dirt from face and hands. Gradually, from
152

1917

eight terribly neglected individuals, covered with crusted
dirt, there came to light eight pale men; and oh! the
freshness of it. . . . It invigorated us like good food, it
made the world worth loving again. “By thunder,” splut-
tered Pod into his bowl, “I should not have believed it.
By the Lord, it is as if I had for once eaten my fill again!”

Yes, it was actually as if our greatest weakness had been
washed away with this water, and with it, the greatest
part of what still clung to us of oppressive memories. Our
skin, to be sure, was like rank potato shoots in dark cellars
and at first we were almost frightened of one another, but
with the help of God we would soon become human again.

“There, Pod, and now we will go shopping,” said I at
last. “You come along too, Blank, we shall not be able to
carry everything alone.”

“Are you crazy?” asked Pod, without moving.

“How s0?” | asked innocently. N

“Don’t make a fool of me,” he said, offended.

1 drew a fifty-rouble note out of my pocket. “Now will
you come along?”

“Man,” he cried, “Where?”

“From the Cossack captain.”

He became lost in thought. “Man,” said he at last, “in
this country one never knows what to think. One is the
Devil in person, another an angel . . .” )

After long bargaining we bought eight heavy, crisply
roasted fowls, two large loaves of bread, and a packet of
tea. The “Totzkoje cavalry corner,” as we were now called,
became riotous when we entered.

“Lord bless me, this is invalid’s fare,” cried B.rue.nn
enthusiastically. The fowls were still warm and dripping

with fat. No one spoke. We devoured. . . . We smackecisa;ld
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cimnched, we gulped and dripped. Must we not smack
hke. beasts of prey to get delicious meat down our throats
again after seven months? “There will now be two holidays
In my life,” said Pod dreamily. “My wedding da d
this.” e

I took out my cigarettes. No, verily no, our happiness
had no end that day. Who else but us knew what a cigarette
meant?

To our surprise the sentries were respectful and friendly
to us, although they were not green-coated police for the
deported, !Jut Cossacks from the Shrew-mouse’s regiment
The captain must have impressed this behaviour on then‘;
at our departure, and I was now convinced of what I had
suspected in the first weeks of my captivity, that these
people were really good at heart. Yes, they w’ere ood at
heart,. and only bad when incited or ordered to bg sob
superiors. Example is everything. . . . Under the ShreW):
mouse taese soldiers were Asiatics and brutes: under the
captain they were transformed into kind, harml,ess e150NS
Once, whex'm we were speaking of this among oxllarselves.
Bru.en.n very correctly remarked: “Like master, like m »
So it is, and because they were still 5 , the
:Vieded.;xample more than anything else, But though they
hatr:. still so young, they were still strong in their love and

{\gain, all nations were represented j
gNa:rz:Es,G\iiennese,sTyroleans, pBavarians,u:)V?xl;:encfl:érgaﬁ:

rmans. Since Totzkoje, th
kept close to our corner, and, )e;enetlfgzgxalzii;hgr hz:si
of some asm.stan.ce to us. Since his comrade and btofht’:rfiln-
arms had died in Totzkoje he had sat alone in the car, but

now he had found ano iot wi
. ther compatriot with whom, to our

young people, they -
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amusement, he could converse in the broad Bavarian
dialect. This was a small, droll fellow, a stableman and
like himself more broad than tall. On the very first day
Bruenn had given him the name of “Tadpole,” a nickname
which among soldiers indicated love rather than hatred,
and which had to be deserved before it was conferred.

Those were lovely days at the railway station in Samara!
We all smiled, we were all gradually looking on the world
again with human eyes. Only at times did someone look
as if life were still unreal to him, as if he feared that this
beautiful dream would suddenly fade away again.

The evenings were our best time, though we had only a
little, rather smoky stove with a pipe leading through a
hole in the roof for chimney, and warm only for those near
it~—but what did that matter? It was, and remained, a stove,
and it was still very cold outside. )

Hatschek was stoker. A few talked, but most of is fooked
mutely into the fire and dreamed. Seydlitz sat silent;
Blank smiled to himself; Schnarrenberg breoded; Bruenn
joked a little; Pod thought of his farm. ... -

“Now, children, let us go to bed,” he said every evening
paternally.

The Schwalangscher was standing lost in thought before
the stand of a shop where everything on earth was to be
had. He was trying, in vain, to explain something to an old
peasant woman by stretching out his fist to her and tapping
it several times with his right forefinger. Then he put his
left fist to his nose, groaned voluptuously, and sneezed
violently. .

“Nje ponamaj,” she said, puzzled.

Pod came up. “What do you want to say to her?” he

asked, patronizingly.
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“I should like some snuff,” said the Schwalangscher.
“Honduras, Brazil, we say at home. . . .”

Pod reflected for a while, and then, as if suddenly
enlightened, drew his paper out of his pocket, his famous
dictionary, “We shall have itin a minute,” said he, proudly.
“Just amoment . ..”

He looked and looked. His pride vanished. His bearded
face lengthened. “It is not there, oh damn,” he said,
shamefacedly, and crept away.

When, after nearly three weeks, an officer of higher rank
found wus, he cursed our starschi like a madman, and
threatened him with purgatory and shooting. We suspected
evil—and it came. On the next day we were packed into
five cars, and on the same evening coupled to a train going
east. My protests were of no use.

“To the Devil with it,” said Bruenn, but we did not take
it much to heart. The past three weeks had been a veritable
heaven, and had strengthened us so much that we had

become reconciled to life again and full of confidence.
The old life in the cars went on with its round of

eating, sleeping. The country was free of s

would soon begin. Pod looked out of the wind
ata time.

“Now they are beginning

purchasing,
now; spring
ow for hours

‘ : to sow at home,” he would
say, or—“I wonder if Anna js changing the fields correctly?”

New trains of fugitive women and children stood at the
railway stations. Bruenn, who was aboyt a great deal,
would sometimes come back humming, “Therefore, my

lassie, do not weep, don’t be so sad, wipe off your tears
with sand-paper. . , ,”
"‘Where is he all the time?” I askeq Pod, who only
smﬂgd' “Have you not noticed that he is all right again?
15
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Then, too, spring is coming, and thirdly—he scents
spring chickens.” .

pIn gUfa, the Tartar city, I succeeded in an unw;t;hei
moment in buying a Russian newspaper.”I hastened bac
to the car. “Children, I have made a catc.™ .

We sat down close’together and I read outina low voxzc;.
Of course, only the victories were .spoken of in l;he;i pe;per;
but those victories had all been gained at cities a? r vthe
that lay far behind the places we r.emembered rom the
last Front reports. Undoubtet.ily since the autumn
troops had captured entire provinces. .

Tfle renewed crowding togethe‘r .and the 10u:1;§z
towards the East were forgottc.n. ¢ D1d. I not saeyth 2
remarked Seydlitz proudly, shov'mg out his fr'ont te” c'ried

“Now Russia will soon be whlpped,' you wﬂl seei:f .
Schnarrenberg ecstatically. “Just t&l,s spring © ex: »
and our troops will be in Petersburg! L

I, too, was jubilant at first, but sudd?’nly I grew s}xlle;t.
“Did not Napoleon get into Moscow?drfxln through my

L : t-
head. “And ...and...?” But I remaine ”sx ent.

“It is easy for Schnarrenberg to talk, safd Bruen.n 1(::;
the following day. “He is a soldier by profession, 'wa; lse us
calling, and it is all the same to him v.vhethet 1'1e 1sl er
at the Front—he would just be a solc-her, nothing e sde.l..tt.lé
I, however, am an electrician, Pod is a farmert,h?n k ; ”
Blank is a herring-packer. . . . No, we have noth ng oo
with it; this matter does not concern us. Let erl:l Doy
their heads themselves if they are not content. . . . :1 ey
ought to let us go home, to our wives and children

tions. . . .” . .
VO“C;W are always thinking of your little self,” I interposed.

. »
€ going.
“From here we cannot see how matters are going 157
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“What does it concern us how matters go?” interposed
a volunteer opposite. He stepped to our plank bed, and
continued: “And whether it is actually want of space, or
competition, or the devil knows what that is the cause of
this war: If at the very start all the milliards, which are now
¢xploded in powder, had been used to settle these disagree-
ments, it would have been the same in the end—only
there would have been no dead. And if we should lose,
what will we have then? We should have to live on just
the same, without all this money and with the dead, . . .”

.I was silent. Ought I to have spoken? Of ideals and
history? Of how the fate of an individyal signified nothing
when the fate of a people was in question? No, Whoever
puts self higher than the whole cannot be convinced even
by the best words; for he who has the ideal has it, and
he who has it not will never attain toit, ... ’

The trip through the Urals seemed short to us. Though it

lasted three days, it was not tedious for a single moment.

Wfth every curve came wonderful views of towering
helgh!:s and plunging abysses. Often we had a feeling of
speeding past valleys which no human foot had ever trodden.
For hours at a time, the train wound through walls of rocks
so near that we could have touched thejr reddish mass if
we hac! but stretched our hands ot of the window.
. During the night before Tscheljabinsk, Pod woke me.
Some want to flee, Junker,” he said softly. “Do you hear?”
I listened. There was Whispering under our plank be'd
agitated bn?athing, cording of bundles, “It is madness’
'Pod,” I wh}spered back. “Shall I not advise them agains;
it? They might as well 80 to the next policeman and allow

h ] .
g;r;selves to be re-arrested. Without knowledge of the
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language, with only three loaves of bread and fifty copeks,
they want to cross half the world.” :

“You would not succeed in convincing them,” said Pod.
“Whoever has got this fixed in his mind. . . .? But perhaps
we are going on to a new Totzkoje. No, just let them travel,
If you were to keep them from it, then for the rest of your
life you would be condemned to hear how they would
have been home long ago if you had not at that time . . .”

The train panted slowly up a steep ascent. That was
what they were waiting for. The door slid back with a
creak. Almost without a sound, the first one, a German
infantryman, jumped out into the steaming snow. Three
followed, a Saxon and two from Berlin. “Shut the door
again, Pod,” I said in excitement. Pod closed it carefully.
“The guard is sleeping the sleep of the just,” said he.
“To-morrow he will beat us half to death for it. . . .” ‘

I did not fall asleep again. They are free now, thought I.
Free . . . In the wilds of the Urals it will not be easy to
find them. . .. And even if so . . . Perhaps two or three
weeks of freedom were worth anything that might follow.

Next morning there was great screaming. The sentry
cursed, the commander of the transport raged. I explained
to him many times that we had been asleep, that we had
heard nothing. And surely we were permitted to sleep, ‘
were we not? He understood. Every other transport would
have flogged us with the knout until we succumbed. They
did nothing,

I dreamed more and more frequently of girls. They were
always undressed, and the sight of them excited me to
enfeeblement. Chiefly I lay in bath-houses, hidden under
the benches, or on the edge of a people’s bath concealed

behind bushes. At first I was ashamed of these dreams,
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despising myself for my unbridled imagination, but I
soon recognized that they were only reminiscences of the
qukwa that tortured me, that they did not spring from a
smirched spirit but were detached impressions from my
subconsciousness.

. Wlth increasing vigour this greatest torment of all cap-
tivities became more and more torturing, and I often bit
into my hands with desire and impotence, and wished for
t'he night as if it would bring the most beautiful thing in
life. . i Gradually_I began to understand something that
had 1.uthefto been incomprehensible to me. I understood
the gipsy in our car, I understood Bruenn. . . . There was
only one thing that could make us forget our r'nisery for a
f::lw second§1le'1nd it was this. Dreams were still helping

.suiﬁ cc st; ! But if one day these dreams should not
No, I would resist, I would no
would not darken this first glow for z:ll st‘il;tnsv?:h r:yslif;n}l’
memory. “Who will be my first girl?” I often thoi ht. I
feafed f‘0fb 1ml);self when thinking of that hour; for % h;td
an insatiable hunger for ten i
I should not be fble to be:regzis zlr:erzigh oo

test tenderness
because I could no longer understand it . . for in the

years when I might have taken and given it I had only
:;Cfl savagery. At thf. time when others had snatched
eir first kisses, my lips were bloody from horror; at the

time when others had poss : !
comfort the dying. possessed their first girls, I had to

é\fter.the Urals, Siberia’s infinity began. In those sprin
itay‘fv ::t look(tladdmuch more friendly than we had imagineg
. Wes
We speede by whole forests of rhododendrons, passed
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whole fields of gleaming tulips, snowy narcissus, and rose-
coloured cloves. At times the wind carried heavy fragrance
into the car, at times-our eyes were fixed upon moist spots
of large edelweiss and bizarre-looking orchids. . . . “And
this is Siberia?” asked Pod. “And there is edelweiss here?”
asked the Schwalangscher.-

“Yes, in the spring, and for six weeks,” said Seydlitz
calmly.

Not far from Omsk I saw Krepost, Dostojewsky’s place
of banishment, and I suddenly remembered some passages
from the Memories of the House of the Dead. Had it not
moved me more than any other book in my life? Had it
not been with me at night in heavy dreams, horrible night-
mares? Had I not thought that no man of our time could
live for a month in such hell?

We had borne it for six months, I thought to myself.
And if it had only been Dostojewsky’s house of d’eath'
none of us would have wept. . . . What was Krepgst com-
pared to Totzkoje? I thought back, allowing a few days
from the “memoirs” to glide before my eyes and a few
hours of the dens of Totzkoje. . . . No, God in heaven, be
calm! It would have appeared a paradise to us, to us of
Totzkoje.

Three weeks passed in the old way. Rattatam, rattatam. . .
Did they want to take us to the end of the world? Fields,
steppes, forests, steppes, Omsk, Nikolajewsk, Taiga,
Atschinsk, Krasnojarsk, Kansk—all passed by. Mighty
rivers, boundless deserts. “Children,” Bruenn called out
in astonishment, “does this country never come to an end?”

At last we halted at Irkutsk. “Prepare to march!” We
were surprised in spite of all our waiting. So it was here

we were to live> A gay bustle prevailed at the railvgay,-
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st.ation. Soldiers knelt with their mothers in front of sacred
pictures, and sacrificed large candles for their weal and
woe. Young women in flowered cotton skirts, and short
fur coats, accompanied them to the train and kissed them,
weeping, for the last time. “There are still enough men,”
said Schnarrenberg. “One could hardly believe it aft::r
such losses. . . .”
The prison camp lay outside the city. We were so invi-
g(?rated by rest and food that we made the march on foot
. th.hout any difficulty. A half-empty stone barrack was
assigned to us. Here were only Germans, so that we were
separated from the Austrians for the ﬁrs,t time. Opposite
to us was a plank bed with “InteHecmah”;ofgyeﬂ
volunteers, teachers, bank clerks, merchants, and a pro-
fessor. We recognized them without introduc’tion b trl’lcil'
courteous way c:f talking to one another. I learnt thaz there
;r;st;nﬂgi:tlic;rs camp near by. It was good there, much
better Cuar ere.‘ ‘i\f g ,Sl;:oulq 1 g‘? over there? I hesitated
2 mo <+« “No, said. “Here I have comrades,
ends, tested in dark hours. There everything would be
rcx;ei:&;lztz)axtriloel.l. (.ﬁ.dAx:lcci’tslgxid I find such faithful souls there?
S m i
to start from the beginning agaiia.nWi:rtdILhidnghngt Wa,‘,“
By order of the German camp—command,ant aS hn
;;?bfeizgtwa; appointed commandant of the barr::lcksC heii‘-
s first order was that all rats .
2;::%8:?’; floél nc{)t even in Tot‘:lz;etz:; ‘siss;z;dc;flihv:::
gusting little beasts run ove in thi
Schnarrenberg’s organization fl:o: utigeze::rszﬁﬂus Cf?ntllf .
rats was model, and was based on the fact thatotrlll e was
plenty of water. There were innumerable holes be;:wiv::

the stones i
s in the ground. At half of these he posted men
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with heavy clubs, at the other half men with pails of water.
“In with it,” came the order, and with gurgling and
spluttering the flood descended from pail after pail.
“Attention ! he called. There was splashing and squeaking,
scampering and running, Angry, pointed, naked heads
started up through the holes as one, ten, twenty, fifty shot
out through the passages. A hail of blows beat down upon
them. Hundreds already lay dead on the battle-field. . .
“Water, water, water all the time!” It drove the last ones
dripping out of the passages, and their disgusting bodies
accumulated on the wet ground. For my part, I could not
deal out blows this time. . . . Their curly tails were so
loathsome to me since Totzkoje that I would not hit one.

That same evening we were sitting, freed from the pests
and in good humour, on our plank beds. “Yes, I am used
to this,” said the conjurer, near whom had been the,
greatest heap. “In circus and show-booths, rats are our
daily companions. Such a great battle-day, therefcke, is a
pleasure for one of us. . ..”

I had to laugh as I looked at him. He never seemed
properly dressed in his uniform. I always thought that
he ought to wear a turban and wide, baggy trousers or
some other fantastic garment. “Do tell us something
of your life, Hatschek,” I said.

“Of my life? Oh,” he laughed. “There is no ending when
once I am set loose. . . . I have worked in the whole world,
with Sarrasani, Hagenbeck, Busch, Renz. . . . Often at
fairs, too, of course. . . . At the last I had a bad year. For
a time I worked with Madam Glindfa, the unrivalled sen-
sation of the world. There was a good programme besides,
first-class street advertising, extra parades. Nevertheless

there was not much profit. . . . From her I went to a
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station. Soldiers knelt with their mothers in front of sacred
pictures, and sacrificed large candles for their weal and
woe. Young women in flowered cotton skirts, and short
fur coats, accompanied them to the train and kissed them,
we':epmg, for the last time, “There are still enough men,”
said Schnarrenberg. “One could hardly believe it after
such losses. . , .
The prison camp lay outside the city. We were so invi-
gorated by rest and food that we made the march on foot
_ Without any difficulty. A half-empty stone barrack was
assigned to us. Here were only Germans, so that we were
:zpa:lr:ted from the Austrians for the first time. Opposite
voluntez::s ta P;ank bed with “Intellectuals”—one-year
oo We’reac ers, bank clerks, merchants, and a pro-
courte.ous waec‘:)%‘mzalfg them without introduction by their
o o oﬁicez X talking to one another. I learnt that there
beten o heie amp near by. It was good there, much
2 momens -“i\I-o-”SI;OIZIC!dI g0 over there? I hesitated
) . y 111
friends, tested in dark hour:.l 'i‘he?eereeveiyflfi‘:g ?:;Zd;sé
TeW to me. . .. And should I finq such faithful souls there?

to start from the beginning again. What I had, I had . . .
3 LN

‘ camp-commandant, S -
repberg Was appointed commandap of the barr;cks‘:l;::z

rats was model, and was b

plenty of water. There Were innumerable hojes between
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with heavy clubs, at the other half men with pails of water.
“In with it,” came the order, and with gurgling and
spluttering the flood descended from pail after pail.
“Attention!” he called. There was splashing and squeaking,
scampering and running, Angry, pointed, naked heads
started up through the holes as one, ten, twenty, fifty shot
out through the passages. A hail of blows beat down upon
them, Hundreds already lay dead on the battle-field. . .
“Water, water, water all the time!” It drove the last ones
dripping out of the passages, and their disgusting bodies
accumulated on the wet ground. For my part, I could not
deal out blows this time. . . . Their curly tails were so
loathsome to me since Totzkoje that I would not hit one.

That same evening we were sitting, freed from the pests
and in good humour, on our plank beds. “Yes, I am used
to this,” said the conjurer, near whom had been the
greatest heap. “In circus and show-booths, rats are our
daily companions. Such a great battle-day, therefcfe, is a
pleasure for one of us. ...”

I had to laugh as I looked at him. He never seemed
properly dressed in his uniform. I always thought that
he ought to wear a turban and wide, baggy trousers or
some other fantastic garment. “Do tell us something
of your life, Hatschek,” I said.

“Of my life? Oh,” he laughed. “There is no ending when
once I am set loose. . . . I have worked in the whole world,
with Sarrasani, Hagenbeck, Busch, Renz. . . . Often at
fairs, too, of course. . . . At the Jast I had a bad year. For
a time I worked with Madam Glindfa, the unrivalled sen-
sation of the world. There was a good programme besides,
first-class street advertising, extra parades. Nevertheless

there was not much profit. . . . From her I went to 2
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twelve-yard business, to Profess ckson’s wOﬂd'famous
dog theatre. A nine-foot carav. r Ja For a time 1 was
introducer and clown, principally} ' ° 'use 1 could evoke
such storms of laughter. When bec? alled upo? me 10
enlist, I was just doing well again. ™ ia first-class
troop of acrobats where I did my tri ad !omc ent lady.
Lord, I could have done great with 8 3 1.pthat! we
intended to get married afterwards, bifgs W! s

well, you know what I mean. . .. All
was the word with us, and after wo:
deuce take it, the Prussians came, an

us....”
Looking gloomily in front of him, he

ﬁl'St we Wotk

while and then suddenly put his hand in his a5 SiE t for
out a little parcel that was carefully wrap cand df?w

. thick paper. He undid it slowly, put it to his d wi
and breathed in deeply. “It is one of her h IO Ked 195
he said‘dreamingly. “There is something of the ¢ oo ;chiefs’”
skin in it. . . . Do you want to smell?” He passr dre o of bes
carefully. Eight coarse hands cautiously st do ¢ ous
cracking cambric, eight noses sniffed longin ! 4 e ‘
fragrance that had long since vanished, . , . X¢ for 2

The commandant of this camp, who seemed h
acknowledged our greetings in military fashion wh 406
rode through. That meant a good deal; for most o v ne
Russian officers just tipped their caps with a gesture t.lthc
was more an exprfession of their contempt and their ccgd®
sciousness of their superiority than an acknowled ,gag
of a salute. It required an effort to salute again a dgme. i
those men who had not yet understood what it me:nt :ga;- 3
an officer, and to observe the obligations attached tooth;

wearing of a uniform,
ar g orm, but we should have been severely

K
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punished if we had not done so. Here, as elsewhere, the
bearing of the commandant inspired respect and confidence
in the soldiers. I saw sentries smile at me and they even
exchanged words with me as I passed. Abuse and ill-
treatment were very rare.

Our guards were mostly old peasants with the waving
beards of saints and light-blue, childlike eyes, who felt
the war to be a misfortune, because they had never been
taught to regard it as an act of punishment towards the
Germanic barbarians, the disturbers of the world peace.
One soon knew who could read the papers and who could
not. The former declared that the Huns had caused the
whole war, the latter that they were as little to blame for
it as they themselves were.

Although we did not believe that this commandant put
!’1alf of our food money into his pocket, as was the custom-
in this country, we could not understand why the f od was
so bad in a country where roasted chickens could be got
for half a mark. “Why does Germany not look to it?”
asked Bruenn in a tone of hate. “Do you believe that they
are told how much we actually get?” I said. “What was
originally allowed for us would probably have been quite
enough, but no one in Germany realizes that a part of it is
left behind in at least six or eight places.”

We spoke of food more and more frequently, and here
the Tadpole, like Podbielsky, went into action again.
For hours they talked of pastries, noodles, dumplings,
pancakes, or smoked meat. . . .

“That’s nothing,” said Bruenn, “I could make big
dumplings for you in the Konigsberg manner.” “You
take,” he continued hastily, “pork and beef, the former

from the leg, the latter from the rump, hash it ina macl;ine
165



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

together with anchovies or herrings, mix it with bread-
crumbs, salt, pepper, and stewed onions—" He talked
unceasingly until Pod gave the plank bed a resounding
blow. “If you are not quiet soon,” he cried in vexation,

“I shall make hash of you yourself, you confounded

tormenter 1

One day I heard that the officers in the neighbouring
camp fared worse than we. They had had no pay for two
. months, and when, at the beginning of the third month,
a receipt for the amount due was handed to them, they
were told that if they signed that they would get 75 per
cent. of it. They refused and got nothing for the third
month. But what was to be done? They must have
food, so at last they agreed; but because they had

hesitated for a few days, they only got 50 per cent. of what
was flue.

A shre%vd litle rifleman from the neighbouring plank
bed went every day for a few hours as servant to the
Russian officers, and when he came back always told, to
the smallest detail, what he had seen. All were lost in
reverent admiration to think that there was still such manner
of living on earth,

“And they eat at a table, covered with a white table~
cloth, eh?” queried a bank clerk,

“Of course,” said the rifleman.

“And afterwards do they sit in armchairs and smoke
thick cigars, eh?” further questioned a teacher,

“Of course,” continued the rifleman, “and one with a
bracelet at that. And there is coffee . . .”

“Coffee, proper, real coffee?” three or four called out.

“6(;.ertain1y, in cups. They are small to be sure . . .”
I
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“Aha.” said the bank clerk, “black coffee cups, I know
them . . . of the finest porcelain, eh?” .

“Yes,” boasted the rifleman, “they are s0 thin thz%t I
scarcely dare touch them. Besides, I always get dizzy
from the smell. . . .”

All were lost in dreams. . . .

This rifleman, or the “Bed-bug,” as he was caHFd, (?ften
brought back food. Did the Russian servants give 1t to
him or did he steal it? . . . He gobbled it all up himself,
however much it was, but as his weakened stf>mach was
not accustomed to the tich stuff, he soon threw it up again.
Every evening showed the same picture. He gulped like a
wolf and spat out like a heron.

I often saw our Pod looking with moist eyes at the thrown-
up remnants and heard him murmur, “Did you ever seg
such a stingy dog . . .?” ,

“Listen,” I said to him one day. “Can’t you try to buy
me a piece of soap and a toothbrush?” .

“Yes,” said the Bed-bug, “but they are very dear. .

Though I gave him plenty of money, it Was not enoug.
His were veritable drug-store prices. “Yes, the war, you
know . . .” he said regretfully. “The prices are rising. . . «
He was a charming rogue, but the chief thing was that I
had soap and a toothbrush and no longer had to rub my
teeth daily for half an hour with my bare finger.

Day by day we saw more of those friendships that had
begun in the first days at Totzkoje, but had been sug;
pressed by increasing enervation. In the quiet and warm
of this camp they seemed to grow like mushrooms. .

It was no longer particularly strange to s€¢ captives
walking arm in arm, and they were already begxnn11:%7t0
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sit on one another’s 1aps. At night Ila(;flt:[:) lzieard Yvozclls
and songs from the nelghbounpg p < ed, curiously
like those that I had heard once 1n th§ railway-wagon, on
that night when the fugitive girl was with us.

Some couples passed the whole night out of doors.
“My God,” said Bruenn, laughing; “Let those who can,
do it. It is warm now and dark out there—as at home.”
The day before two strong men had been fighting over a
young infantryman, who looked like a spoiled girl as he
watched them with gleaming eyes. “Do you see him?”

;aeid Seydlitz, contemptuously. “Has he not already
;ome a perfect woman? A primeval woman who is glad
and proud when two men fight to

B ¥ gain possession of her?”
gre\;ufi? :i;d notkbelong to those types. Nevertheless, he

Braonn ”[; ‘wee by. week. “You ought not to do it,

It o , 1said at one time, “or at least not so frequently. . .
t may pot harm if one is well

v fed and vigorous, but in our
condition . ., ,» He laughed mockingly. “No sermon,

please . . .” he said Limply. “I know all about it. . . . Ahal
self-pollution we called it ar home, a fine name and not

inapt . . . but, devil take it, what dces that concern me?

Did 1 come here myself? They oug?xt not to t?ring us here
if they want us 10 remain human beings. And xfﬂthey the:lx)xl-l
selves were here, those high '«fnd m’x’ghty gentlemen-—
go to hell if they would not do it too.

One day the cess-pits were emptied and sprinkled with
chioride of lime, the barracks aired, the yards swept,
There was great spring cleaning in the kitchen, and the
commandants of the barracks were ordered to see that
every part was clean. A couple of Russian physicians went
‘hfg;’gh every division, removed each man that looked ill,
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and, to our surprise, put them, without any examination,
into the hospital where not even the most sick had been
admitted before.

*‘Potemkin, the immortal one, is haunting,” said Seydiitz,
mockingly.

At poon a number of Russian generals appeared in the
camp, and, with them, a young, very blonde lady in the
garb of a nurse. “That is Elsa Brindstrém, the Swedish
nurse,” somebody called out.

“Do you see,” said Seydlitz, “she went through the
whole camp and inspected all the barracks.”

We stood up in military fashion in front of our plank
beds. The blonde nurse, in a resolute manner, put questions
here and there and wrote down everything. The generals
pushed forward, but she took her time. “No hurry, gentle-
men, one thing after another . . .” :

As she passed our cavalry corner, Seydlitz stepped
forward. “I beg to report that the cleanliness is only
twelve hours old, nurse,” he said calmly. “And that nine-
tenths of the sick in the hospital have only been there since
this morning—until then, in spite of numerous appeals,
no one was received there. They will probably appear here
again to~-morrow,”” he added.

Our hearts were beating in our throats. She looked at
him a long time with her strong, blue eyes. “I thank you,”
she said, gave him her hand, wrote for a while, and slowly
passed on.

We should all have liked to speak to her, only two words.
Was there not something of home about her . . .! But we
knew that not all the ten thousand could speak to her,
and which of us wanted it most? No, what Seydlitz had
said, was for everyone. . . . '
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“Things will be better, now, you will see,” was
Schnarrenberg’s first word. “She comes regularly into
the camps now, and has all Siberia under her super-
vision.”

“Yes, if Potemkin did not come from this country . ..”
said Pod deliberately.

After this episode our commandant went on furlough.
Was it Elsa Brindstrém’s doing? For she believed she
had done some good by coming, and had not dreamt

what the effect would be. In his stead came a captain of

the same sort as the Shrew-mouse, and what Seydlitz
had foretold came to pass. The sick came back, and the
kitchen soon swam in its old dirt. Instead of the meat 10
which we were entitled, we again got heads and hoofs
-and genitals, and no more chloride of lime was given out
for the cess-pits.

Almost automatically the guards became harsh, rude;
full of hatred, in spite of which, or probably just becal.lse
of it, two of the men in our barracks committed trifling
errors, such as incorrect saluting. And there then happened
what, up to that time, we had not believed possible.

“Form ranks for running the gauntlet,” was the com-
mand. We all knew the real reason, because no one had
* betrayed the man who had spoken with Elsa Briindstrm. . . -

The three hundred of us fell into line. Fifty Cossacks
stood in two rows with long-tailed nagaikas in their fists,
the commandant on horseback in front, and an N.C.O.
at every twenty paces. In the background were two squads

of our guards with loaded arms and belted cartridge
pouches. :

“Backs bare!”
170
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"Two or three Cossacks tore the tunics from Schnarren-
berg and Seydlitz, the leading men, to show us how ‘§
should be done. We did it silently. What else could we dg.
Three hundred civilized men stood with bare back(si nc;
the spring sunshine, as they might have done a hundre
years ago.

« —start !”

V(I"{lf::yﬂ?:v:itst ones were led in front, 'Schnarrenberg
and Seydlitz started to run, erect and with ﬁ?{ed eyes.
I followed them with Pod and Bruenn. Resounding blows
rained down, shafts of fire burnt into our lean backs.
I could not run quickly because of my leg, and I sz
distinctly conscious of the smell of leather and the ev%;f "
rating sweat of the Cossacks. Indistinctly I heard t ers
savage cries, their guttural screaming, and my eal >
hummed as once when I was almost drowned. As I Cpltlh:
only hobble along slowly, I got more blows Ehall?k .
artist, for instance, who sped through the lane liXe

reyhound, L.

: Iysaw;/1 t?le skin break on Pod’s broad back, just 12 ﬁqn;‘
of me. I must not tumble, I thought, and 1 resolved Wﬁp
all my might not to break down. A dull anger rosew o
within me. If I could only walk slowly, step by steP, {ane
proud head and stiff neck, through this butcher;ts anc;
just to spite them all. But those were cheap thoig b camé
only meant to keep me steady. In reality . . f aii er-cat
upon lash, like blows from the sharp paws © 3 Si dlitz
. . . like burning knife-cuts. . . . I raised my heac{ 'ni'ront
was already through. Straight and erect he StOOf ;ward .
of Schnarrenberg, his large front tee.th thms; (t)xad been
little, and his face looking as if, in this hour, 1€
ennobled a second time.

.
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We sat silently on our plank beds without our tunics,
because their pressure hurt us. Our shirts stuck to our
backs and were here and there striped blackish-red. Little
Blank had not properly recovered from the fever he had
got in Totzkoje, and now this. . . . Of our cavalry corner
no one spoke. Schnarrenberg’s jaws were grinding, his
bushy moustache quivering, and the folds on his low fore-
head were deep as furrows. Seydlitz was calmly smoking
a cigarette.

“Yes, their punishments are a particular feature,” said
the one-year volunteer from the neighbouring plank bed.
“I once got fifty nagaika lashes on my naked back in the
presence of the commandant, because I had not saluted
him properly. . . . I lay in hospital for four weeks!”

“I once got six days’ imprisonment when they simply
forgot to bring me food or drink,” another related. “If
the hole had not been so damp that the water was constantly
dripping from its walls, so that I could moisten my tongue
from the drips, I should have died of thirst. . . .”

“I was once locked up merely through a misunder-
standing,” said a third. “I sat for three months in a den
of rats—katorga they call it—and when I got out and asked
the reason for it, neither person nor paper could explain
:il?edcause of my punishment, in which I had almost

ied. .. .”

" “Are we, then, completely without redress?” murmured
Schnarrenberg,
. “And all that only a week after our camp had been
inspected by the representative of a neutral power?”’
Seydlitz added.

I felt that he who had said nothing would, least of all,

forget those blows, or perhaps because he had said nothing,
172 4
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The next day the conjurer unexpecteflly came up to
me. “Ensign,” he said in a low voice, as if he felt he had
to confess to me, “I always hated the army, had to haFe
it, will continue to hate it . . . for my life . . . you lel
understand that without being told. But if at Totzkg;e
we had not had Schnarrenberg with us . . . and Sf:ydhtz
when the blonde sister came . . . and yesterday again . . .
did you see it? Our weak ones only held out because .they
saw both of them standing as firmly and as unfeelingly
as in batde.”

A short time before Schnarrenberg had daily orderec% the
commandants of the various divisions to see t0 clcanhges’s’
and order. “If we do not do it ourselves, nobody will,
he said to them. “We know now that the Russians want
us to perish, don’t we?”’ :

Amg;g other things he ordered every man to take
enough exercise, to wash once, to evacuate only at certain
places, to be careful of his uniform, and to try t0 be;:av;
decently. “It is my opinion that we must appear as r:;
and erect as possible.” He concluded his oraer with the
words: “And if not for our sakes, then for the sake of the
country for which we suffer.”

He 1Zvas thereupon informed by the commgn.dant that
on one occasion a Russian general, who had v1s1t?d some
barracks when the men were taking their €xercise, Eag
been so enraged by the disgusting sight, that alfle'mca
promptly forbidden all exercise in that camp for all ume.

I met a compatriot from Schleswig-Holstein w:;otlfti
come from the island of Margin in Murmansk,

i i Snake
rocky island in the Caspian Sea, called in German na
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till he came to, and went'on again, But as I have already
said,” he concluded, “the small peasants are said to be
as well off as at home. . ..”

Seven of us reported, Pod, Bruenn, Blank, the conjurer,
the Schwalangscher, the Tadpole. The two Bavarian sons
of farmers were eager to do the same when they heard of
it, and I willingly put them on the list; for they really
knew how to work.

After a fortnight a favourable answer came. The Zem-
skaja Uprawa assigned us to Goloustnoje, a village on the
western shore of the Baikal Sea, north of Irkutsk. We
were waiting for transport there when Blank was again
seized with high fever, and we had to leave him behind
in the care of the one-year volunteers, decent fellows, who
. promised to attend to him well. Schnarrenberg was not
suggested as a substitute, for we knew it was Seydlitz’s
wish t¢ have his assistance and protection.

In this dilemma a “May-bug”, a shrewd man from
Berlin, applied to me. “Could I not go with you in place
of the sick man?” he said. “I managed the whole work of
a farm once, and could help you in many ways. Besides,”
he continued, half to himself, “they are looking for me,
and it is easy to find me in the camp.”

“What have you done?” I asked smilingly.

“Oh,” he said quickly, “nothing bad, it was only . . -
The farmer’s wife, you know, with whom I was, got 2
child from me. . . . That was nothing bad—we lived as
one family, and I was cock of the walk . . . until one day
news came that her husband had been wounded and
would come back. Then I quit, preferring to go to a

camg .« . I'am afraid that he will be looking for me some
17

1917

day and find me . . . Lord knows how they would punish
me then.”

“Hm,” I said. “That is dangerous, and may cost you
your life if the husband, out of revenge, represents your
deed as a crime, as rape. You shall come, of course.”

The little village of Goloustnoje was soon reached. Our
guard, Hildebrandt by name, a clever Jew who quke
German fluently, was from that region, and was heartily
greeted in the village. It was a fishing hamlet and farming
village in one. Nets were hanging from the houses, ploughs
were standing in the yards, and from the house one .loolfed
out on the blue infinity of the Baikal sea, the Siberian
ocean.

The peasant was a blonde, broad-hipped woman of
about thirty years. Her husband, a powerful fellow,
according to her, had been recruited in the year 1914.
Her apparent distrust of us vanished when Hild.ebrand?,
provided by us with roubles, explained to her in detail
that here was a select group of German peasants, men
who would bring the harvest in better than it had ever
been done before. “That is easily possible,” muttered
Bruenn ironically. .

That first night Pod did not close an eye. I heard him
incessantly talking to himself. “These ploughs are from
the time of the Napoleonic wars. . . . But that’s no mattet.
.. . The scythes are quite usable as far as 1 could see . . .
not first class, to be sure, but all the same . . . Tl§e wagons
are awful, wooden axles, oh Lord! . . . All that will go into
such a cart my Anna could take on one pxtc}'xfork. coe
Otherwise a good worker, this woman . . . A pair of strong

i d but understand
arms . . . quite good food . - If T coul o
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her . .. The horses regular Cossack-killers . . . The cows
large goats . . . Not one ever cleaned. . . . Well, we shall
see. . . . There are cows and horses, wagons and scythes,
grain and grass—what more do I need?”

Early next morning work began, work that would go
on in the same way until the autumn. Pod without question
took command, the May-bug helping him, and giving
advice. At first Bruenn and I were a week with the cows,
$0 as to curry their neglected hides in Schleswig-Holstein
manner for the first time in our lives, while the Schwa-
langscher and the Tadpole did the same with the horses
in Bavarian fashion. Good Hildebrandt, “kindest of men”,
as the conjurer said, walked from one couple to the other
with a long bayonet which flashed dangerously. Neverthe-
less, freedom prevailed—sweet, warm, fragrant freedom. .. .

After a fortnight the harvest began. Pod mowed with
a flourish that fairly made his scythe sing. I thought of
Holder’s “Mighty Mowers” when I looked at him. The
May-bug mowed with the two Bavarians behind him,
while the proprietress, Bruenn, Hatschek, and I gathered
the corn into sheaves and bound them. For the first few
days we were all tired to death, despite our joy, for the
heat was almost unbearable, reaching nearly forty degrees
when there was no sea breeze.

Pod alone felt nothing of it. Pod was happy. Pod was
at home,

“Man,” he said daily, “and this I have once again, once
again. Come now what may, I shall hold out to the end.”

Rest at evening in Goloustnoje. We sat in front of the
house on a bench which the conjurer had made, and below
us gleamed the blue, gently stirring sea. The good Hilde-

brandt chatted of everything imaginable, while the
178

1917

astonished proprietress, and often a couple of neighbours,
listened attentively. How kind all these people were to ,
us when no Shrew-mouse was near. - . . a

One day Hildebrandt brought an “Extra., which I
read aloud. There were accounts in it of temb%c horrors,
of violation of women and mutilation of children—all
anci ossip. )

“;l:)t fl?iiltsﬂtlgaf yomf are so wicked,” cried the proprie-
tress, amazed.

I explained to her that it was untrue, that sucy accounts
were only written so that the men would go into battle
in good faith and not curse the war. “What do your
prisoners write of the war?” I asked.

“Niko, my nephew, fares well, very well. And my Ivan,
t00, writes that he cannot complain . . .” ;

“Well, you see. And do you know that the letters ok,
your prisoners were destroyed in Petersburg a shogt n;ne
ago, because they reported only good of us? I order
that, with the help of God, your hatred should not
cease ... )” .

A peasant cursed. “That is low,” he said.

“Listen, Pod,” I said. “Tell me honestly”xf you have
ever seen anything of what this paper spea.kS?

“No,” he said quietly. “And 1 was in it from the very
beginning. But in East Prussia I saw with my own eyes
a woman crucified by the Cossacks.” )

I translated, “Yes, the Cossacks . . . the proprietress
conceded. ’ )

“And you, Bruenn?” I asked further. “No,” he said
hesitatingly. , .

I cleni}}l,ed my fists. “What is to be done?” I said

angrily. 179
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“Avoid war,” answered Bruenn shortly. “It all comes
- from the war, The simplest thing is to make no more war.”
The sound of singing rose from the shore of the Baikal.
The voices of four girls and two lads, still almost boys,
rang out into the ocean. It was the song of “The Captives”s
~one of those yearningly sad songs peculiar to this people
who have for centuries been oppressed like no other people-

- “However,” said Hildebrandt, suddenly, “in the end |

you will be conquered, you Germans.” i
“Well, yes,” said Pod, “and no wonder, if the whole
world is begged to attack us from all sides. . . .”

The summer was over and the leaves had begun “;_Im:(;
Bruenn had been in high spirits for some days. eday-
longer slept with us, and was growing stouter evg?’ said.
“Country air seems to agree with you splendidly,
“Yes,” he said laughingly, “but chiefly bed!”
Almost every evening I heard him sing: ‘““Therelors
lassie, do not weep . . .” oy
Th:: leaves had It)'allen and the fields were bare. In Siberia
the harvest lasts five months, “Now it will soon be 0;’5:;
Pod.” I had to prepare him slowly, or he could not ce
it, I thought anxiously. He gave me a look that cut ‘;J”'
“What . . .?” he stammered. “What do you mean, lad?
“That we must soon return to the camp, Pod.”
He turned away and went to the cows and horses-
Should I follow him? No. At such times dumb beasts
are better friends than human beings. . ..

In spite of all his precautions fate overtook the May-bug
on the last day but three. I was alone in the yard wh.en

a pse:sant came up, a powerful, gigantic cut-throat, with
1 B
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a notched stick of wood in his- right hand. One cguld see
that he had come a long distance. “I am loo.kmg for
Kulicke,” he said in a tired voice, “a German prisoner (?f
war, a man from Berlin. I was told in Irkutsk that he is
working on this farm.” .

Before I could give Hildebrandt a sign, pe \i(’)lunteercd.
“Yes, he is here. What do you want with him?

“Oh, nothing. . ..” After a while my comrades came

" back from the field, the May-bug walking beside Pod

and chatting with him, not dreaming of danger. Oh God,
I thought, this giant of a man will kill him. . . .

“That is he, there, the tall dark one,” said Hildebrandt,
pointing to him. .

The peasant ran towards him with uplifted hands. “It
is you,” he said, “you? For weeks I have been wandering
about trying to find you. How shall I thank you fox:'all’
you did for me and my farm? The cows are full of milk,
the pigs have little ones, and four calves have l?eeh ban.
.« . And do you know, brother—the boy is a prize
baby. . ..” )
When we returned to the camp, Schnarrenberg greeteﬂ
me with unusual warmth. “I have been waiting for you,”
he said. “We could not have gone on much longer.
Seydlitz grasped my hand heartily. “Yes, Schnarrenberg
is right,” he said with a weak smile. “We are t00 muf:h
accustomed to one another. Thete was a hole in our life
while you were away.”

Litti: Blank wasy considerably better, though he was
still coughing a bit. . . . “No,” he said gaily, “the One‘yefl‘f
volunteers really took good care of me, and I am heartily

grateful to them. . . .”” There is something about him Wl’giCh
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was not there before, I thought broodingly, He is much
more shy, What is the reason?

Nothing out of the ordinary had happened in the camp,

nothing new except that the cess-pit was to be cleared Ouf
before the winter came. “Very well, we must travel agai{l:’
said Pod, indifferently. For three days there was nothing
but story-telling, Everyone knew a story and everyone

boasted a little. Only Bruenn was silent, strikingly silent. . -

“Well,” asked Blank at last, “and what have you to tell us?”’
“Man,” said Bruenn sulkily, “leave me in peace. In
spite of roses and narcissus, in life there is generally some-
thing that one misses—rhyme the rest for yourself,” he
concluded rudely.
When we were washing next morning I saw that Blanlf
had red spots on his neck and shoulders. “Oh Lord?

I cried, frightened, “wha is the matter with you, boy?”
“Why?” he asked. .

“You are full of spots . , ,»

“Hush, Ensign, please,” he cried.

I looked at him in astonishment, He had reddened up
to his hair,

“No, I really do not understand it , . .”

“May I speak to you this evening?” he whispered.

“Certainly. . , ,»

I went about confused unti] evening. There must be
some reason for the change in him, I thought. But whatever
he might confess I would help him as well as I could. . . -

At twilight we went out and leaned against the barrack
wall in the dark. “Wel], boy?” I said encouragingly.

He swallowed a few times, “Oh,” he said at last. “It is
terribly difficult to speak of it, but I have no one to ask
but8 you. Do you know little Funker? He sleeps next 10
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the bed of the one-year volunteers. You see, he nursed me,
and once came to me at night . . . I like him, you }mow -
and I was so helpless . . . At first I was horrified . . .
Now I do not know what to do. . . . I always make up my
mind to turn him off, but cannot do so any more, I .fcar.
- .« ”” He was silent for a while, breathed loud a few times,
and said, “Do you despise me now?” .

I shook my head. My God! what should I say to him?
[t was not to my credit that I could control my body thter
-+ . it was merely that I had no surplus—.for_ such things.
- « . Perhaps as far as that side of captivity is concerned,
my own hour will strike some day. . . .

“No,” T said, “of course not. However, you must fight -
against it,”

“Yes, it is a sin . . .” he said, weakly.

“No,” T said, “not on that account. That does. not
matter for us here in our condition. . . .” )

“But it is very harmful, isn’t it?” v

“No, not that either. It is only . . . it i§ dange.rous . d
One changes physically without noticing it, I b.eheve, an
one day . . . Who knows how long we may still haveb.to
wait? Here it is only need—but if it became a ha lti
and you went home and never wanted to touch a gir
again .. ,?”

g“Oh,” he said, and I knew by his voice that he ﬂx:rats

smiling—little, bashful, driven Blank. “I do not fear a;
Ensign, for . . . I only kiss him . . . only in thought, as
girl, and because he looks so much like one.

Hatschek and Bruenn were speaking about military dz:;osl,
and Bruenn said, “I am fed up with them—they w

A . n I was
butchers. Did not a surgeon-major say to me, whe
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unable to go to the Front because of my heart; ‘Oh, that’s
nothing, my dog had it too.’ .

“He may have had his reasons . . .” Schnarrenberg Sald,;

Such a remark might lead to a quarrel, “Indeed? . . .
Linterposed. “They are all butchers, are they?”

“Well, I never knew any better ones,” said Bruenn
obstinately. )

I grew angry. “Indeed,” I said for the second time.
“And you others? Are you silent? It is not fair to look at
one side only. Have you really never come across a docto,r,
who was as kind as the one who tortured you was cruel?

“Oh yes,” said Blank softly. “When I remember Dr.
Bockhorn . . .»

“There,” said I angrily. “But your brains are like sieves
in which only what is coarse remains. . . .”

We- had scarcely got used to our surroundings again
when we heard that we were to be moved once more. The
order to march was only applied to our barracks and the
neighbouring one, and before we had regained our com-
posure, the “Totzkoje cavalry squad” was again rolling in
Yeplushkis beside Lake Baikal, We had joined the one-
Year volunteer division, and together we just filled one
wagon.

For two days we went east, around the southern shore
of Lake Baikal. Pod looked with wide-open eyes towards
the western shore, where lay “his” farm with grain and
cows and horses. Bruenn cursed for two days, even more
loudly than usual. Even the mercurial Tadpole was sad.

The Trans-Siberian railway passes through forty-six
tunnels in the mountains that enclose the sea on its south-

easgern shore. The ice-covered stones looked like glittering,
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glassy bells on the shores. Winter was coming again for the
second time. . . . .
In Nerchneudinsk our guards were changed. Up till
then our board-money—25 copeks per day per head—had
been kept from us on the ground that _the larger notes
must be changed before we could be paid, but when we
asked the new leader to change the money for us, he only
said: “Certainly, from to-morrow. ...” And we under-

~~ stdod that with the old leader the large notes had also

disappeared!

We cursed dreadfully. No one had any money, and even
though we “farm-labourers” still had a few pence 9f our
wages—what was that among forty men? “wandlf:d
again . . .” muttered Pod, enraged. “Lord,” Bruenn said,
“they find new tricks every day by which to cheat us z{nd
enrich themselves.” “We are always worse of.f during
transport,” said the Tadpole, adding: “For this reason
alone, they send us to a fresh camp every six weeks . . .

Everyone agreed to what was said. Gradually evemflg
came, and ever farther towards the east rolled the”trmp.
“Now comes the worst region, as far as I know,” said
Seydlitz suddenly. “Transbaikalia, the land of the deported
and of the lead mines.” As if in confirmation, at this verzl’
moment we caught sight of a little group of t.he deporteh
who, rattling their heavy chains, were being driven throug
the desert at the side of our train. o 4

“This was all that we needed,” said Seydlitz in a har
voice. .

We were speaking of leave. We often spoke of things
that seemed perfectly senseless. How could we h'ave bo;n;
the constantly increasing hunger of our souls if we ba

not satisfied it now and then with dreams? “What v;%l;ld
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you do, Junker, if they suddenly gave you eight weeks of
leave?” asked Bruenn, .

I smiled. “I cannot tell all in a moment. . . . I should
probably go to the Baltic Sea, but not on account of home.
. . . On account of the water, on account of the bathing . - «
Eight times in the water daily for eight weeks should
make one clean again, I think. . ..”

“And you, Pod?” he asked. -

“I might plough,” said Pod slowly, “or sow or 1eaps °

according to the season. . . .” 3

Bruenn threw back his head contemptuously. ‘“You
think only of working!” he said mockingly. “And you
girlie?” he continued.

“Oh, my God!” said Blank. “To begin with I shoyld
go every evening to a beer-garden where there is dancing
on Sundays. And for a week I should go back to my firm,

“to my old place behind the counter without asking for any
salary, just for fun . . .” )

“Stop, man,” cried Bruenn. “During my holiday .I
shouldn’t want to hear anything about business, that qu
come soon enough. No, boys, I should do something quit€
different. For the first four weeks I should not stir out of
my feather-bed, but . . . No, on such a holiday one ought
not to be married, On such an occasion one ought t0 be
able to do as a famous man about whom I once read 2
story did—Vasova, or some such name.”

“Casanova?” I interjected.

“That’s right—Ca-sa-no-va—who, after a long fast,
snapped up two, two sisters at that . . . That would be the
right thing. He described it, I tell you . . .

“In former times,” Blank, reddening, interrupted him,

evidently just to give the conversation a turn, “officers
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were discharged on their word of honour to return after a
certain time, so I read.” .

“What,” cried Bruenn. “Man, that ought to be done still.
Do you know what I would do then? I'd wll-lst.’l,e at my
word of honour and they would not see me again.

Next day we will be there! so the rumour ran. My God!
In this desert! The land lay before us like a frozen ocean.
Thin snow glittered on the wind-protected inclines, but
where the wind had scattered it, naked, often rocky,
ground showed up. Not a tree or a shrub as fa.r as the eye
could see. “Yes, this is Transbaikalia,” said Seydlitz.
“I know it from the book Siberia, by Kennan. T'hxs is .the
margin of the Gobi desert, which begins in this recﬁnzl,
and one of the next provinces is Chinese and e
Manchuria.” . .
Weh:'z:e detrained at a small railway-station thlhfa
water-tower on the right, a miserable hamlet on .the e t,;
Towards the north, in a flat depression, we sa:a,v slxteeglg
eighteen stone barracks. “That is our camp,. somebo ag
cried. The enclosure, a fence of boards higher than a man,
with barbed wire and tall sentry-towers at the cornetrcs;
began just past the railway-station, and v.vhcn the eg:h e
were opened for us to go in, we were surprised ttc;1 semm,s
the lower part was an officers’ camp and that c;:) o
camp, those very stone barracks, was a short mar o
Some two or three hundred officers standing onWith
lower yard looked after our procession of beggarls11 iy
serious eyes as we crossed their camp. T hey werec vt
in grey uniforms, Austrians of every rank, ffon:1 oot
colonel. Of German officers I particularly noticed a ¥

. . an am'llery
aviator, some oldish first-lieutenants and prss
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ensign. An ensign, thought I, strangely moved. Was that
meant as a sign for me? They all looked comparatively
well dressed, not nearly so ragged as we, and their faces,
though haggard, were not so grey as ours,

After leaving the officers’ camp, which was surrounded
only by a fence of barbed wire, we passed for a while
through sand as fine as dust, real desert sand, until we
came to the stone barracks where a building on the left
wing had been assigned to us. What else was there to say?
Here the conditions were as everywhere else. Two rows of
plank beds, one above the other, huge, unheated stoves,
miserable lamps without oil. But we were glad to drop
from our backs the packs of uniforms from Totzkoje. They
served many purposes, could be used to lie on, or hung
upon cord as partitions. It was so cold that we stood with
our hands in our pockets scarcely daring to move.

“Well, let us all settle down again,” said Seydlitz calmly,
very skilfully and neatly making a mattress out of his
Austrian uniforms.

Bruenn, discouraged, threw his bundle noisily on the
plank bed, sat down on it and buried his head in his
hands. “Man,” he muttered, “if 1 had only got a bullet
through my head at the Front!”

“You might have got it,” cried Schnarrenberg, enraged.
Weakness had excited him to unreasonableness, and he
knew Bruenn from the field. “You need only have shirked
less!”

“Shut up,” said Bruenn, tired. He was too weak now
even to quarrel.

During the first nights those stone barracks were so icy

tha;smany got bladder trouble. After one night, I myself
1
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was so bad that I had no time to jump up a}nd run out. It
seemed as if all closing muscles had become 1nactive s that
the urine just ran without control. We had no change 9f
underwear and what we were wearing had st}lck to the skin
for the past year. How could healing come, if we were wet
into the bargain? Nor did it, for we grew Worse every day.
How degrading this is, I thought, setting. my teeth. AF last
I found a preserving-can on a heap of dirt. I placed it on

' my plank bed, and at least did not have to run out at a

temperature of 45 degrees below zero. But often it was
of no use, for the urine ran so quickly that I could not get
hold of the can, and at such times I almost wept with
rage. . .. §

Pod watched me grimly. “We must have wood, lad,. h,e;
said resolutely, “else you will be afflicted for all your life.
“Certainly, Pod, but how?” "

“In the neighbouring barracks I have seen a space T %ll
is full of unoccupied plank beds. We will break up a coupie
of those.” He consulted the conjurer, who was ready to
help. I waited anxiously for a few hours in case a sentry
should catch them. . . . At last they came back .W1th empti
hands, but Pod with four marks of lashes on his face, an
Hatschek dragging one leg after him. “They nabbed us.
The wood is lost for all time.” .

“Damned existence,” he broke forth, “damned exist-
ence...”

One day a volunteer told of Murmansk. “Sev,entayil thou”
sand men were brought to build the ‘death’ r wcaiy,
he said. “We had to stand for eighteen hours every ! t;z;
badly fed, up to our waists in ice and mud. We had net

i s Was
proper lodging, nor clothing to change when our iy
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wet. Once several freight cars were sent with sick men
from where we were working to the next town, and not 2
single man was alive at the end of the journey. All had
either starved or frozen to death. Of sixty thousand men,
over thirty thousand were driven to death at Murmansk.
It has truly been said that every sleeper of that railway lies
on a corpse!”

A few days later, when I went out to get some fresh air,
a long-haired dog ran up to me. I stroked him with hands
that almost trembled. How long it was since a dog had
pressed close against me! It was a powerful animal, 2
Siberian sledge dog such as are seen in pictures with
Esquimaux, famished and longing for affection. Was he
from the village? Had he run away? A great feeling of
“happiness filled me, instantly giving birth to the desire to
keep him.

“Wiil you come with me?” I asked affectionately. “Will
you stay with me? I’ll manage the food with my cavalry
squad.” The dog wagged its tail and looked at me lovingly
from brown, almost human eyes. “Very well,” said L.
“Then let us go. Come, Suschka.” It followed at onces
and was greeted with joy by the squad. “This is our regi-
mental dog now,” Blank announced, with shining eyes;
while Pod pressed it mutely to his broad breast, and even
Seydlitz stroked it once. I got bits from everybody, some
muscle from the midday soup, some bread crust from the
day before. When I lay down the dog stretched himself
out beside me as a matter of course. How warming it was!
I shoved him a little towards the lower part of my body,
against my bladder, and covering both of us with my

cloak, I slept as I had not done for a long time. Even the
190

1017

next day my bladder was a little better, and after three
days it was completely cured. “This is a medicine dog,”
said Pod, astonished.

A Swedish pastor came to hold Divine Service in the
barracks, and at the end gave Communion to ail who
wished for it, “Shall we go up, Junker?” asked Pod. We

.all went, except the Bavarians, Bruenn, and the conjurer.

About a hundred men, ragged and bloodless, knelt down
before the sacred symbol. With fine tact, the young pastor
avoided the Bible, giving us in his own words what we
needed, enlivening and strengthening messages. The red
wine burnt our tongues and reached our very hearts. We
were invigorated as from an actual meal.

When we came back Bruenn was sitting on his plank
bed. His eyes were sunken, he looked weak and stupefied,
and there was a contemptuous twitching about the corners
of his mouth. “Why did you not go with us, Bruenn?” I
asked.

“For me there is no God any more,” he said coldly.

“Since when?” asked Pod.

“If you must know, since Totzkoje,” said Bruenn spite-
fully.

We were allowed to write home. At last, at last. . . . Four
cards and one letter in a month, so ran the order. Schnar-
renberg distributed the printed cards, and there were bustle
and talk in our den as if we had won the lucky number
in a lottery. Almost all were writing, with boot-soles or
pieces of board on their knees for writing-pads. I used my
diary, but to whom should I write? To my father, no on¢
else . . . The one who would have valued what I hz;gxto

«
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Say, was no more. To my father, thercfore. And what
should I write to him? The truth could not be told in three
sentences, and in any case would not pass the censor. So
I only wrote that I was alive and hoped to return home
some day. I told him I was still wearing the clothes I had
on when taken captive, and begged him for underwear,
soap, brush, and comb. I added that my wounds were
healed, but that T still dragged one leg a little.

When would he receive this first sign of life from one
believed to be dead, I thought, smiling? In five, six weeks
at the soonest, Perhaps not for months—home lay so f?r
away. Perhaps it would pever reach him at all; perhaps in
some fight at sea he had long since . . .

“Junker,” said Pod at thjs moment, “write Germany on
my card in Russian letters, it will be better, eh? You may
read it if you like, . e

I wrote “Germanija» in large letters and read his last
line, which ran: “Dopee forget that this year potatoes must
be planted in the rye-field, Anna. . , »

Our comradeship began to weaken. Though I struggled
against this knowledge, what | had to see every day was
stronger than my wishing and wanting. In our cavalry
corner it was still present i a way, but for how long no
one knew. It was Crumbling everywhere, and if it was
breaking up in our group, which the field and Front had
welded together, how could it remain in the other groups

which had only drifteq together in the camps through some
wind of fate,

thought only of himself and grew more spiteful every day.
Schnarrenberg, 100, by his provocative Inanner, got into 2
sort of chronic Irritation, and appeared harder and more
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brutal than he really was. Little Blank, who h?d gx;(;‘w::
somewhat dolorous, and needed a great d:]elzl oT;c; :vo
and support, was becoming ruined morally. R
Bavarians, who had, as it were, belonged to ou cavalry
corner since Irkutsk, were ruder'agd moctle m:jco?o horiy
than at first, but still bearable, obl}gxng, and rea :m oy
Only Pod, Seydlitz, and the conjurer ha rex}l:at e
same. And I myself? Alas, I too was no longer w;

tobe....

(t;Zd in heaven, it was no wonder! If one cfogldhl;:v; eg:;
out, seen other people, other faces. . . . If:tth e iy
summer. Besides Bruenn and Blank, wc'o vy
corner went out into the yard every day with three uaie
on. There were few who still had t‘he energymg:riu -
every day for a walk, few who rc.cogmzcc'i that e
attacked everyone who did not daily fill his lungs e 1oy
air, and who would face 40 degrees of cold an ey
blast of a desert wind at 50 degrees in order to avert ;
evil, . o
It was lasting too long. Noble sentiments are :hee ffrn:tt ;)n
great moments and cannot be preserved, like _r.ps o
cans, to be consumed in larger or smaller pomotx: oo
ing to need or demand! In the ﬁe.ld there had tt(:) n com
radeship. Was it there still, would it be th?rr;i u}; o ol
hour, even if the war went on for years? This

eship. . .. . )
f°1'WC:II;1:zd bees comrades in Totzkoje, for mst(:;::le;n :l;g
we would be comrades still, if some deed wcr:v e hing
of us, or in case of sudden danger.. But thereamlysed. ok
sudden here, everything was creeping, Was pd o eovating,
Our forced confinement was malicious an

i t unhappiness,
demoralizing and vile. . . . Tl:‘c fixed, constan -



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

the never-ending, daily recurrence, does not weld together,
but rather rends asunder. There was nothing doing here,
no hopes; that was probably the reason . . . the constant
idleness, the incessant hunger, the eternal need of being
alone . . . that was no soil for comradeship.

We gradually became spiteful like old dogs, fault-finding
and malicious, like withered old men. We were becoming
like animals, and if the end did not come soon we should
end in hating one another.

“What is it you are always writing?”’ asked Pod.

I closed my diary impassively. “Everything, Pod,” I
said confused.

“Everything, how is that?”

“Well,” I said, “everything that happens here. What is
spoken, what is done, how everyone feels and acts . . .”

“Then I am in your book also?”

“Certainly, Pod.”

“Well, how for instance?”

“Whatever you do, say, or tell . . .”

“Man,” he laughed outright, “what for? I am a stupid
old fool. Who could ever take an interest in me?”

I smiled to myself. “Perhaps more than you think, Pod.
You forget that in my book you stand for.nine hundred
thousand, who all suffered what you suffered, who all
resembled you . . . and Bruenn for a hundred thousand
like himself, who felt this life as he did. . ..”

“Yes,” said Pod, putting his finger to the side of his
nose. “Now I understand. And Schnarrenberg and Seydlitz
and the conjurer? And Blank and the Bavarians and
yourself? And the Turks and Hungarians and Austrians?

Do you speak of all, eh? Of all the two and a quarter
millions?”
194
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“Yes,” I said, “and these ten or twelve I describe repre-
sent as it were——"" '

“And so you want to publish it some time!” Pod inter-
rupted me.

“Perhaps, Pod . . .” .

After a short silence, he said, “Very well, go on writing
and write of me also. It is quite right for thc.)s§ at hor.ne
to know how the blood was sucked from our hv1.ng bodies
and what we thought of, spoke of; felt. But 1t w1ll' onl’y’l be
of value if you neither beautify nor conceal anything.

“Of course, Pod.” '

“Then it will be prohibited,” he said quickly.

((Why?,,

“Because it is so horrible, so hateful, so low.”

“Truth does not need a handsome dress. I.t is “11’198t
beautiful when naked, my dear Pod,” I replied. I;xes
cannot help the world and the generations yet to come. ™

Bruenn had a visitor, an electrician, who spoke, 111;6
himself, in professional metaphors, and in strange);
chopped-up phrases. He was in the transpprt Phat cam
after us, had a black, shaggy beard, a face like 2 mummy,
and a very hoarse voice.

“It wg in Stretensk, a miserable Cossack haxfl‘let:l east
of the Baikal, on the Schilka,” the man related, “‘and my
death’s-head look dates from those days. They thrll;t us
into summer barracks through whose qack§ we coul ;aeg
the desert. They were on a steep mounta.m-sxdc and :lm: b
to carry up the water from the river. Eight hund;e o
were put where there was only room for five hun reo ;' e
of course typhus fever broke out. We took om:d g
barracks as an isolation house, but no on¢ wan;e Thoy
into it. They preferred to stay with their comrd es. 195
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lay in twos without straw or covering and with logs of wood
for pillows.”

“We suffered most from thirst,” continued the man,
“but whoever dragged himself out into the snow to try to
quench it, was driven back by the Cossacks with knouts,
for fear of infection. We sometimes drank water from the
privies, and at last, when we realized that we would all die,
we mutinied. . . . One can mutiny without weapons when
an empty hospital stands locked up near by, when one
knows that the Russian physicians have blankets and
pillows and medicine in abundance, and won’t give them
out. Moreover, an American commission in Irkutsk—with
doctors and nurses and all possible material—had already
been waiting for weeks to help us. It was of no use. We
were whipped back like cattle into our dens by mounted
persecutors and, when whole groups of our men sought
death in the river in order to be relieved of their torments,
the commander had it guarded by sentinels. We were not
even allowed to take our own lives. On Christmas Day,
1915, Elsa Bréndstrém came to Stretensk and rescued the
handful that still remained.

“Almost like Totzkoje,” said Bruenn. “So we were not
the only ones who fared so badly.”

“Well,” cried Seydlitz, “what more do we want? We

are in heaven here compared with Totzkoje and Stretensk,
so be satisfied.”

Only a few had been able to withstand the gradual weaken-
ing of both body and soul, and while they did their best to
help the others, the majority had grown too impatient and
callous to take advantage of their help.

Oge day packages came from home for some of those
19

longest in the camp,

home, and at an unobserved moment
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and among others, to a young infantry
soldier on a neighbouring plank bed, his first package from

I saw him patting

the new shirts, and pressing the home-knitted stockings to

his lips.

“Ensign,” he said towards evening,

and I saw his eyes

shining as I had seen but few shine, «] have got my first

package from home, from my mo
Would you like to see i

ther. Now I am saved.
t?” As he showed it to me, I felt

that though he had already unpacked and packed it three

or four times, he could still see
little articles. . . .

his mother’s hands on the

The next morning I noticed the same boy weeping

bitterly and went over to him. Pod came,

Pod who was

always at hand when anyone was crying. “What are you

whimpering about, you fool?” he asked rudely;

for he was.

always rudest when softest at heart.

“They have . . . they have . . .”

. $1]
“Ah-hm . . . there was a can of fish in it, t00, you say?

“Yes, herrings. . .

»
.

i 1 it-
“All right.” Pod started, his nose to the ground, a ver

able hunting dog, and came back, an hour later,

with the

package under his arm. “But the fish is gone,” saidbhc.
“But mother did not do that up herself, eh? Here, my boy,

take better care next time.”
We climbed up on to our plank bed.

Pod?”

“Meyer, of course, who else could it be

«Who was it,

?” Meyer was a

bad sort, known to be a thief and a fighter.

“What did you do to him?”
“Oh, nothing, only put one, two, three,

face. ..

b1
.

on his thievish
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In the evening I learned that Meyer had been put into
the hospital. Pod must have half beaten him to death. I
said he would get the knout for it if anyone told on him.

“Oh,” said Pod calmly, “that doesn’t matter. The boy
has his package again, which is the principal thing. As for
the rest, Meyer will steal no more and I—I have a broad
back.”

Bruenn gradually turned away from us. He had been
making new friends, and was not very particular in his
choice. They were usually those who could not contradict
what he said.

Once he said: “Our position here, and the way we are
treated, are only the natural consequences of our policy.
What is a German soldier? An object, a number, an
animal . . .”

“How s0?” somebody asked in astonishment.

“How so? I will explain. All of us have an open pimple,
haven’t we?—those round things that make the most
intelligent face look foolish. We are said to be a multitude,
indistinguishable from one another because of this thing.
Only the higher ones are allowed to look decent—the
N.C.O., the regimental sergeant-major, the colonel. They

wear caps with shields so that they may be distinguished
from us at a distance.”

“Yes, but . ..

“Yes, but? Don’t you understand yet, Muschko? It is
all a question of command. The German troops in their
huckaback and pimples are nothing but convicts, and it is
b;cause we look so silly in those things, in such prison-
garb, that we are treated so badly. Why do all other armies

wear smart head-coverings. Just look at the English
caps...”
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“Yes, but . . .”” somebody said timidly. -
“Stu;f—but,” he roared. “If you are too Stu?l:i to
understand this, it is your own fault, an.d th‘?t ends it! -
“Yes, full stop,” Pod called over tolhlm;’ And now s
up your big barn door. We want to Si¢€p- )
p'lyhe wingter dragged slowly on. Our on¢ and ocxllly ;:’11;1;
was for the spring. Many died in Fhlsf my secoE ,b Wcause
of captivity. We alone did not notncenxt 80 .x.nuch, de e
our doctors, with the help of Elsa Briindstrom, had €s >
lished a model hospital for the sick. All we noticed in splil1 g
was that some of the plank beds were empty, ax}d we ha
much more room than we had had during the winter.
In our disconsolate position it made us very happ}
know that there was a refuge in a hospital with physxc;:lnsci
As was inevitable in a pen where the windows Were e .
up, consumption made rapid progress among us. SC‘_II':Z;
and njetalopy, well-known symptoms of famine, mc:::;s !
fourfold. So far fever had passed us by, b1'1t even Wi 8;;
that there was quite enough to break our tu'e.d bodies. wee
were already between Scylla and Charybdis., Wl‘ljen e
couldn’t sleep for cold, the lice didn’t trou.ble us, and W .
we were warm we couldn’t sleep for the lice, s0 what wer
we to do? )
One day there was a violent fight, vnfhi.ch would fn:lil‘g;
have spread over the whole barracks, if it had not1 a:; o
Pod, who sprang with a sudden bound on to 2 P phais
and in his thunderous voice shouted above the noise, 3
men to stir the blood.” Everyone laughed, and the crzzn
dispersed. He who laughs does not fight. Our Pod waAsf .
a pillar of strength, the same in spite of torture. . . - o
wards I learnt that the fight was for possession ofap

; . cretl
graph of a naked girl, which was shown round se ™ y

"

y to
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that evening by its owner. But he got no more good from
it than we did—only exciting dreams of passion, but it
seemed to gratify him to show his precious possession.

Conditions rapidly grew worse. No consideration was
shown either to those writing or sleeping. Wanting to
write again to my father, I loosened a couple of leaves from
my diary and sat down on my plank bed.

“It is so difficult to say the right thing, father,” I wrote.
“And it is equally difficult not to complain. We do not
want to be unjust or to ask for anything that cannot be
given, but . . .”

They were playing cards on the next plank bed.
“Trumps,” roared a powerful gunner, as he slapped his flat
hand down on the boards and made them shake. I put one
finger to my ear and went on writing. “What tortures us
most is’ that we cannot see an end to this. You may not
know, but perhaps you can see it, very small, like a distant
star. We only see a night that is always growing blacker
and more torturing and threatens to engulf us . . .”

“Good Lord, man, leave my boots alone, you confounded
thief,” somebody shrieked. A log of wood flew through the
air, came down on the corner of my plank bed and grazed
my head. The boot-thief stole away as if he heard nothing.

“There are only a few among us who are still strong and
uncontaminated, whose marrow has not been frozen by
these years, father. But if it lasts much longer not one will
come out of it without a canker in his flesh or in his soul.
We are all brave and the weakest are perhaps the bravest,
but what is demanded of us is beyond our strength.”

A shout indicated that someone had cheated at cards and

a circle of onlookers filled the corridor. Unfortunately Pod
200
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was absent just then. The black-haire
one by the collar, shaking him as 3 dog does.a
the man tore himself loose and doubleq up his
it to him,” shouted Bruenn, egging hi
sound of a couple of blows struck on
flowed. . . . “I’ll choke the breath out of you,
dog,” panted the electrician, “And if I myself s
1 do not know .
slowly, and my hand resembled 2 fami
slowly over yellowed leaves.

As soon as the cold lessened and was 0
according to the doctor, Seydlitz and
three times round the camp every day.
tuberculosis,” we called it.

As we were passing for the third time the
that separated us from the officers, We met
lieutenant. When we saluted him,

and walked on a little, then suddenly stood still ”
a couple of weeks past;

he said, smiling. “It is terrible in there, I suppose?”
I was silent and Seydlitz pressed his lips together.

noticed you taking this walk for

endurable,” he said coldly.
“How long have you been captive?”’
“Since 1915,” we said.
“That is two years. I have been
“Are there good reports from the
curtly.
““Yes,” he said. “But what's the use of that?
victory and still not peace! What is your rank
iterested. "
“I am an N.C.0.,” said Seydlitz, “cornet.

here since 1914. « - -’_
Front?” asked Seydlitz

d electrician had some-

rat. At last
fists. “Give

m on. I heard the
naked flesh. Blood
you thieving
urvive these

. > 1 wrote

shed spider crawling

nly thirty degrees,
I walked silently
«A fight against

white fence
an Austrian

he . thanked us

. “I have

“It is

he then asked.

»

Victory upon

?’ he asked,
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::Ens%gn,” said I in a low voice.
Ensign?” he cried. “What are you doing in the soldiers’
camp? You belong to us.”
(43

'I have good comrades,” I said, “from the field, from my
regiment, from the hospital . . .”

I can understand that. Nevertheless . . . You
could visit them from here also, would even be able to

help them better from here. You would get fifty roubles a.

month, . ..”
::Yf:s,” I”said .weakly. “I know all that, but . ..”
LlSl:'Cn, h.e interrupted, “come to visit me and bring
your fr.lend with you. I am a good deal with an ensign of
the ;rullery who would be mighty glad, I think . ..”
“Yes,” said I. “We should like to do th ery
¢ t
but the sentries wouldn’t let us pass. .. .” o very e
He lal.1ghed. “That is simple. Do you know any French
;)r Enghzh? Then report to the commandant for giving
essons. As a t i
s, eacher of a language you will get a propusk,
“Yes,’.’ we said, “we will try it.”
] l;l\ll rlght,”‘}le said, and held out his hand through the
ar ‘ed wire. “You need only ask for me. My name is
Saltin. They all know me. . . .» Y
thx;h:fvzﬁ; h;)oxile; “Shal.l we do it, Seydlitz?” I asked
et > omething within me had sounded 2
Ové: ;:;ng:) (I:Cxllc;\vvﬁ Ensign. You can do it easily enough. Go
over for en you can no longer bear it here. As for
‘I‘{That is just wpat I fear,” I said in a low voice
e walked on’in silence, the furrows deepening in his

lean face. “T
on hree days later I should have been captured
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as ensign,” he said at last. “Well, better ones than I have

had to bear it, so I can.”

I have had my father’s first card, and he is alive and well,
What more did I want? I felt happier although one line
ran: “Our lot is harder than yours, yet we do not com-
plain.”” “Oh father, father, if you but knew 1” 1 thought
bitterly. . . . But he is not to blame, how could he know?
No one knew. “But they shall know,” thought I, as I pressed
my treasured book to my heart and tried to forget that
line. I wanted only the happiness from that card. There
was such need of it, such need. . . . The longer the winter
lasted, the more terrible it seemed. Would spring never
come this year?

One day Bruenn had irritated Schnarrenberg sO much
by one of his sarcastic lectures that he fell upon him
without further ado. By his sensible way of living, Schnar-
renberg had kept himself in better form physical'y than
any of us, but Bruenn was just Jike a limp piece of rubber.
In his excitement Schnarrenberg had beaten him so badly
that he was unconscious for some time. Some were pleased,
but the majority hated Schnarrenberg now more than
ever, partly because of his bodily strength, and partly
because he was protected by the Russians as head of the
barracks. But this event was significant of the mood we
were in, a mood of increasing hate of man for man which
often, at the slightest cause, led to an almost insane
outbreak.

On passing No. 3 barracks one day, I met an old acquain-
tance from the Grudetzki barracks, the man from the

amputations ward who had been hit in the testicles.
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Hgve ‘\‘ve not already seen each other?” he asked. “Yes,”
I §a1d, in the hospital at Moscow. How are you?” “Oh,”
said he,_“I don’t know what to say, but I lcamt.long ag’o
.that all is up. You lied to me that time. I know why, and
it was better that I should find out gradually. Now I :lon’t
care. I have an easier life. For here . . . When I see what
;;)me have to go through just on account of what was taken

om me . .. And I should not have been cold-blooded

myself . . . sometimes I am almost glad of it. I often think

$:t every}t;lung in this world is made up for in some
wr');il . hk ecause of what I had to suffer I need not now
ithe like a bru.te. -+ « It will only become difficult when I
:hm at:' home again. For my wife without children But
at is not to be thought of for the present,” h ' ad
saluting as he went off. >+ e added,

flfz:rhf.tu? l}:‘id just 'been with me. I had never seen him so
letter frc;thxu'ztmthltﬁk . linsxgn,” he said, as he gave me a
order for my p;’orrie rt.' My first letter and it says that the
captured.” otion was already out when I was

“You see,” sai ily, «
don't you;?” said I gaily. “And now You want to go over,
(14 tH) .
shoI:lse’rs l‘l‘eESafd f’i,rmly, as.he laid both hands on my
me righ Iy 0sign,™ he continued, “you must understand
stayin her yo; above all. I could do no one any good by
o ogne Iel; t is different for you in some ways, but 1
and am . rol:vlilno one here to whom I am really attached
deserve probably not much liked. Perhaps I did not
anything else, and, finally, I want to take care of

myself so that I may b
this 1s over.” y be able to serve our country after
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“You are perfectly right,” I said frankly. “And no one

will think ill of you, if you . . .”

“Yes, but you,” he cried.

“How, 1?”

“You must come with me, or you will die. I can see it,
and if it does not have to be . . .”

“Very well, Seydlitz,” I said smilingly. “Let us go and
look at it first, and if we find a couple of human beings—
you know what I mean by that—and if what Saltin said
was true, we shall be able to help our men better . . . Yes,

we will go together.”

We got our propusk without difficulty. We had been trying
since midday, with the aid of a borrowed brush and my
wash-bowl, to scrape at least the outer dirt from our
uniforms. We made a raid against the lice and combed our -
soft, Christ-like beards. “Are you going to the Court
ball?” asked Bruenn sneeringly.

At the officers’ camp we were directed to the stone
barracks on the left, and mounting a few steps we found a
doqr bearing a card: “Captain Schank. Lieutenant Saltin.
Lieutenant Kovacs. Lieutenant Sineth.”

Lieutenant Saltin was alone with a dark-skinned officer.
He jumped up, took our cloaks from us and called out
“Balinth” twice into the corridor. A Honved infantry-
man appeared and stood at attention. “Go to the Mess,
Balinth, and bring something to eat for three.” The other
man, a Hungarian Honved licutenant, courteously took
his leave.

“There, my young friends,” Saltin said. He had a long,
kept putting up to his

blond face, nervous hands which he
mouth, warm blue eyes, and dark eyebrows. “The worst
20§
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of it is behind us now, eh? In a month it will be
spring. .. .”

He nodded, smilingly. Here was a human being we could
speak to, if only by exchanging glances. Everything was
almost touching. We sat on chairs, roughly made to be
sure, at a narrow table made of boards from boxes . . . and
when the soldier came back with coffee and rolls, I couldn’t
resist crying, “You are gloriously off herg.”

Saltin shook his head. “It only looks so. . . . Of course,
I understand it must seem like paradise to you, but after
living like this for three years . . . You see, if one wants
to go to bed the other three must get up. We can only
wash by turns and go to bed one after the other . . . and
one is never alone. There are hardly any books, much
quarrelling, still more nervousness, and every minute some
affair of honour. . . . In four weeks this existence would
torment you as much as yours has done. One gets used to
it quickly and, taking our former life into consideration
and remembering how we were spoiled and privileged
. . . we certainly do not suffer less than our soldiers. . . .”

He brought cigarettes, placed them on the table within
easy reach, and we smoked happily. The cleanliness and
comfort of this room almost intoxicated us. Saltin won our
hearts from the first—would he have done so at home
under normal conditions?

Time flew by. He spoke of a thousand things, and we
drank in every word. How humble we had grown, like old
slaves!

The only thing that tormented us was the lice that now
and then bit us ferociously, but, because we did not want
him to notice, we restrained ourselves from the scratching

that had become a habit,
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It grew dark and we had to go Pome. “ic;o?h:(g;xxﬁaﬁ);
German friends,” said Saltin cordlall'y, a;‘s S think
and accompanied us to the barbed-wire tence.

n...”
it over, Ensign, whether you would not, aft.er aon vy
“A ,splendid fellow,” murmured Seydlitz,

home.

“Yes, we have found one, hav

“Are the Germans also like that
. «We shall see. ...’ We went O
not a little horrified at the thouglft 0” o aid peren’t
Seydlitz suddenly stood still. “Ens%gn, . 1';1 1o be
you struck by the fact that Saltin never
ireby?” i « think

;c{(cs,n I said eagerly, and he Contxlnu‘t:,cli, ‘sDo(:ﬂ zyo:ecause
they have no lice there?” I doubted it. t :11 o e 0
of his fine bringing up,” I said- But he do e od
understand. “I don’t think that the best bn:lg:l tg”ellow,,” fe
be of any good when lice bite you, my gf 9 olved el
said drily. So this difficult problem Was left

next time. ,

ussian com-
The day before an order had come from thi oRthe preatest
mandant that threw our cavalry corner it kept by the
excitement. “Since the nun}be!‘ of d-omgasls must be sent
prisoners is constantly increasing, a11 a der will be severely
to be destroyed. Disobedience of this or

unished,” Schnarrenberg read aloud. 0 be
? We sp,ent half the night talking over :;::;:tla;ve her
done with Suschka. All agreed that we V;O s Schaar-
up, that we would not be parted from el‘:d % the dog
renberg, the only one who had takef no 00 O e in the
was of the same mind, “But suppose SO% 207

en’t we?”

» he asked. Were e
n in silence. Were

f our plank beds?
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barracks betrayed us?” was all he said. “You know that I
have more enemies than friends. . . .”

“No fear of that,” said Pod in his deep voice. “I’ll take
care of that. . . .” So we trained Suschka for a whole day
to stay quiet under a bundle of old uniforms whatever
noise went on. She understood very quickly, and would
sh.p at once on the order into her safe hiding place and not
stir. When she was perfect, Pod lifted Suschka on his arm

like a child, walked with his most sailor-like gait into the -

middle of the barracks, mounted a plank bed and loudly
demanded a hearing.

“Listen, boys,” he said with emphasis, “you have heard
the order. You know we have a dog that belongs to us all
and we are resolved not to give her up. I am certain tha;
none of you is rogue enough to betray an innocent creature
so we have decided to take you into our confidence. But i%
th;re should be a Judas among you,” he continued, in a
voice , of thl_mder, “I will afterwards make life sach a
burden to him that he will have to follow this dog before
f'our weeks are over.” There was applause, Suschka barking
in sympathy. “Three cheers for our Pod,” called out little
‘l‘?.lank in his high voice, and a hundred voices shouted

Hurrah., hurrah!” Pod got down and came back. “They
are all right, my Suschka,” he said slowly, as he ran his
fingers affectionately through her long hair.

Next day came the guards, led by a starschi, and carrying
ropes and a couple of sacks. Schnarrenberg went quietly
up to them. “I am barracks-commandant,” he said firmly.
“There is no dog in our room.”

-I translated. “Man,” muttered Bruenn, “he is not even
lying . . .itis a bitch. . . .”

;‘ge guards sniffed and walked slowly through, while

1917

Suschka lay quiet as a mouse. My heart beat violently, and
Pod scratched his head from nervousness. They made
straight for our plank bed. . ..

At that moment there came a dreadful noise at the door
like the sound of two men fighting. “Guards, guards, come
and separate them!” cried some of the men. The guards,
half afraid, ran towards the door. Nothing was the matter,
only a couple of men flinging curses across to each other in

. every tone of the register, and smiling at the same time.

The sentries only came back as far as the door. All
danger was over. “Didn’t we do that well?” the two com-
batants cried. They were answered with rousing applause
and carried in shoulder-high.

There was little real comradeship among us now, only
the companionship of fellow convicts. We seemed to have
become detached inwardly, but outwardly, towards our
common enemy, the Russians, we were welded together
into a strong, indestructible wall.

I kept on stroking Suschka, who was again lying on my
lap. “Do you see, my dog,” I said happily, “even the
roughest among us helped you. They are good, our boys,
as we have just seen once more, good and kind of heart;
but they are sick at times, sick and confused.”

I made my first visit to the German officers, and resolved
to move over to them. The highest in rank among us was
a man named Mittelberg, a grey-haired infantry captain,
short of speech and very resolute. When I explained our
position to him, he said that he was keenly anxious to see
us with him as soon as possible. “No need to perish if it
can be avoided,” he said. “We are sorry enough not to be
able to make life easier for our soldiers. It is not our fault,

but the result of reciprocal international agreements.”
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I told him of the life our men led, and begged him to
order a few things. “We give a certain percentage of our
board money every month to assist our soldiers, and do all
we can with it,” he said, “but I hope that Miss Brindstrém
will soon come again to look after things. As you know,
our hands are tied. All intercourse with the troops is pro-
hibited, and further rendered impossible by the sentries.”

“Why, Captain?”

“No one knows. It is supposed from fear of a meeting «

on our part—they apparently fear the German devils even
without arms,” he concluded, as he dismissed me.

From him I went to Seydlitz and Schnarrenberg.
“Sergeant-major,” I said cheerfully, “we report outselves
as leaving. To-morrow we go into the officers’ camp.” He
went almost white. “What!” he asked, “both of you, or
just you? Then I shall resign my position.” .

“But why?”’ we both cried together.

“Because I will have no one whose advice I can take
about my orders. I know I do many things wrongly. I got
my training in a barrack-yard, not in a prison, and I shall
pever get quite used to the position here. Until now it
did not matter. You helped me, smoothed over my diffi~
culties, often dulled the edge of my commands, adapting
them to our state, our mood, our company. . . . That I
shall never learn. I am a soldier, not a negotiator. Very
well, let someone else do it now. ...”

“No, Schnarrenberg,” said Seydlitz, “you ought not to
do that. Though we shall be away . . . you still have Pod.”

“Podbielski? Dragoon Podbielski?”” he asked, in an
indescribable tone. “Surely I cannot ask advice from that
man about my orders. No,” he concluded violently. “But
in any case I shall not do it alone.”
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ble to help our good

“Sometimes it is almost impossi 8
as he lay down. “Not

Schnarrenberg,” miuttered Seydlitz,
a trace of elasticity . . .”
I sat down next to Pod. “I am going over to the officers’
camp to-morrow,” I said, in a loyv voice.

“Well for you, my lad,” he said, with great self-control,

«You deserved it long ago.” ‘ o i
“pod,” I continued, “don’t be angry with me for 1t.

Look...” ' .

“You need not excuse yourself for it,” he .mterposed.
“It is quite clear. . . . Men are not equal, and will never be.
For the rest, I, with my strong body and nerves, suffer less
by this life than you, for instance. And why you should

suffer more thanI...”

“Yes, Pod, that is all right . .
not feel that I can’t hold out much longer,
get out as quickly as possible if I ever want to ge
again, I should not leave you.”

“Ensign,” he broke forth, falling into m. hrusque
manner in order to conceal his feelings, “please bold your
tongue, or you will get one over the head, do you under-
stand ?”

I did not know whether to lau
come to see you, Pod,” I said quickly. “And another
thing . . . If you want my dog, Suschka, I'll give her to
you. . . .” He coughed suspiciously. “H'm,” he said,
gladly. “I have one at home, you Know, who looks”hkc
Suschka. I once brought it back with me from leave, he
continued, with striking eagerness, “Nikolajewitch, We:
called him at the Front. But that was 100 complicated for
Anna, She called him Niko for short.” -

e

. nevertheless . . . If I did
that I must
+ home

gh or cry. “1 shall often
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We were ready for marching, our bundles on our backs.
Seydlitz wore Posek’s fine boots. “Well, Blank,” said I,
“head up and remember sometimes what I once told you.”
He cast down his eyes and swallowed a little. “Yes,” he
said weakly, “I will, Ensign, but will you come sometimes ?”
he continued pleadingly.

“As often as I can,” I said.

Bruenn scarcely stirred when I came to his bed.

“Bruenn,” I said cordially, “do try to make a man °
yourself. It will only harm you in the end if you give W&y
so much. Remember your wife, your country. It is for ous
country that we are enduring all these sufferings. You Wi
get home some time, and will get your reward. But YOU
will never get into orderly ways again if you continue to g0
do‘Wn hill. Grit your teeth for once. . . .”
~ “Words are cheap, Junker,” he said mockingly. “But of
all*the pack I liked you the best. I know that you meat
well, and 50 I put up with it, but save yourself the u'ouble
in future. I shall go to the dogs here, anyway, W! or
without mysic. ., ,
. “Now you will be with fine gentlemen again,
tinued, after a pause. “Well, I wish you joy of i
sme an officer’s wench sometimes, when you have one
Wl;lzrtc;! fn four weeks you will not know us any mqre. 'th’
o withoi rw: worth, an;s:way? We are going to die—W
changed, 1 thgf;e}sxtt. h -~ 1 bit my lips. How this Mt im!
I was about 1o si > how this last year had wea}kened him:
was 2 y something else when Pod signed to m¢
W1'1t~h his eyes to leave him alone.
Pt i e e o 0 24
ything good,” he said in a lively

way. “And > j i 1
2};2 nd don’t forget the juggling tricks and the three

" he coB”
¢, Send

1917 ,
best jiu-jitsu motions. One never knows when they may

be needed.”
The two Bavarians stood with heels together in military

fashion. “Why, what has taken you?” I laughed.

“Excuse us,” the Tadpole began. “We often did not
behave to you as we ought to have done. . ..”

“Indeed, but why not?”

“Oh . . . because you were quite different from what an
Ensign usually is. . . .”

“Yes, and now?”
“Well,” the Schwalangscher added, “we now wish the

Ensign everything good, and ask that he will not forget the
two Bavarians!”

When we first entered the room inhabited by the officers
of lower rank in the German barracks, we saw nothing but
a dozen iron bedsteads and as many people in field uniforms..
A gunner officer, who was sitting on the bed at the deor,
got up at once. “You are the two newcomers from the
soldiers’ camp?” he asked. It was the ensign whom I had
seen when we came before, and he was evidently glad to
see us. “Saltin told me about you. My name is Olfert,
Ensign. . . .” He was a small but broad and heavy man
with quiet movements . . . nothing young, nothing ensign-
like about him. He was more like a lieutenant.

He led us to the officer of highest rank in the room, a
lieutenant from the Reserve of Officers called Berger, who
was teaching German to a tall Turk. He cordially bade us
welcome, made us put down our bundles near him, and led
us from bed to bed. Eighteen men in field-grey got up and
gave their names, eighteen different faces glided past us,
young and old, hard and cheerful, discontented and

indifferent.
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“Now, gentlemen, it would be best for you to bathe first
and then put on new things from head to foot,” said
Berger, as he called the one and only batman and told him
to bring hot water from the kitchen. “Lieutenants Windt
and Opitz, will you lend the gentlemen your buckets?”
“Certainly . . .” said a small, thick-set infantry officer
with very fair hair, who we could tell was from Berlin, by
his accent,

The only vacant corner was near Berger, and there the
servant put two large buckets of water, while Berger him-
self brought soap, another a hard brush, and a third a towel.
The question, “Who has any spare parts of uniforms?”
produced stockings from one, a pair of trousers from a
second, a tunic from a third, and a threadbare /itewka from
a fourth. “We will have your things boiled and frozen,”
said Berger. “Until then you will have to wear these. You
must know,” he added, smiling, “‘we have no lice here. .. .”

We both reddened. “Do ycu sce?” said Seydlitz by a
look. But we were greatly relieved. My God and Father in
heaven, no more lice! Our hands almost trembled with joy
as we drew the warm garments from our bodies. . . . The
shirts could be thrown into the fire at once as they were
mere rags, brown and stiff as boards. The light of day
showed that our underdrawers had neither knees nor seat
—what had become of them? All the bashfulness we had
lost with our old comrades awoke again among these
strange, inquisitive faces. “Well, man,” growled Seydlitz,
“what must be, must . . .”” For heaven’s sake, how did our
bodies look? They were spotted brown from lying on hard
boards, dotted red from lice bites, and covered with dirt
and grey scales. The water was in a short time transformed

into dingy broth.
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“Boys,” said fat Windt, “you will have to repeat that.
Polmutzki, water! Once more. . . .” He sat down on the
nearest bed and watched us cleansing ourselves as if it
were a long-missed entertainment. “By thunder,” he con-
tinued, “it is long since I saw such lamentable figures. By
comparison, those in Germany were only wax-figure shows.
Just look here, boys,” he called to the room in a loud
voice, “are not these a regular couple of spiders? Regular
daddy-longlegs, I should call ’em. . ..”

There was no spare bedstead in the whole camp. Olfert
searched for a whole day, and returned at last with two
Cossack sacks. “I have asked the commandant for two
bedsteads for you. In the meanwhile you must put up with
these grain-sacks. Come along now into the coffin-making
shop. There are shavings there.” He led us into a room-
where a dozen German and Austrian soldiers were car-
pentering. Along the wall were piled up hundreds and
hundreds of coffins, plain, roughly finished boxes of eight
boards, fairly smooth on the outside, quite rough within.

“We shall need them all in the spring,” he said. “As no
one can be buried in winter we pile up the dead in a large
earthen barracks, which you may have seen at the eastern
gate of our camp. Almost every day several are taken in
there to be buried in the spring, as soon as the ground
thaws.”

We stuffed our sacks with fragrant pine-shavings and
carried them back into our room. There was so little space
that we could not lie down on the floor during the day, and
had to sleep in the passage-way at night. Though they only
reached from hip to shoulder, yet for us who had lain for

nearly two years on hard, wooden boards, they were like
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spring mattresses upholstered with horse-hair, We had soft
pillows and slept wonderfully, in spite of the scanty mat-
tresses, and when we remembered that there were no lice
to disturb our rest, we gladly put up with the half-dozen
bed-bug bites which are inevitable in Russia.

Olfert advanced us a couple of roubles from our first
Russian allowance, and with them we purchased a small
table from the carpenters. My God, that we should own a
table . . . and a couple of bedsteads on which to put our
sacks. . . . And that we should no longer need to eat off
the floor or write on our knees. . . .

Was the worst behind us? I suddenly began to feel that
I might hold out.

On our first walk I asked about a colonel, a small Honved
" Hungarian with a typical Hussar moustache, whom I had
noticed. “That is Tobady,” said Olfert, “a full-blooded
Hungatian, a clever man. He was captured as early as
1914, and has been betting ever since, and for any amount,
that we shall still be in Siberia in 1920!”

“Is he mad?” I screamed.

“On the contrary—one of the brainiest in our camp.”

“Yes, but . . .’ I protested. “Why then all of us will
be done for, of no more use. Who can stand lying about
idle for six years? We should g0 home perfect ruins, aged
men.”

“Probably,” he said calmly,

Our room-mates were men of all classes and callings. Near
the door was a small rifleman, Jungmann, an acting
sergeant-major waiting for an officer’s commission. “A

war volunteer also,” said Olfert, when we asked about him.
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10 one as long as they were not disturbed themselves.

i

T

Punctually, at stated hours, they played their game of ~

Skat three times a day, and only on these occasions were
they heard to quarrel violently.

The left corner was occupied by a young lieutenant
called Merkel, a regular officer, who seemed to copy the
grey-haired Captain, the commandant of the camp, but
without his qualities. With him, we younger ones always
felt that he would like to practise saluting with us for an
hour every day for his own entertainment and our educa-
tion. For this reason he was usually alone, and seemed to
be more disliked than anyone else in the room. Behind his
back he was called the “Button”.

Along the short wall up to the corner were a few
lieutenants in the Reserve, a teacher, two office clerks, an
East Prussian farmer with an impossible name, two

Al

manufacturers, Mueller, “stone floors,” Hansen, “paints -

and varnish”. In this corner controversy was incessant,
and Pan-German war aims clashed with democratic idess
of a world peace. The office clerks envied the merchants
their possibilities of gain, and the merchants envied the
clerks their life-insurance pensions. “What do you actually
want?” I heard the man Hansen, known as “paints and
varnish”, say recently, “You get your money in paper bags.”
He frequently used this last word, though no one seemed
to know exactly what it meant,

Next this corner lived two lieutenants, one of whom,
Thurn, was a dark, handsome, southern-looking infantry-
man of an extremely amiable and obliging disposition. “A
pity,” remarked Seydlitz, “that 7 puncto sexus he is said
to be rather objectionable.” The other, Schulenburg, like-

wise an infantry officer from North Germany, was a fine,
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commandant, a man much feared on account of his sharp
manner. We saluted smartly, he merely touching his cap.
A little further on he noticed the drinking sentry. At one
bound he was in front of the petrified man; with his right
hand had wrested the bottle from his mouth, and with his
left the fur cap from his head. The next moment he had
brought down the heavy flask with a crashing blow upon
the sentry’s bare head. There was a noise of crashing,

liquid spurted forth, and a smell of drink arose as with a

dull groan the sentry sank on his knees and lay motionless.
Vereniki looked at us furiously, and with his small, exceed-
ingly springy footsteps went past us into the soldiers’
camp. Woe to us if we had laughed!

We stood transfixed. “Did he kill him?” I at last cried.
“With what?” Olfert smiled calmly. “You don’t know
., these skulls yet, it seems. ...”

A few minutes passed before the sentry stirred again.
When we went up to him, he opened his eyes confusedly,
breathed heavily, sniffed and grunted and rolled round on
his belly, and with his long tongue easily lapped up the
liquor that had dropped out of the bottle and that smelt
strongly as it mingled with the desert sand. .

One day I met Holcking, actually Count Holcking, a
captain in my own regiment. He was in the same camp,
but because he was obliged to walk with a cane and rarely
went out, I had not met him before. I looked at once for
his sword—it was gone, or did he perhaps not carry
it out of consideration for the others? I suddenly
remembered the details. Had it not been for me
the most wonderful moment in the war, when the old

gentleman returned him his sword with a knightly
bow?
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¢ “Captain,” I asked hesitatingly, “Captain, do you still

know me?”
He thought a little. “Yes,” he said, “you were an

‘Ensign with us, ¢h?” A terrible weariness made itself
Capparent in his words and, when he held out his hand
Ulimply, I knew that it was paralysed.

“Captain, I saw you last in the Russian divisional staff.
a1 lay wounded in a Panje wagon when a couple of Cossack
‘officers brought you up in a troika. An old general gave
fyou back your sword. I heard what he said to you, Captain.

A0

-

v

|

e

It was a moment that reconciled me to many things. . . .”

“Indeed? . ..” he said in a curious tone, adding with a

WCsneer, “It did not last long, that famous moment. . . .’

“So you have not your sword any more, Captain?” I

“asked quickly.

“No,” he said in a low tone. “At the very next stopping-

place a Cossack officer seized it, beat me twice over the
head with it, and took it away with him as a war memento.”

He hobbled helplessly on while I remained standing,
transfixed, “So it was only a farce?” ran through my head.
“A fine gesture? Nothing more?”

I felt suddenly as if a chord had broken within me. The
most secret and beautiful thing that had hitherto drowned

_all discords, and alone had made it possible that my

experiences, in spite of all the terrible things, were resolved
into a pure harmony within me. . . . Now that was gone
too! Now only shrill discords vibrated in my soul—rem~
nants of a chord that could no longer produce a full sound

in me. I had no more harmony in me, I no longer rang
frue. ...

- A few days before, the stout Forest Commissioner,
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whom I had once met at Saltin’s, had died. I went with a'
detachment of Germans to the funeral, at which an Austrian
padre spoke some appropriate words. When we came
away I heard somebody ask: “And no one really knows
of what the good old man actually died?” “He died
because he had no forest . . .” somebody answered in a
low tone and, on turning round, I saw it was the pale
Captain Behnke—a Forest Commissioner like the dead
man. :
A sort of “reprisal” had prevailed in our camp for a’
short time. On the ground that the Russian officers in’
Germany fared worse than we, for a fortnight we had
been forbidden to leave the room after eight o’clock in
the evening.

I was sitting with Saltin one night when immediately’
after eight I remembered the order, and tried to get into
my barracks in time, but was just too late. Vereniki had
just ridden through the gate with a squad of Cossacks,
whom he had already placed as guards at all the doors.

“That i's stupid,” said Saltin,” “that is very stupid. It
may cost you two months’ katorga, or even worse, Vereniki
is a brute. . . .” “Can’t I hide somewhere?” I asked. He
went out but came back at once. “He has even posted
guards in the corridors. No, it is of no use and will only
.make matters worse. . . .”

In such cases there was nothing to be done but wait
and trust to luck. Captain Schank did not conceal his
anger. “Who knows but that all four of us will be
punished?” he muttered. Saltin was vexed at this remark.
“If anyone is to blame, it is L,” he said, not without
severity. “I will be responsible for him.”

At this moment Vereniki’s well-known shouting was
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g
pocket and, with a splendid gesture, held out his han

to me, a hand of steel covered with hard skin. I shook 12
warmly. “Come,” he said brusquely. 1

I followed him out, and we went down the stairs side¢
by side. In front of the barracks he paced up and dowr
twice, silently brooding. “You have other eyes than the
Germans?” he suddenly asked. “You speak a differen
Russian from the Germans. Whence? . . .”

“T had a Russian mother,” I said in a low tone. e

“And you fight against us?”’

“T have a German father.” He laid his hands heavily or
my shoulders, looked into my eyes with the expression o
an animal, then turned away and roared in his old manner.
“Starschi.”

The starschi hurried up, hand to cap. “Take this
gentleman to his quarters. See to it that nothing happens
to him. Be courteous to him. Take care of the Cossacks,
do you understand ?”

“At your service, Your Excellency,” and the saluting
hand trembled like a leaf.

“PDo swidanje! Au revoir,” said Vereniki.

“] thank you,” said I in a low tone.

“No reason. . . .” .

I went through the camp at the side of the starschi
who chased off with a curse a couple of Cossacks ready tc
receive me with their nagarkas. In front of my room he
saluted me respectfully, and hurried back with jingling
spurs.

Lost in thought I stood for a while looking after him,
confusedly. “How is this possible?” I thought. “He is the

first to understand my peculiar position. . . . No one else |
has realized that I have a special burden to carry besides a
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general one . . . only this man. . .. Was this race incapable
of being understood ?”

One evening, when we were standing in front of our
barracks, two young lieutenants passed us arm in arm.
“Two Lieutenants, rose-red and brown . . .”” Olfert quoted.
“That is a special couple,” he then said mockingly. “Some
of you know what that means. They are really a couple of
~$Weethearts, and blind to everything excepting themselves.
They live like two turtle-doves, and neither will eat any-
thing until he has pressed it upon the other with words
as sweet as sugar. Their existence is based upon the
strictest matrimonial rights and laws. . ..”

I looked after them. They were two good-Jooking, healthy
men. “Here too?” I thought, “and not only in the upper
camp?” “And when they get home?” I asked Olfert. “These .
two?” he laughed. “Oh, they are lost. They will never tough
a woman again as long as they live. Ugh! they say even
now, ‘A woman? How can one. .. .”

One day an incredible rumour ran through the camp t0
the effect that the Revolution had broken out in 3t. Peters-
burg. A man called Kerenski had seized the reins of
government and a general of the name of Russki had forced
the Czar to abdicate.

We could hardly believe it, but suppose it were true? It
could not be, it was impossible. Had it not been reported a
thousand times that peace was come? Was that pot why
we already said: Peace has broken out again to-day?
But if it were actually true would not that mean
peace with Russia, and an immediate return home? Above
all would it not mean victory? Must we not conquer

if the Russian front falls? If we could keep tWO f;:g;l °
. P
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without being beaten, we must win, when one has
collapsed. . . .

My God, I was quite confused. I felt I must go down
and hear if any more particulars were known. In the
barrack-yard men were standing around in groups. Woul
it be like this in the case of peace? . .. ‘

A Jewish apothecary who in some way always managed
to get Russian newspapers, showed it to me in black ant-
white. On the 11th of March the Government was
over thrown, on the 15th the Czar abdicated.

That morning I accidentally ran into the good Saltin’s
arms. He drew me to him when he saw me and his eyes,
though bright, were full of tears. “Ensign,” he cried, “you
must come to us this evening; we are giving a Mulaischak
- in the cadet-room in celebration of the Revolution. Bring
Olfert and Seydlitz with you.”

We went. The centre of the cadet-room, which was just
like ours, had been cleared and converted into a banqueting-
hall, with tables placed end to end. A Hungarian gipsy
band was sitting by the wall, Their fiddles were made for
the most part of box-boards, but they played them as if
they were at home, sobbing and dancing at the same time.
They were all Hungarian soldiers from the upper camp,
but they always found a way to come down when there
was a Mulatschak—or Maydan, as Dostojewskiy calls it in
his Death’s House.

The room began to fill. Each brought his own particular
drink, which was usually mixed with Russian vodka.
When Saltin saw us he led us to seats near him and pressed
a full bottle into each of our hands, “Hush, no refusal, you

~ are my guests. Drink to our homecoming, boys. . . .”
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A wild carousal followed, the gipsies played li'kf: a
dozen virtuosos and the liquor was strong and biting.

. When they played the “Csardas” the Hungarian officers all

began to dance. Seydlitz followed the joyous crowd with
his big eyes, while Olfert only smiled, for he had seen it
several times before.

The officers drank to us from all sides. Saltin had made
us acquainted with some of the nicest men among them.
4Tlome again” was the motto at this Mulatschak. Was it
any wonder that things were madder than ever before?
Which of us could remain unmoved by such a motto?
My bottle also was emptied before midnight; a dozen of
the superior officers were already reeling, and obscene
words were heard on all sides. An old colonel at the head
of the board was weeping aloud, and nearly all the others
had tears in their eyes. Was it the news, the tremendous
news in black and white which Saltin had fastened to'.a
lamp in the centre of a board as a symbol of the feast?
Or was it the music, the long-missed gipsy fiddle? God in
heaven, it was both. . . . .

At four o’clock in the morning the National Anthems
were played—first the German, then the Turkish, and
lastly the Austrian. All stood to join hoarsely in the choruses.
By chance I looked at Seydlitz. His face was cold and
disdainful, his nostrils distended and he was not joining
in the singing.

Soon afterwards we dragged ourselves home, Olfert
walking at my right, a little tipsy, Seydlitz at my left, un-
moved. “Why do you look so grim, Seydlitz?” I asked gaily.

“Because our National Anthem is sung by men in a
drunken condition ninety-five times out of a hundred,”

he said in a hard tone.
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The Russian officers seemed to grow younger all the
time. Sometimes they were almost infants, but we saw
that they did not come voluntarily. At the inspection,
called poujerka, when we had to march by them,
we were compared twice daily with a photograph that
they took of us. These officers were mostly courteous
and nice.

A close inspection of all rooms was held almost every
month, and was carried out by a very different kind of
officer. They took away everything they found, books,
writings, newspapers, money. For this reason everyone
had some hiding place or other, hollow legs of tables,
trunks with double bottoms, small bags hung between our
legs beneath our trousers. My diary was my greatest
anxiety. Hitherto I had always been able to hide it, but
lately an officer had discovered all the hollow places in our
farniture by almost clairvoyant tapping, and he made
great ‘booty of secret writings and plans for escape. . . .
I rescued my diary by a trick as simple as it was daring.
I merely hung it out of the window on a nail below the
window-sill, and when he looked out, the projecting sill

prevented him from noticing that a bag swung beneath
it. ...

I went for the first time to visit my comrades. The steppe
was brilliant in its first and only green, its spring of four
weeks. The way to the upper camp led past the so-called
“Home-hill”, which rose up like a small peak in the middle
of the camp, and one could look from it across the board-
fence into the steppe. Behind the fence, to the east, Chinese
Manchuria began. And westward . . . '
It was always crowded, this small mound, from spring
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till autumn, from morning till night. Some stood lost in
thought, leaning on sticks, others crouched with crossed

* legs on the warm sand. Others, again, lay on their stomachs

holding their heads in their hands, and still others on their
backs looking with unmoved eyes into the clear sky.
Seldom was talking to be heard on this mound, and .all,
excepting the sky-gazers, looked in the same direction,
towards the west, )

The wind swelled out their uniforms, old, shabby uni-
forms of German field-grey, Austrian bluish-grey, Turkish
sandy-brown. Their hair waved in the wind, their lips
were pressed tightly together, and the sun played on
shining worn-out buttons and epaulettes, or shone on grey,
haggard faces and was reflected in half a hundred eyes,
wide open and full of longing. )

I knew some who lived on this mound instead of. in -
their rooms. One could see a long way beyond the fenee,
and was less of a prisoner up there. That was probably
the reason. One felt the wind that came from the west, or
smelt the delicate odour of the grass that stretched out
towards the west. One saw the railway tracks that led to
the west, and at times a train rolling quickly towards the
west. . . .

We were nearer home when we stood on this mound
and that is why it was called “Home-hill”. From there we
could imagine for a moment that we were free and alone
in the middle of a wide steppe, perhaps on an exploring
expedition, perhaps on a trip to the flower-houses of Nip-
pon. . . . We saw the glittering iron ribbons which, in spite
of everything, connected our desolate colony with the
world, the iron rails on which we would some day roll

homeward. . ..
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The Cossack sentry allowed me to pass without further
question on my teacher’s propusk. In front of the soldiers’

barracks were swarms of grey ants, captive men moving .

hither and thither, tired and limp. I went into my old
home. The sour, stuffy air of the dark space almost suffo-
cated me, although the place was empty and all the windows
open. And there I had lived for six months!

From afar I could already see Schnarrenberg’s resting-
place, pedantically clean, and Bruenn’s place, disorderly
and dirty. The Tadpole sat in the middle with Suschka next
to him. The other plank beds were empty. Suschka whined
with joy at sight of me, and the Tadpole himself climbed
down quickly with a cry of “Ensign, is it you? Now our
bear will be glad.”

I shook hands with him. “Where are the others,
. Tadpole?”

*“In front of the barracks, all lying in the sun. But some-
one must stay here to keep watch, else our last bit would
be stolen! I shall be relieved in an hour by little Blank. . . .”

Before going on I played a little with Suschka who, to
my delight, had recognized me at once. Her long hair was
clean and shining and carefully curried like a horse’s
coat. . . .

1 found all the cavalry corner at the south wall. Pod sat
in the sun with nude upper body, allowing his hairy
muscles to brown, and leaning his broad back against the
wall between little Blank and the conjurer. Bruenn and the
Schwalangscher were stretched at his feet. Schnarren'be'rg:
the only one with tightly buttoned-up tunic, was Sitting
iffly apart.
sﬂfigadg’ cried Pod joyfully, and his hands gripped mYy
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shoulders like bear’s paws. His good-natured rustic face
was bright and shining as I drew cigarettes from my

' packet and distributed them. Bruenn snatched at them as

one addicted to morphia snatches at the poison. “¥ou are
a good fellow, Junker,” he muttered. “Not yet sppxled by
the fine gentlemen over there; still the same, it seems

tome....” ) .
» “Well, Ensign,” began Schnarrenberg, all will be over

e . . ”
soon, eh? Revolution! That is all that was wanting!” He

remained silent awhile and dropped his bull-dog head on
his chest. “And I have to stand here aside while you go
into the final fight . . .” he murmured, forgetting everything
around him.

“What's in the papers?” asked Bruenn. “Have they
murdered all their officers?”

“No,” I said. “Everything seems to have gone off.
practically without bloodshed.” :

“Pity. These torturers ought all to have been butchered’:
as under Robespierre, and hung up on the lamp-posts. . . .

“Do you think that I shall be home in time for the
harvest?” Pod asked in a low tone. .

“I hope so, Pod. It is only May now. We are counting
on our Government proposing a separate peace this very
month.”

“Certainly,” said the conjurer. “One does not make”a
revolution during war if one wants to continue the war.

“Yes, now we have won,” said Schnarrenberg con-
tentedly, adding: “Could you imagine such a thing
happening with us? . ..”

“No,” said I, “impossible.” N

Little Blank burst out laughing, and be laughed so

violently that he choked and coughed for a long :i;xe.

-~
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“No,” he said finally, “how could we imagine our
Emperor . . .?”

After an hour I got up. “Will you walk with me a bit,
Pod?”

“At once.” He moved to my side, big and brown. We
went our old way, the full round that we once had named
“fight against the tuberculosis”. “Well, Pod—tell me
something. How are matters with you all?”

He moved his head from side to side. “Since the Revolu-
tion it is better again,” he said. “Everything is a little
freshened up. But before that it was very bad, fights,
fornication, thieving. This damned winter . . . it would
have spoiled the most decent fellows! I don’t believe that
we could endure a third winter. . . .”

“How is Bruenn?”

“How? About the same, and doing the same as he
always'did. . . . But sometimes he is quite crazy. . . . For
instance, when you left us! You were scarcely out of the
door when he threw himself full-length on his plank bed
and whined like a lap-dog. . . .»

I was silent for a long time. “And Schnarrenberg?”’ 1
asked at last.

“My God, he hardly speaks to anyone now that you are
gone. It is only since the Revolution that he has found his
tongue again. On the first day he cried that all would soon
be over and the final battle fought. It was only after some-
one had said that the stupid fool had better go there him-
self, as we had had enough .of his talk, tl3at he b’e’came tame
again, However, he h;s ;egignxiled from his post.

s nk?” I aske er.

“gzi’?l:sk so many questions. . . . He has become 2
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regular little prostitute, but he fares mugh better becau.se

he gets cigarettes and presents from all sides. 1'3ut he will
* not be able to stand it much longer, I fear. I think that he

oomuch ...”

CoﬁgAI;IS!’t’ I thought, “so his confession that time was onl?’

the beginning. That was the typical way, and theend. . ..

“And the conjurer?” I asked with an effort.

, “He is still the same. He helps everybody, but does not
" want help from anyone. He keeps quite fn.‘.sh, does. his

tricks and contortions for exercise every morning—business

he calls it. The Bavarians are also fine fellows. . . .”

« ourself?” I asked at last.

“ﬁg?xi‘;rul:d—-l? If I only had a letter I should ask for
nothing more. Everyone has had something except me.
Why? And then . . . I should like to do some work again, |
do you know . . . couldn’t that be managed?” e

“I have already thought of it, Pod, but I don’t believ
it can be done. This camp consists mostly of woundcd.men
and such as are not fit for work . . . besides, there is no
farm at all about here. No labourers’ trains are dispatched
from here, it is too far away. But we shall soon get home
now, Pod.”

“Yes,” he said in a low tone, “that’s what keeps me
up . ..and if we got home this month I could help Anna
with the autumn sowing. . . .”

I slipped ten roubles into his pocket.

“Are you crazy?”

“Hold your tongue, old fellow

Then I went,

",
.

Once a month every officer in turn was allowed a steam-

bath. Whosoever’s turn it was went down to the v;l;a;ge
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with a guard from headquarters. The bath was a miserable
structure of wood and pieces of rock . . . just a little room
with a large stove and two or three slippery wooden steps,
but excellent in effect. Water was poured out of a ladle on
to the stones of the stove, which were always red-hot, and
it at once atomized into steam. Two ladlefuls were endur-
able, three scalded one’s skin and took away one’s breath.
One sat for a while on the first or second step until the
whole body was as scarlet as a boiled lobster. It was not
necessary to wash, for the perspiration drove every grain
of dirt out of the pores. “It is called a ‘Russian bath’
because it saves washing and scap and work,” Seydlitz
once said. Old peasant-women were often sitting there,
and we had to wait with the guard until they went away.
Notwithstanding all its advantages it was a two-sided
. affair. True, we got home clean, but often brought a family
of lice with us.

The best part of it was, undoubtedly, the walk. Often,
as we went home, a Trans-Siberian express train rolled
into the railway station, and stopped to water the engine
at the tower. At such times a couple of copeks and a few
persuasive words usually induced my guard to accompany
me to the platform to wait there until the train moved off.
I generally sat on a bench and, with a peculiar pressure at
my heart, silently watched the train which in another week
would be almost where my comrades were standing and
where our country began, . .,

Wh1:1e three of us were standing in front of the barracks
talkmg about the mentality of the Russian people, an
Austrian captain told this tale: “In my former camp we

had a camp commandant who, by order of the general, had
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to erect a wooden fence higher than a man round the entire
camp. As soon as the inspection was over, he had it broken

* down again and sold all the wood—it filled several trains

and was worth three hundred thousand roubles to him—
to the owner of an estate. For six months all went well,
but when the general came unexpectedly for a second
inspection . . .
* “Where has the fence gone to, Commandant?” “Oh,
Your Excellency,” replied the gentleman. “In spite of all
my efforts, a new bit disappeared every night. The prisoners
of war broke it up, and gradually used it as fuel.” Denial
was of no use. The whole camp was locked up in the
barracks for two months, and as an extra punishment, the
commandant deducted 20 roubles from each of us for
three months—amounting to another hundred and )
eighty thousand—and put them with the others into his-
pocket !” '
Once when I stopped at the railway station on ‘one of
my expeditions to the bath, a first-class compartment of .
the great Trans-Siberian Express stopped just n front of
my bench. A servant in livery opened the door and jumped
out to make purchases. Beside the open door and behind
the window sat a beautiful woman. I smelled the perfume
about her from the platform, and saw through the open
door her crossed legs, long and white as columns. She had
a rather long, genuine Russian aristocratic face and a skin
of ivory whiteness. Her white throat rose like a flower
from her low-cut dress, and I could faintly see the narrow
groove to the right and left of which her breasts rose. My
God in Heaven! I thought, trembling, are there still such
things? This perfume, this whiteness, this cleanliness . . .

1 did not know how it came about, but without intex;dins
a5
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to do so, I suddenly took off my cap and said pleadingly:
“Just one cigarette, please. . . .”

She rose and stepped slowly to the open door. Now, I
thought, she will call the guard to the miserable prisoner
who not only stared shamefacedly at her, but even begged
her for cigarettes. . . . What a state of affairs! . . . No,
nothing of the kind. She put her hand into a box beside

her and, with a wonderfully dignified gesture signing me

to approach, threw a handful of papirossi into my cap. I
took them mutely, and bowed before this strange woman,
as a beggar bows—low and humbly. She did not speak a
word—only looked at me softly, silently, with unfathom-
able velvet eyes.

At the shrill sound of a whistle the servant hastened
back, the door banged to, and the great Trans-Siberian
‘.. Express sped on. I stood still until the steppe had swallowed
it up. In my hands were six cigarettes—La Ferme, Petro-
grad, the best brand. . . . A sudden pride shot up in me,
and I went white and red in turns. “What have you done?”’
I railed at myself.

Then I smiled. No, I had not bowed down before an
enemy. I was not a soldier, an officer, at that moment—I
was only a man, a captive, and I had bowed down only to
the woman as such . . . and to beauty. In short, to all that
she meant tome. . . .

“Give me one of those cigarettes,” croaked the voice of
my guard.

I started violently. “No,” I cried hastily, and added:
“Here are others, come . ..” I put my beggar’s alms care-
fully into my pocket, and gave him four out of my own box.

Our spirits began to droop as it gradually became clearer
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from the apothecary’s newspapers that the new government
was dependent on the Entente. Sometimes it almost seemed

. as if the Revolution had been instigated by the Entente

solely for its own purposes. Alas! all had turned out
differently from what we had wished and behevec!. It was
not the Czarist Government that wanted to continue the
war. On the contrary, the Government was tired of it and
had been overthrown for that reason alone. Th,er'e was no
°longer talk of a separate peace, since the new reégime came

into power. '

So-called “meetings” of our guards took place daily.
A civilian spoke to them on these occasions, and the
guards told us afterwards that a peace Was 10 longer to be
thought of. Hold out! A new offensive! That was the
motto. . . . '

At Czernowitz they had actually succeeded in.breaklngw
through the German-Austrian front. We were seized by a
gnawing fear of a victorious offensive instead of .th'e
expected separate peace. Dr. Berger consoled us. _“Thls is
only a prestige offensive,” he said, “the last ‘ﬁxcket. In
four weeks this retreat will be made up for. . . .”

That was certain. But our hopes, our hopes? It was well
that I had been so recently in the upper camp. I could not
have faced either Pod or Schnarrenberg now.

I slept very little those nights, in spite of thle fact that
I now had a bedstead with two stuffed sacks, which I could
spread almost like a real mattress over the entire length of
the boards. '
Night after night it was the same. The moon shone 1D
through the window and made the haggard faces around

me look even more angular than they were. Even Seyzglgltz
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had been uneasily rolling from side to side the last few
nights. The “Warrior” with the child-mouth prattled in
his sleep. Lieutenant Windt snored in spasms like an
excited bull. All slept restlessly because all brains were
feverish.

“Now the cannons are rolling at the Front,” I thought in
torment, “and hundreds of thousands are making attacks,
and thousands are dying at this very moment. For what?

For their belief? For what belief? That wrong has been’

done us, that we were not barbarians, that we must defend
and sacrifice ourselves! The foe was at all the frontiers,
the earth was enveloped in lies in order to submerge us.
I however . ..”

I started up. A train was just running again through the
station. Not a Trans-Siberian Express in whose berths
. beautiful women were sleeping—there is fire within me
when I think of my last experience—but a troop train, or
one of-those large American trains, which for a short time
past had almost uninterruptedly been racing through from
the east, from Vladivostock over Manchuria towards the
west. Their cars were three times as large as the Russian
ones, and were travelling at high speed to the Front, loaded
with cannons, ammunition, arms, gas. . . .

It was not the bad reports which kept us from sleeping
now, it was chiefly those trains which rumbled into our
dreams, and which we had to see at every hour of the day.
I was surely not the only one to lie awake, to hear the
constant, monotonous rumbling that began again in the
east, before the last sound had scarcely died away in the
west. . . .

They ought to be told, I thought in my half-sleep, they

ougl;t to be told. Our country ought to be told and make
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an end of it. You under-estimated the strength of America.
She cannot be vanquished. Look at these transports by
. day and night, by night and day! You are no longer able
to withstand it, it is in vain, it is madness!
Make an end of it} . ..
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. To continue making entries in my diary became increasingly
difficult. At times my head seemed emptied of all thought
and of the power to distinguish the association of ideas and
events. Of certain events I could not write at all: to describe
others the right words failed me. When I read through my
diary I see that the entries became gradually briefer and

- more concise. My writing takes on the semblance of the
words uttered by a man who is becoming increasingly
embittered and weaker—a man who in a short time will
be too weary for speech. Indeed the utterance of a man
who not only says what he has to say, but who has lost all
pleasure in words for their own sake and in the art of
conversation.

Nor was that all. My writing daily became more crabbed ,
and illegible. I no longer had the energy to write fifty lines
in succession. Moreover, by the time I had written the
third line I could no longer read the first. It was as though
I were constructing a mosaic to which I could only add a
tiny piece each day, and on which for four Weeks at a
stretch I was incapable of working. If the tiny pieces
formed themselves into pictures—well and good. If not, I
was incapable of altering them. I was too exhausted and
bopeless. The cruel disappointment that had come to blight
our hopes of peace had struck one and all of us as an
axe bites into the trunk of a tree. Although the tree
continues to remain green for a time, it has been mortally
injured,

Is it not possible, however, that the growing infrequence
and increasing brevity of the entries in my diary witness
more clearly than detailed entries could have done to the
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extent of our degradation and depression? Is not silence at
times more eloquent than speech?

Frequently we used to say among ourselves: If an |,

ordinary human being were placed among us for eight days
he would certainly think he was in an asylum! If our life
did not utterly destroy us, it was only because we were
already completely blunted by all that had gone before.
We no longer lived in the true sense of the word: we only
waited. . . . We could best of all have been compared with ©
the hibernatory animals. Like them we were only conscious
of one thing: the expectation of spring! For us spring
meant—the return home.

In truth our condition was such as to baffle description
to one who had himself never experienced our lot. We
became more restless and irritable with the passing of each
day. The majority of us walked hourly in the barrack-
yatd—crossing it again and again, now lengthwise, now
around the sides, forming circles, triangles, ellipses, in
short, making a hundred different figures with the sole
object of being tired out by evening in order to win the
much hoped-for sleep. Others sat about all day long in
silence. A chance remark sufficed to arouse their fury; the
paltriest occurrence to earn their frantic enmity, Former
friends no longer recognized each other. Sharp-tongued
criticism was rampant. No matter whether one laughed or
cried, slept or awoke, whatever one did was always wrong,
and no one was any longer capable of putting things to
rights. Every morning a couple of officers wearing their
decorations went from one house to another—all these
affairs of honour were eventually to be fought out at home
with deadly weapons. If that had really taken place, not a

single one of us would have been left alive: for each had
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been challenged one or more times to a duel with pistols or
heavy sabres.

Days of furious irritability were succeeded by days of
deathly apathy. Hopes for the future, longings for wives,
children, sweethearts, the call of one’s profession or work,
and home-sickness, at times disappeared wholly and
ceased to trouble us as much as the buzzing of a fly. Here
and there among us a life sank into the depths, a spirit

°broke beneath the strain, destroyed by anger and the
conflict with fate, eaten up with doubts about life and a
gnawing fury—sank down beyond the help of all medical
skill. Before one had time to be conscious of its approach,
madness came to destroy in silence or in laughing, foaming
frenzy, all that was human in a man.

The Turkish majors invited us to visit them yesterday., °
Three-quarters Germanophil, one-quarter Francophil, they
are decent, rather naive men, They take their brotherhood-
in-arms very seriously and ceremoniously, and they dis-
pense hospitality in a generous and Oriental fashi(_)n.
Owing to their relationship to the Mohammedan Russian
Tartars, many things are open to them that are closed to
us. Their religion is most certainly a permanent bond
between them. Saltin informed us at the door that, in
accordance with their customs, we must keep our caps on
as a sign of special honour. The Turkish officers laid their
hands on their hearts, mouths, and foreheads before leading
us into their room, The table was laid with a strange dinner
of stuffed fruits, pasties, and uncommon sweets. After-
wards we smoked cigarettes, and drank Turkish coffee in
which the grounds still remained. The conversation pre-

sently changed from the subject of eating and drinking to
) 245



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

that of the war. The offensive had been brought to a
standstill. Confidence reigned once more. “In a month
Russia will be finished”~—such was the spirit of the evening.
I ventured to suggest that the Kerenski Government, as
the creature of the Entente, would never dare to conclude
a separate peace. “And don’t forget America,” I said.
“Have we not heard for months past the unceasing rumble
of their transport trains? I consider that the entry of
America into the war is a factor of the utmost gravity. .. .”

“Since when did you belong to the manufacturers of
rumours?” Lieutenant Merkel, who, as representative of
the fit members of our room, had also been invited by the
Turks, at once inquired.

“I fail to understand you. When our youths are already
hanging their heads . . .”’
. “I was a volunteer, Lieutenant!” was the answer I
wished to return. But I made no reply. My God! It was
now the same in every conversation. If anyone made a
sensible observation, or gave utterance to a sober thought,
he was at .once classed by men of this sort as a manu-
facturer of rumours, a moper, a defeatist. . . .

Captain Mustapha loudly clapped his hands. A real
Bedouin from the desert, Mahout by name, who was his
servant, brought the little camp newspaper, compiled
by Austrian officers, hectographed, and purchasable at a
subscription rate of a few copeks. The main portion was
taken up with news from the Front and extracts from news-
papers, while the remainder was filled with the orders of
the senior officers. Mustapha read it aloud word for word
slowly in order to practise himself in German—a language

already known to Captain Salem. At the end came a brief
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report of a speech delivered amidst much applause 1in
d by a certain Lenin. o )
Pe‘t‘rlo,gl?n, I?,.enin?” Salem exclaimed questioningly. “Have
you ever heard the name, Ensign?”d ,
“No, Lieutenant. Not before to- ay. . . .
At O;his moment Captain Roselli enterc?d the r?,o;n
bearing a lute beneath his arm. “At your service, boys!” he
exclaimed, as we all greeted him h‘eartllly.’ . -
“Stop! Enough of the communique. T’li sing you so1
thine.”” Mahout brought schnapps, and we seated ourse ves.
Ah'bnobody in the whole of Siberia cou.ld sing nfor::1
beautiful songs than this Roselli, with his dark-haire
artist’s head. . . . .
Every Saturday we held a great bug-hunt in our roog:};
Everything was minutely searched and dusted over wi

insect-powder. The wooden laths of our beds were soaked ’

in petsff, set on fire, and left to burn until the surface v:le::
blackened, when water was poured over them. Up‘t; -
present that had proved the most succ.:essf}ﬂ c?f all methods,
and if the fissures were then filled with liquid stearin, onat;
had peace for practically a week. Apart‘ from this g;nera
method of treatment, each of us had his own spo:cih w'z
of dealing with the common enemy; methods dat al:()
addition to the destruction of the tormentors se1:\‘re

as a means of satisfying our stored-up hatred. ‘ Asdyc;lu
treat me, so will I treat you,” said Windt, as he pqck;o;i e
leaping bugs with one of his needles untll—.th.cu j t;s
perforated with holes—they died an escruciating ea'd;
The Turk always kept ready a small glass dish ﬁ%led wi
water, in the belief that in this manner they dl:’.iddmos;
painfully of all. Sometimes it took two days—so he declare

: 113 ior’’, on
—as the result of experiments. The “Playful Warnorz‘,w

.



each bug separately. “It is 5O

. . . "
the other hand, set light ©2 ver his childish lips, {0

nice,” he said, as a sn.n'le spread 0

see them slowly swell in the
*

when they explode. . ..’

Saltin was right. After a few weeks this life disgusted
one no less than the former. Habit kills everything.

Yet what else have we here? Only perhaps that we have

no lice. It is no qQuieter in our room than in the
soldiers” barracks. If indeed we had been two or three in a
room, perhaps staff-officers , . . But twenty? And in addi-
tion, to be one of the lowest in rank? A walk availed little
to ease this state of things. For one was forced to salute
and salute and salute, until one’s arm dropped helplessly
to one’s side; and one left the barrack-yard through sheer
« jnapility to salute any longer. At every turn one encountered
superior officers—several thousand superior officers—one
almost walked upon them and knocked up against them,
Worst of all was the fact that many of them were so embit-
tered and so devitalized that no other interest in life
remained to them, except 1o watch that they were saluted
by their inferiors in rank in strict accordance with the
regulations. “I am a soldier through and through,” Seydlitz
once remarked, “but this is sheer folly. Is not

nobody has the energy to abolish jt, , , » Certainly
our sense of discipline was often severely tried. A few
had indeed already ceased 1o salute. When questioned
they became sullen. In higher officer circles they were
already counted among the revolutionaries—among

Kerenski’s “Reds”—and it so ha
them I had a friend, Ppened that among
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Our room received a box of newspapers and books from
a Frau von Hannecken in Tientsin, and these were carefully
distributed among us by Dr. Berger. I was given a c9up1e
of old newspapers, and a thick book that had been published
about twenty years previously. In the newspapers I found
ja couple of pictures that I tore out and'stuck upon _the
| wall above my bed. One was the reproduction of-a painting,
“YWouthful Dreams”, in which a naked youth is depicted
l.eaning against the foot of a gigantic wall of rock. Sky and
water mingle before his gaze into an inseparable wl}ole. A
puny particle against the towering mass .of rock, his eyes
gazing far out into the unknown, he thinks ar.ld’ dreams.
The second picture was a photograph of Rodin’s statue,
“The Kiss”. When he caught sight of the nude ﬁgu.res’;
Windt gave voice to an obscene joke. The “Playfu% Warnor.
often spent long minutes standing before the picture; his
childish mouth became still softer, and his lips opened
ever so slightly. The third and last picture was of a Horse,
“Holsteinerin”, a five-year-old Holstein brood mare out of
Ceres Nr. 228 by Holderness 111, and each timg I gazed
upon it I thought of my own mare Zelle, an old remount
j from the Z group. Beneath these pictures I sat and read.
What a sensation it was to have a book in one’s hand again

" after two years! If only it had been some other book! It
was a book of Montegazza’s entitled, The Psychology of
Pleasure. Was not that irony?

In one corner of the barrack-yard stood a pair of hox}me-
made parallel bars. Seydlitz and I very often did exercises

* together on these bars. “Otherwise we would become com-

pletely rusty,” he used to say, “and it is to be hoped that
we shall not end our lives here.”

Undoubtedly one had to think of one’s body, one ha;lgto
2
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do physical jerks, but it was not wise to overdo it. Since
the Revolution our food had noticeably deteriorated in
quality and guantity. The rouble fell in value; the price of*
food rose. As we were forced to feed ourselves, and had
organized ourselves for this purpose into messes of twenty
men apiece, we immediately became conscious of each
rise in prices. If it went further at the present rate of
going . . . The Russians gave us each fifty roubles a month
for everything. This sum had certainly sufficed in the
previous year to purchase the chief necessaries of life. But
gradually . . . What did it matter to the Russian Govern-
ment if ultimately one could only purchase a box ‘of
matches with the fifty roubles? Fifty roubles was the amount
laid down in international agreement for captive officers—
that’s enough! “Buy combs, children,” said Licutenant
QOechler, a broad shouldered East-Prussian, who was in
¢harge of our kitchen, “for lousy days are ahead.”

Summer had come, But the Siberian summer is as ter-
rible as the Siberian winter. The green of the steppes
had long since been burnt brown, and yesterday our
medical officers found the temperature in the hospital to
be 48 degrees. Everyone lay exhausted on bags of shavings;
the majority clothed only in a linen handkerchief, If one
moved, the perspiration poured down one’s body; while—
to cap it all~we were weak and undernourished,

“A difference of a hundred degrees—the Devil himself
could not hold out against that!” growled Windt, who for
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For obvious reasons we could only drink water that had

been boiled, When, however, water itself is costly and wood
«for the fire still more costly . . .? A great many began to drink

schnapps in large quantities. What could one say? 1f it
did not avail to quench thirst or 1 moderate the heat, at
least it sent the brain to sleep for a while; also the thoughts
—those damned thoughts of home—that were often far .
werse to bear than thirst. For several months T still pos-
‘sessed the moral courage to despise the “red-noses” to be
seen in our camp. To-day 1 can understand any man who
drank in Siberia. I think that if 1 had had more money 1
should also have been found among their number.

One day, as 1 went to the Lafka, a sort of canteen that stood
on the boundary between the upper and lower camps, and
in which many things could be purchased ar outrageous _
prices, I caught sight of litde Blank in the distance. He
stood on the far side of the wire-fence, and gazed* with
wide-open eyes into the window behind which were bread
and sugar, tea and flour. When spoken to, he paid no atten-
tion. Not that he wished to buy anything, not that it was
physical hunger that had turned him to stone, but the
spiritual longing to handle these things once more. The
past and the future had become blended together within
him. I watched him for a long time without his being con-
scions of it. Had he not once cried out in delirium in-
Totzkoje: “Another pound of coffee for the lady, Frank,
Certainly, madam—Guatemala, special quality?”

The thought crossed my mind that each of us was
possessed by a different kind of longing. Blank’s was smail
and paliry and exceedingly modest—just to be once more
behind a counter was all he desired—yet no matter of
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weeks past had gone about entirely naked. When questioned,
_he made an obscene reply.

“Leave him alone!” said Hansen, Lacke, and Farben.
*“His is the liberty of a fool.”
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what sort our desires, whether great or small, all are alike
in the way in which they ravage and consume us. At times
littde Blank coughed, and each time he did so he passed
his hand across his pale lips and stole a glance at his

fingers. The idea crossed my mind that Blank would never
again weigh out flour and sugar.

For several days Turkish troop trains kept arriving at eur
camp. From one wagon six still living men were dragged
forth from a heap of thirty corpses. Twelve were carried out
of apother while many wagons contained only corpses. Ague,

“That’s nothing new,” said Dr. Berger. “In 1914 two
hundred Turkish cholera cases were dispatched to a
destination in closed wagons. After three weeks they reached
Pensa, and only sixty men remained alive.”

_Miiller confirmed his story: “When in 15 I lay on the
station platform in Samara, two wagons arrived with their
doors and windows boarded-up. Everyone thought they
contained food supplies, and left them standing about
without troubling to investigate. When at last they were
opened, they were found to contain 68 Turks, of whom
only eight were still alive. The wagons were run on to a
siding outside the town. The frozen bodies were hacked
loose with spades and thrown into a hole filled with lime.”

A Slovakian captain, who was what the Austrians call a
genuine Woijak, notwithstanding the shortage of space,
had been successful up to this in remaining the only
man in the whole camp with a room to himself alone. So
impossible was he that not a single man would voluntarily
share a room with him. “The world belongs to the shame-
less”, might with truth have been said of him. As a

punishment for some complaint that had been made of
252

1918

him, a youthful ensign was ordered to share his room. In
| some way or other one must listen to complaints? And if

, those “above” have not the energy, then those “below”

‘ have to snatch the chestnuts out of the fire.

Saltin learnt of this punishment. “Just think of it,
Ensign,” he said. “The poor devil knocked upon the door.
‘Come in. What do you want?’ asked Captain Kosim. ‘I
have to report that 1 have been ordered by the camp
oymmandant to share your room, sir.’ ‘Indeed,’ said
Kosim. ‘Indeed? First of all then open the door

wide” As the ensign did so, Kosim rose up and struck
him such a blow that he went head-over-heels out of the
room.”

“Once in a way this fellow should be given a sound
thrashing,” cried Windt angrily.
“What?’ said Metkel, “an officer . . .’

“Yes,” answered Windt quietly, “and also everyone why ™
defends such an ‘officer?’ »

Y

One morning in autumn we saw a small train standing on
the rails without an engine. In the front was a seond-class
carriage, and behind were six or seven cattle-trucks.
Glittering in the sunlight beside the door of the compart-
ment stood a large samovar from which the smoke rose
in long columns. Close beside it a tiny flag fluttered in
the breeze—a red cross on 2 white ground.
“That is the ‘Fair Anpel,” said Dr. Berger, as he

turned around. “Put everything in order, boys, and clean
yourselves. The “Fair Angel’ is coming!”

“Who is she, Lieutenant?” 1 inquired.
“Have you never heard the name before?” answered
Dr. Berger. “Through the whole of Siberia she is known
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by“this name. She is the Swedish delegate, Elsa Brind-
strém.”

“Oh! I said hurriedly, “I know her.”

About mid-day she arrived in our midst. We all stood
before our beds; the customarily unshaven, shaven; those
wh9 usually went about half naked properly attired in
their um'.forms. There was no sign of dirty water; nowhere
Wwas a pair of pants to be seen hanging up to dry. Our room
was so clean and orderly that it took on an unfriendly
and <‘:01d atmosphere in our eyes. Accompanied by our
captain, §he made the round of the room, speaking a few
words with each of us, and asking each what he stood in
need of. The Russian officers, whose demeanour was
gteatl_y altered from what it had formerly been remained
standing by the door. As she shook Seydlitz by, the hand
. she ézid sz;idenly: “Haven’t we met before?” ’

.+ “Certainly, Sister. In Irkutsk,” i i
laugh. “We exchanged a few kind Ivlt'e();gsl’l’ed’ vith a gentle

“Yes. Now I remember. I i
Hadn’t you to pay for it?” s Wortied about you then.

“No, Sister, not I—perhaps the lot of us. A few days later
;1;33; tiztrf’xyclled us on some threadbare excuse to run the

“So I heard,” she said sofily, “Were .
in Irkutsk?” y you the whole time

“No,” replied Seydlitz, pointin «
. g to me. “Bef
were six months in Totzkoje,” elore that we
“Totzkoje!” she exclaimed, “M » i
. y God!” I
she shut her eyes and her face grew white nvoluatarly
“Sister,” said Seydlitz, “in the u .
- pper camp there are
two hundred from Totzkoje. Could not one manage to do

so;x;ithjng special for them? I don’t think one of them has
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recovered from it. They are all still suffering as a result of
having been there.”

“Yes,” she quickly replied. “Most certainly.”

*  As she went from one to the other, each had a different
request to make of her. Dr. Berger gave her a thick letter
for his wife, whom—as we all knew—he deeply loved.
Windt wanted to borrow money—repayable at home, if
possible. Merkel asked her how things were going on the
Frehch front. “Well, very well,” she answered. “More
than that I cannot say.” Hansen, Lacke, and Farben asked
whether the war would not soon be ended.

“Yes,” she replied, laughing. “I think this will be my
last trip.”

When she stood before Schulenberg and inquired what
requests he had to make of her, that thin, silent man with
the typical officer’s profile answered briefly: “Many
thanks, Sister, I have none.”

As she moved round I followed each of her steps With
my eyes. How fair she was! Hope and courage returned to
us all. We were undoubtedly in safe keeping and for her
there could have been no better title: the Fair Angel.

In Saltin’s room hung a great map of the war-zone. A
map of Europe on which tiny flags marked the fronts and
positions of the troops. Black and white flags showed the
German lines, black and gold the Austrian, red and white

the Turks, and green and white the Bulgarians. The whole

was the work of Captain Schank, who spent days in moving
the flags about in accordance with the latest communique_és.
He was immensely proud of his work and delighted to be
regarded as a strategist. Not for an instant did he ever

doubt that we should win the war. Was he not in
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the right? If one stood before his map, there seemed to be3
no other possibility. How could an army that occupied vast,
stretches of the enemy’s territory be defeated? ;

When an offensive was in progress, the room became a
rendezvous of old soldiers weighing and arguing over the
chances and wallowing in strategy and tactics. Among them
was one who since 1914 had kept a record of all the prisoners
reported by the Russians, and who maintained from the
knowledge he had thus acquired that the Russian com-
muniqués were filled with lies; thus, for example, he had
calculated that the total of the prisoners reported as taken
by the Russians exceeded the entire strength of our army.
He was inordinately proud of his discovery, and invariably
carried the list of prisoners about with him wherever he
went. Once I earned for myself the disapproval of Captain
Schank by asking him, as he was in the middle of delivering
a long lecture, to prove that we must unquestionably be
the victors in the war. “Whether he had ever heard of
Pyrrhus’ victory?”

With the coming of winter another exciting rumour flew
round the camp. Kerenski’s Government had been over-
thrown. A duumvirate under Lenin and Trotsky had seized
the reins of power. In contradistinction to Kerenski’s
Menshevist, i.e. minority party, the newcomers called
themselves Bolshevists—the party of the majority. Eight
days later the rumour proved to have been well-founded.
Kerenski and his Cabinet had taken to flight. At the Front
the soldiers were fraternizing with one another, while the
new Government were suing for peace. Their motto was:
Bread, Peace, Freedom. Everyone in our room went mad,

and in the barrack-yard men embraced who had hitherto
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ards threw away thftir
never exchanged 2 word. ;1":; thg: camp arm-in-arm with

i d went singing o rs had
e, o It was said that some of the office I
our soldiers. though I was 0o church-goer,

: ir kit. Al
already packed thel(f) have gone that day to church.

1d have liked t
Sh(')Il‘lhree days later I visited my men. In the me

their belongings-
several had already packed up oy o this?”

tto s
«“Well, men, what have you g0
* :‘Speeak‘.” called out Schnarrenberg.
knew. _
I relamda:&;' «In that case We shall be gble to depa:rtaxcx:
t]'zrwuinn;ks » New life had entered into him and no
?Nas left of his violent hate for l‘ns fello\y mlen;fter e con-
“Certainly,” declared Pod. ¢ Immedxa.te y o
lusion of peace. That is the custom by intern2 o el
) u:?rue ”pI replied. “But first of all peace mustth :Se gPt:1 ot
“Whaé‘.” cried Schnarrenbers. “W./hat' cartled 5 o
do? They’ll have to sign whatever 18 dicta

that is all.” ) )
snquired about Elsa Briandstrom. ) as
E'll?ti‘?:ea woman,” said Pod. “They say that she

i > of
already saved hundreds of thousands of lives, We've g
boots—proper

leather boots, underclothes, $0apPs books,

l) . ve a 100ko” Iie
3

i oat—
pulled off from his plank bed 2 thickly padded grey ©

{1 as
far too long for him—that could serve equally we

under-blanket or winter overcoat. - inter into e
«At Jast we can once more go out 1

ir.” irli lank.
freilgfalcfr'ﬂy no one stole,” interrupted the girlish B

i blue-
He coughed frequently and beneath his eyes Were

black rings. . 257
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only to be followed quickly by a second and 'thnd——all
throwing menacing clouds of thick smoke behind them.
While the cattle-trucks were filled with troops, the muzzlcsst
of cannon peered out from the uncovered wagons.1 Alrélroesd
simultaneously with the arrival of the train, thrc.ti l:rilines
cavalry trotted on the right and left of the ;ane 1w gorses’
into the village. They were mounted on tall, lively o
o the teeth, and red stars blazed fror.n ou o
"l‘fir:lf(\iwsgnen caps. The place wa; sc(‘)fm :li‘;/eb glzhczz e 0;_

ons and, dire € g
‘:::::ﬂig:;:i i:c:xn;\:ihcil‘;vziross the rails to thf: camp carrjtlll:;g
spades and axes with which, with resounchngkl:lowsé thez
Jevelled the fence in front of tI;e :eit:ltifsl;a;:r;c 5 an
foi?;fcioﬁfsm::l;’t? stkllz;o;atgltl rio“c;ig their trenches right in
front of our windows,”’ remarked Dr.'B‘e’:fger..d b sirman
© “Ah well! that'll be lively, damn it!” said the ),
Proschow.

I went into the village with Seydlitz. Guns were being
unloaded and limbered up. Teams of four horses were
then attached to the limbers, and the guns galloped off
amidst much noise towards the east. There was no trace of
any real authority, and they seemed more like a band of
free-booters than a body of troops. Nearly everyone yelled
and cursed and quarrelled. Their leaders—young men with
clever faces—addressed them in a friendly fashion, although
at the same time they gazed far beyond them as if they
saw a goal ahead in the far distance with which all this
had nothing whatever to do. For a time we remained
standing while Seydlitz watched the passing troops with

cold and contemptuous eyes, Some of them were drunk;
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their fur caps were stuck on the backs of their heads and
suddenly, to the accompaniment of a loud sing-song, they

.began to dance madly. “A band of robbers!” said Seydlitz

at last. “A squadron under Holcking would drive them into
the Baikal.”

Three middle-aged officers stood in front of our barracks.
They appeared to be former non-commissioned officers of
attillery, and acted as if there were no prisoners of war
‘resent, argued at length and finally, although still only
half-agreed among themselves, gave orders to a battery to
take up its position. The guns dashed noisily past the
houses and turned and twisted in the barrack-squares. The
long gun-carriages were concealed behind the protection
and shadow of the red walls, the guns cleared for action.

That afternoon our captain, accompanied by Colonel
von Strann, the senior of the Austrian officers, walked

through the camp. Beside them walked two Bolshevist’
officers.

“Halt, Ensign!” he called to me from a distance.

“What do you want, sir?” i

“The interpreter is ill. T understand you know Russian.
The new commandant wants to give us his orders. Here is
some paper. Please write down whatever he says.”

“You understand Russian?” asked the commandant, a
young stripling with a clever but wild face. “Good. Write
as follows: Whoever supports the White troops will
be shot. Have you got that? Whoever gives information
to the White troops will be shot. Have you got that?
Whoever among the prisoners of ‘war will enter our ranks

“at once becomes a free Russian citizen and will be given

pay and arms—have you also got that?—like our soldiers.
Commandant Pastuchow. Finished.”
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At this moment a couple of cavalrymen came in with
their first prisoner—a young officer of Vereniki’s who had
been caught on reconnaissance. He was brought before the
commandant, and the two men eyed each other. For
several seconds a stream of hatred passed from one pair of
eyes to the other as the current passes between two poles
overcharged with electricity.

“If you will tell us all, you will only be shot,” I
heard the commandant say. “If not—tortured until yoﬁ
speak!”

“What do you want to know?” asked the officer, a young
Cossack ensign. The yellow stripes on his trousers seemed
like flames—so bright were they.

“Who is your commander?” asked the commandant.

“God!” replied the ensign in a voice filled with reverence.
. “Are you scoffing at me, dog?” foamed the commandant,
raising his hand between the fingers of which the butt of
a heavy pistol peeped forth and striking the ensign between
the eyes in a fit of terrible fury. We crept away.

“And those are brothers?” murmured Seydlitz. “The
sons of one race? . . .”

Two new w.ords were firmly fixed in our minds—two
new ideas: White and Red. For the first time we experienced
; z(;;ie:aste of the terror that was about to burst forth over

An(lath'er day I met Schnarrenberg once more filled with
optimism. He said the Russian swine were done for; that
now it was the turn of the French poilus; and’ that
we would yet march in triumph through the, Branden-
burger Tor. As we conversed it happened that we were

Stiréczlmg by the mortuary: a pure chance—and yet . . .
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A certain undertone in his voice aroused my anger, and I
said: “I have also met Holcking.”

“Count Holcking—to whom the Russian general returned
his sword? Damnation! that was a deed. And still people
say that war lacks nobility. War . ..”

“Yes,” I interrupted. “Just behind the Front another
officer took away his sword again, and with it hit the
almost dying man several blows across the head.” Schnar-
>renberg bit his lips, and his stern face worked convulsively.

“If 1 were you, Schnarrenberg,” I said coldly, “I
wouldn’t tell that story quite so frequently. There was
nothing noble about it. It was only a farce, a fine gesture,
nothing more. . . .”

For a while we were well-treated by our new rulers.
Sentries disappeared, and officers and men were no longer
separated from each other. In the eyes of the Bolshevists
all were equal—so it was said throughout the camp. We'
could go wherever we liked, with the solitary exception of
the railway-station, but that sufficed to render us prisoners
as before. To take to flight across the steppes would have
been sheer madness. Before the first night Had passed

-away one would have been frozen to death or devoured by

wolves. Ah! these Bolshevists were cleverer than their
Tsarist or Kerenskian predecessors. For they achieved
the same result by their orders, only at a lesser cost to
themselves. Not, indeed, that we regarded them with
enmity. All that we had heard of them-—their intellectual
views, Oriental ideology, boundless brutality—made them
appear strange and incomprehensible to our eyes, yet they
had given us more liberty and so caused us to regard
them with tolerance.

The hill on which the camp stood rose up solitary in the
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midst of the plain. We walked in all directions across the
steppe, or down into the village. It was a joy to walk across
the steppe—to walk with light, free paces across a plain
over which eyes that had for years past been hemmed in
by high fences could once more gaze into far distances. The
ylllage was an even greater joy. Our starved gaze surfeited
ltsel‘f on the exiles who had settled there, on the Chinese
coolies with their slit-eyes, and on the Burjaten nomads
and Manchurian tea caravans with their pompous camels.

At the entrance to the village stood the inn. After the
November Revolution it was always full. A small and dirty
Chinese boy served as waiter. Tea and fish and meat were
to be had, and we frequently ate baranina—mutton
roasted on a spit. For weeks past our mess had no longer
been able to serve us with meat. On my first visit to the
inn I gobbled up half a leg of mutton and, as I ate, I
thought: “I must come here once with Pod!”

At the farthest end of the village, in the poor Chinese
quarter, an opium den was to be found. Now and again
one of us was to be seen vanishing through its dark
entrance. 1 was told that Lieutenant Thurn recently spent
a whole day there, and that he returned with dull and
vacant eyes, but for two days his face bore the impress of
an indescribable beauty. “A new and even greater danger
for us,” said Dr. Berger, “than the old dangers.”

Women were also to be found in the homesteads higher
up. “They’re only peasant girls,” said Windt shortly, “but
they know what copulation means.” On his smal,l and
baldﬁﬁezd Fhat. could be descried from afar, and which
:V;thz& with impudent thoughts, were several suspicious

“Thev’re already s i i i
- y sent a Russian to Tschita,” said Merkel,
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as though he were relating a matter of daily occurrence,
“for the purpose of bringing back something worth while.”

“Do you know, Ensign,” said Dr. Berger in an aside,
“that Asiatic syphilis is the most terrible of all venereal
diseases?”

“No, Lieutenant.”

“It is said to be specially common in Transbaikalia,” he
added lightly.
+ T looked at him. He was once more plunged in his book.
He looked as though he had not opened his lips. I under-

stood.

A number of officers with artistic leanings, influenced and
aided by our newly won freedom, turned a barracks
unsuited for living purposes, into a theatre. As the result
of an appeal, it became evident that we possessed among
us the necessary artists—singers, stage managers, actors,’
and scene painters. For a month everyone worked, with
feverish energy. Costumes were prepared from old uni-
forms, unused sheets and sand-bags, and painted and
decorated with colours obtained from multi-coloured
papers. Newspapers fastened one above another, and
painted with paint made out of all possible substances,
furnished the scenery. The female roles were assigned to
young lieutenants and ensigns of an especially girlish and
seductive appearance. The opening night was a very special
occasion. Our Officers’ Orchestra—whose instruments came
for the most part from the “Fair Angel” and a charming
German Sister, Friulein von Walsleben—conducted by a
Viennese conductor—little Lieutenant Hollisch—per-

formed an operetta. The actors were overwhelmed with

unending applause, while the principal “girl”—ravishing
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in his woman’s clothes—became the centre of a furious

fight.

- “‘She’ has received so many offers,” said Windt, “that
‘she’ has been forced to ask for military protection.”
Greatly encouraged by this success, our actor-manager

proposed to stage a well-known operetta. Lieutenant Blau,

who was a genius in a small way, was ready to write down

the score from memory.

As we sat at mess on the following evening, a small
Austrian lieutenant unexpectedly appeared in the door-
way. At once I noticed his peculiar appearance, as of one
who walked in his sleep. He used to stand for hours in
one place in the barrack-yard as though listening to
something. I had often seen him standing thus, and had
never been able to explain his conduct to myself, Dr.
"Berger rose up and went towards him.

“What do you want, Lieutenant?” he asked in a friendly
way.

“I beg your pardon,” said the stranger. “But I heard
voices here. Is my wife here? I heard her speak to my
daughter—most certainly in this room. There! she calls
me by name. Don’t you hear anything?”

Dr. Berger grew pale. “You are mistaken,” he said
wearily. “I hear nothing,”

“There!” cried the lieutenant. “There—just now!
Keep quiet! Listen! You must put your hands to your
ears—thus—do you see?” Suddenly he laughed. “There!
she has just called ‘George,” don’t you hear? It was quite
clear—G-E-O-R-G-E.” His hands dropped from his ears,
and he looked inquiringly around the room. “Only I can’t

ﬁncisher, I can’t find her!” he said helplessly. “You have
2
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good sight, Lieutenant, you cannot deny it. Tell me!
Everyone here hides from me—naturally—they are en-
vious. That I can easily understand. Nobody has a wife
here except myself. But I won’t be played with any longer
~—won’t look about any longer.”

Windt came forward. A few—fearing his tactlessness—
sought to intervene. He motioned them away. “Yes,” he
said cheerfully, placing his hands to his ears in the same
Manner as the Austrian lieutenant. “I hear it also. But it
is not here. It must be in the next room among your own
fellows.”

“Am 1 really mistaken?” asked the little lieutenant with
a note in his voice that pierced our hearts like a knife.

“I am certain. . ..”

“No!” he cried out. “You only want to send me into
the next room again. Oh! I know it! You always play tI)le/
same game with me. I am always forced to wander about—
wander about. But it’s no longer a game.” .

Once more he suddenly became silent, his head slightly
on one side, and his hands held funnel-shape to his ears.
After a pause he whispered: “Or . . . or did I really deceive
myself? Is it perhaps in the next room?”

“Wait a moment!” said Windt quickly. “I hear some-
thing. Aren’t you called G-E-O-R-G-E?”

“Yes,” he murmured. “I'm George. Yes. I am.” A
laugh spread over his good-natured countenance, and a
flicker began to show in his eyes that looked through and
beyond men and buildings. With his hands held to his
ears, he hurried out into the passage. The door stood open
behind him, and we heard him ask the same question in
the next room that he had addressed to us on entering

ours. Nobedy spoke.
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“I have no appetite left,” said Proschow loudly. “Dam-
nation!” .

“Don’t you know him, Doctor?” asked Windt qu_leﬂY-
“Have you not heard about him? His name is Koéhler,
and for months past he does nothing but wander from one
room to another. One can only get him out of a room i1l
the same way that I did. It is the only way, even if it 18
not nice.” -

At the beginning of winter our “University” once more
opened its doors. With our camp-stools in our hands, Dr.
Berger and I went almost daily to the “lecture-room”’s
which was always full—mainly with the younger men—
and contained a table and reading-stand. Almost every
subject could be studied and, as the bald-headed Windt
remarked, “only a chemical laboratory was missing.”
"Since there were representatives of nearly all the facuities
among those from the Reserve of Officers who had been
taken prisoners, it was actually possible to learn the same
subjects as were at that time being learnt by students at
home. The lecturers were mainly university professors and
lecturers. Professor Dr. Kowarcsik, for example, lectured
on Natural History; Professor Melzer on the History of
Art and on Ancient Languages; Professor Dr. Hillberg on
Modern Languages and Philosophy; Dr. Bauer on Litera-
ture; Dr. Dofak on Journalism; Dr. Blau on Anatomy;
Dr. Schmidt on Political Economy; and Staff-Captain
Mohring on Tactics and Strategy.

In the “University”, however, there happened what
had so often happened before in our camp in other direc-
tions. The spirit was indeed willing, but the flesh often

proved weak. Too often the words of the lecturer rang in
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our ears like empty sounds, only occasionally did they
clothe themselves in the guise of actual and recognizable
ideas. We were too blunted, too tired, too used up to take
in what they were intended to convey to our brains. Never-
theless we refused to give in. Each day the contest was
resumed anew. If Dr. Berger had not invariably taken me
with him I would much sooner have ceased to attend.
Each time he exercised anew a compulsion that could
scarcely be felt, while through weakness I was incapable of
resisting him.

“Down below, Ensign,” said Lieutenant Merkel, “a
frightful fellow, lousy and dirty as a Russian, asked me
about you. He’d lost absolutely all idea of how an officer
should be addressed. Just take this opportunity to teach
him once for all.”

“Certainly, Lieutenant,” I said aloud. Then added in an
undertone: “God help me!” I went outside. Could it be
anyone else except Pod? It was Pod. With his long heard
and flowing Chinese robe, he looked like a modern Wander-
ing Jew.

“Hello! Pod, old boy,” I called out, “what’s up?”

“I’ve got a letter! My first! From Anna!”

“How is she?”

“Splendid! My best plough-horse, Blesse, has foaled
twice—each time a filly. That means there’s more to come!
At the time she wrote potatoes were coming up in the
rye-fields. Little George is already old enough to drive the
cows in from pasture—and is a proper scamp, like his
father! But . ., .»

“Yes, Pod?”

“Yes,” he went on, “there’s nothing to be done—this

damned war! They’ve commandeered our best horse,
269



THE ARMY BEHIND BARBED WIRE

Ajax. The one we always drove to church with on Sundays.
The Dragoons have got him.”

I gave a sigh of relief. “That’s not so bad, Pod,” I said
consolingly. “He’ll be kept at the base, won’t he? But we
must celebrate this letter and also your Anna, mustn’t we?
There’s a pub in the village where one gets other things
besides horse goulasch.”

. He shook his head. “If on our return you don’t come
immediately to my farm, my boy,” he said sadly, “to fatteu
yourself up for half a year on bacon and sausages—"

“I promise you, Pod.”

We went off together, but after we had taken a couple
of steps he suddenly stood still. “Junker,” he said timidly,
“I’d like to see what sort of quarters you’ve got. Can I1?”

“Of course, Pod. Naturally.”

We turned-about and went back to my room. Nearly
“everyone was there. Fifteen pairs of eyes gazed upon us
with.curiosity. For a time Pod stood with heels well apart,
“Dragoon Podbielski asks leave to enter,” he said in a
soldierly tone.

“Yes, yes,” said Dr. Berger. “Come along in.”

“Hello, Methuselah !’ laughed Windt.

“This is Pod, Doctor,” I said, as I pushed him forward.
“He wants to see for himself how I am housed.”

. Befflef legghed. “By all means. Make yourself at home,”
e said. “Here are three cigarett i a
already told me about you.”g * Pod. "The ensign has

We sat for a while on the bed. Pod smoked hard. “Man,”
xgn&uy saig, “I had never thought it could be so cleal,l!
e good air. . . . You’ i i
eh? Not a single one?” e cemainly got no lice here,

“No, Pod.”
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“Is it possible? And pictures, boy? And a table . .. ”

“Would you also like one, Pod?”
~ “No!” he said gruffly. “Shut up!”

His big doglike eyes remained fixed on my largest
picture. “Desire—of—Youth!” he spelled out the title
slowly letter by letter. “Yes, boy,” he said softly. “That’s
something for you . . . and for our time.” Suddenly his
gaze passed to the second picture. He drew himself up and
read, “The Kiss”. For a while he remained silent before
he started to speak very softly, and as if to himself: “You
don’t yet know what a woman is, boy. . . . I know, although
I had almost forgotten. Oh! a woman is everything and
can be everything. She ruffles your hair—and all is well
again. She draws your head to rest between her breasts—
and everything is forgotten. She’s soft and warm—all that
is not to be found here. Worry is at an end if you have got
a true woman—and all despondency. When she lies con-
tented in your arms, life holds nothing more. Nothing
more can happen to you—nothing. You know once again
who you are, where you are, and where you belong.”

An hour later we went into the village. Baranina was to
be had, and Pod devoured a whole leg of mutton. “Ah,
boy!” he suddenly said in his old voice. “This food and-
that letter—God knows there are good days even in
Siberial”

I had hardly got back before Lieutenant Merkel—the
“Button”—came up to my bed. “I want to draw your
attention to the fact that it is not desired that soldiers
should visit your room,” he said softly but sharply. A
sudden fury arose in me at the sight of his empty face and
cold fish’s eyes.

“Why not?” I answered.
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“Why not?” he replied stiffly. ““Since when has it been
customary for a lieutenant to have to give his reasons to
an ensign for making a demand of him? Are you quite
mad, sir? I refuse to be treated as a civilian! Moreover, 1t
is enough to make anyone angry that you should permit
yourself to be on such terms of friendship m'th. common
soldiers. It is intolerable, sir! We do not desire to :cc
your friends any more. Nor to hear any more of ‘Lhcm!_ )

I gazed at him with fury in my eycs. Sometlungkoﬂcu
up in me. But I was a soldier—and I knew the futility of
argument. “Damned brute!” I thought quietly. He went
off to bed.

Scarcely had he reached his own bed again beforc Dr.
Berger came over to me. “Don’t let this give you any grey
hairs, Ensign,” he said laughingly. “And let your fricnds
come as often as they want to. Licutenant Merkel doesn’t
"speak for all of us. He speaks only in pluralis majestatis!”

“Yes, Licutenant,” I said—and a lump rose in my
throat. “No,” I thought to myself, “he doesn’t speak for
everybody. Are there not many who think like Bcrgcr?”.

“If one’s going mad,” said little Windt in a loud voice
directed towards Merkel’s corner, “it begins in the head—
especially when there’s not much in it It scemed as
though he wanted to emphasize my very thoughts. No
sooner had he finished speaking than Licutenant Schmgn-
burg—a thin, silent regular officer—raised his voce.
“ jeutenant Merkel!” he said bitingly. “I am the _scmor
regular officer here, and I am glad that the ensign, 1n the
speaal‘cncumstancs now prevailing, maintains so splendid
a relationship with the men from his regiment. In future—

follow his example! I particularly desire it.”

As I lay down in bed I saw a fat louse crawling across
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my blanket. I captured him and, in order that nobody
should hear it, I pressed the breath out of him beneath
my bed-clothes. ““Ah!"” thought I, “Pod left behind a
small remembrance of himself."”

In November the Bolshevist Government appealed to the
Ceatral Empires for an armistice. An armistice is the first
step towards the conclusion of peace~—is it not? Or was
tais announcement in the newspapers only fabricated by
the new Government for the purposc of currying favour
with the war-sick Russian nation? When threc weeks later
a telegram reached the commandant with the news that
the armistice had been signed, we could not but believe
it. It is difficult not to belicve that which one has desired
ardently for many years. Dr. Berger delivered a short
speech that evening in which he cxhorted us as follows:
“Now let’s hold out. Let’s never forget that we are here
in the service of the Fatherland. And let's bear our crucl
Fate bravely and honourably and silently to the end out
of love for our Fatherland and our Nation.” As his voice
ccased, a couple of officers began 1o sing Deutschland,
Deutschland iber alles. Seydlitz joined in and sang with
all his might and main. Morning had dawned before we
scparated. Everyone belicved that it could only be a
matter of weeks. A Te Dewm was arranged for the following
day. I went.

Windt said: “War and deceit are alike. Onc must never
Jet oneself be caught out in a deception, and one must
never lose a war. When all goes well, everything is well and
well done. When things go wrong, then everybody starts to
talk untl the crash comes.”
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The Emperor’s birthday was due to come round in_ a
few days’ time. It was resolved to celebrate it this year with
quite exceptional solemnity. Captain Mittelberg came to
discuss the programme with the senior officers in our room.
The Officers’ Choir was to sing; the Officers’ Orchestra to
play. Dr. Berger was detailed to preach the sermon, read
the Service, and give the Absolution. Our captain was 10
propose the Emperor’s health. “Well, gentlemen,” he said
finally. “We must now levy another small tax in order tv
be able to give our guests a more or less suitable dinner.”

“And to-morrow there will be kascha 1 murmured
Windt.

“What did you say, Lieutenant Windt?”

“Nothing, Captain!”

The tiny incident served to recall what had occurred at
a meeting held by the Austrian officers to make preparations
for celebrating the birthday of the Emperor Karl. Among
them. were many who were plastered with decorations,
although they had never once heard the whistling of a
bullet, and when the colonel reminded the assembled
officers that as a matter of course all decorations must be
worn, a captain called out sharply: “Naturally. But in that
case 1 beg to propose that all decorations acquired behind
the lines should be worn on the back of the recipient!”

The banquet began. Our beds were piled up in the
passage, and ensigns were detailed to act as sentries. The
tables of the German officers were placed together to form
one long table. Our captain was seated at the head of the
table, and was far too conscious of his own importance. On
his right and left were seated the officers of the allied
armies—Austrian and Hungarian colonels and Turkish
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majors. The menu consisted of a vegetable soup, beef
served with dumplings, and bilberry tarts. “For this,”

_said Windt gruffly, as he ate enough for three, “we shall

have to take in our trouser-buckles for a month to come
like a woman without corsets!”” Schnapps followed in
rivers. An East Prussian, Proschow, who had Russian blood
in his veins, had succeeded after many experiments in
cencocting an “Emperor’s liqueur” that was not at all bad.
* When on the evening before the banquet Seydlitz came
past his “distillery”, he said contemptuously: “Schnapps
here, my friends! We want once in a way to be patriotic!”
Cheeks gradually grew redder and eyes became glazed as
glass followed glass of this powerful vodka. As ten o’clock
struck silence fell upon the noisy company. Our captain
rose and cast a piercing glance at Proschow, who continued
to yell without taking any notice of him. '

“Gentlemen!” said Mittelberg, as though he com-
manded a battalion, “although we stand to-day in a strange
land twelve thousand kilometres distant from our own,
and from the places in which is being celebrated the greatest
of our national commemorations, nevertheless our hearts
‘are no less filled than are hearts at home with the same
emotion: loyalty to our country and our Emperor—loyalty
unto death!” He went on to add that, although we no
longer fought with weapons, yet our sacrifices were no less
worthy of admiration than those of our comrades at the
Front; and in his peroration he spoke of speedy victory and
a triumphal return home beneath the eyes of the Emperor.
“And now, gentlemen!” he ended, “rise, lift your glasses,
and join with me as one man in the toast: Our Supreme
War Lord, His Majesty. . . .”

At this very moment the door was timidly thrown open
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and on the threshold stood—Lieutenant Kohler! “Ah!” he
said nervously, in the midst of a deathly silen_ce. “Pardoln
me, gentlemen! You are holding a celetbratxon? 1 ox: }I'
want to ask: Is my wife here? And my little daughter:

distinctly heard their voices.”

The best hated of all were men of the “Buttop” type who,
on the occasion of each victory, opened their mouths xgl
give vent to tactless remarks about “a damned go(t))
licking”. The majority of us had suﬁerf’.d too muc.:h to ;
able to comprehend this sort of warlike enthusiasm.
nation must certainly be valiant and capable of defendmg
itself; we would be ready to do our dut.y once again; and
would not forget it even here. One thing, however, had
become too deeply impressed upon us for us ever to forget
it: that war is something far too terrible to be tallfed about
in"a boasting and light-hearted manner. For us it see.med
only natural that every civilized man should regard it as
his first duty to do everything in his power to prevent war.
When one of these “Buttons” once spoke to pr. Berger
in this bodstful way, the Doctor replied: “I be.heve we are
living in the twentieth century, Captain:? Bes,l’des, Iama
lawyer—a servant of Right and not of Might!

When it was barely light we were awakened one morning
by a wild thundering of hoofs. We dashed to the wmdowcsi
to behold patrols riding in from every side. The broa
trench before our door in a few minutes resembled a
seething nest of scorpions.

“The charm is broken!” cried Windt. )

Half an hour later the first line of infantry appeared in
very open formation, only to be followed at brief intervals
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by a second, third, fourth, fifth. . . . The Red sentries
seemed to have lost confidence; their boastfulness disap-
.peared like snow before the south wind. Their officers
gazed through their field-glasses with anxious expressions
and close-shut lips.

“The seventh, eighth, now the ninth—Devil take it!”
I overheard a couple of Red sentries cursing. A window
bsoke with a sharp crack. The first shell from the field-
batteries came whining between the barracks to burst in
a high geyser of flame in the sand directly in front of the
first line of trenches. “Open fire!” called a non-commis-
sioned officer, as he ran down to the battery. Volley after
volley rang out, the spaces between the houses resembled
mouths belching forth flames, heat, and brimstone. The
barracks trembled ceaselessly, the floors of the rooms
swayed, furniture and bedsteads creaked and shook, and
the smoke of the artillery bombardment swirled acridly in
through the broken window. The champion mare “Hol-
steinerin” fell from the wall and broke a leg.

The mass of attacking troops in the distance came nearer
and—ably officered~—dashed through the fire zone. They
¢ontinued to advance in a series of dashes that tended to
become shorter and shorter; and they opened up a cool
and well-directed covering fire. One after another the
bullets came flying through our window. For a while we
lay flat upon the floor, then soon afterwards sptang up
once more to keep a look-out. The stone breastworks of
the trenches in which the defenders stood proved far more
dangerous to them than did lying out upon the open
steppe to the attackers. Nearly every bullet ripped knife-
like splinters from the blocks of stone, sent them showering
into the air like swirls of shrapnel, and so each found two
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and three targets instead of one. Every man that fell looked
as though he had been slashed with knives.

Directly beneath our window an officer stood beside a.
machine-gun which blazed unceasingly, jumped backwards
and forwards and sideways, and barked like a mad dog.
After a time the gunner sank down over his gun that
then ceased to fire. At the same instant the commandant
seized him and threw him with inconceivable strength
upon the parapet to act as a sand-bag to stop bullets. Wt
shrieked for awhile. All the corpses were thrown up to
form a parapet to shelter the firing-line. Presently the storm
of projectiles died away. Only here and there did a heavy
body quiver. Heads and arms that had been torn away by

shells lay scattered around.
“Why are they still lying there? The attackers?” whis-

pered Seydlitz. “Two big dashes would land them in the
"trenches.”

It certainly scemed as though the attacking swarms
were unwilling to leave their covering to make an attack.
Or were they perhaps waiting for the arrival of a pre-
arranged moment?

At this instant a fiendish Cossack “Hurra” burst forth
from behind the barracks, to the accompaniment of the
clatter of innumerable horses’ hoofs. I noticed that the
commandant sprang backwards and gazed towards the
rear with fury in his eyes. Half a dozen of us dashed into
the passage in order to be able to take a look in the direction
from which the “Hurras” were coming.

“Good heavens! What a picture!” cried Olfert. Two,

three, four regiments of Cossacks galloped out of the

village, standing in their stirrups, led by a surprising

number of officers, and swept with phantom-like swiftness
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over the intervening space to pour like a brown flood
between the barracks. Two teams were able to turn their
.guns upon the oncoming Cossacks. Their first shots
cracked plaintively forth, aimed far too high, and the very
next instant the Cossacks were upon them. They cut down
the gunners, rode on, and reached the trenches from behind
at the same moment as the infantry who, on hearing the
sound of the first “Hurra” of the oncoming attack, had
abandoned their position, advanced at a rush, and sprung
over the parapet from in front. Not a single man of the
defenders escaped. A few defended themselves to the death.
A number surrendered their arms with loud entreaties for
mercy.

Against the wall beneath our window they placed seven
disarmed and severely wounded officers. In their midst
stood the commandant. A tall handsome officer approached
him. In his right hand he carried a heavy whip on the end’
of which dangled small leaden balls. A short and sharp
interrogatory began. Six of the prisoners listlessly answered
his questions, but the youthful commandant made a
contemptuous gesture and spat upon the ground at his feet.
* “Drag him to death!” said the officer, in a relentless and
level voice, bringing as he spoke his heavy whip twice and
thrice down across his face. The commandant doubled up
and shrieked. Six Transbaikal Cossacks tied his legs with
long straps to the tails of two prancing Cossack horses.
The officer watched their work critically. “Well done,
boys!” he laughed. “Now away with you for an hour.”
They sprang into their saddles, and rode with loud cries
out across the steppe. The slender body of the com-
mandant bumped up and down, tore itself to pieces on the

jagged stones, and left behind a broad trail of blood.
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Two hours later the captain’s adjutant came and said:
“The interpreter is still ill. You must come along with me
at once. The new commandant wishes to give orders t0
our senior officers.” We hastencd off together to find all
the senior officers gathered around Colonel von Strann.
Nobody spoke. We had barely reported ourselves, and
saluted, when somebody pressed down the latch from
without and kicked the door wide open with his foot.
Did we not know him? Of course. It was Vereniki, dusty,
perspiring, and carrying his pistol as always with the butt

- projecting from his hand.

“We know each other, gentlemen, do we not?”’ he asked
gruffly. I stepped forward.

“Ah!” he exclaimed. “You, Ensign?” I saluted him
stiffly. He held out his hand. “Have you paper and a pen?”
A second officer entered. It was the officer who had inter-
rogated the prisoners.

“Attention! The Ataman Semjonoff is coming!” he
called out, and he took up his position by the door with
his hand at the salute. Everyone stood to attention. The
Ataman of the Siberian Cossacks, Lieutenant-General
Semjonoff, entered the room with long and ponderous
strides. A tall and powerful man, muscular and of imposing
appearance, he was clad in the Mongolian-Burjatischer
uniform. A fur-trimmed cloak hung from his broad
shoulders, and from the back of his head rose a low,
broad Cossack papacha.

I regarded him with curiosity, thinking excitedly to
myself: “So that is the world-famous Ataman!” His face
was smooth, and each muscle looked as though it were
carved out of stone, his forehead high, his chin powerful

and prominent, and his nose was of the true Russian type
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—broad and thick. A black moustache covered his upper
lip; the lower protruded ever so slightly. Two large grey,
_piercing eyes, set in deep cavities, combined with his stiff
and heavy bearing to give the impression of inexhaustible
strength, calmness, decision, and self-confidence. “Gentle-
men!” he said in a deep and resonant voice, after he had
briefly acknowledged our salute. “It is necessary for me
to inform you that with my arrival this camp comes once
‘more under the administration of the old Russian Govern-
ment. Hence all concessions that have been made to you
by the Red usurpers are removed, and precisely the same
state of things is restored that existed here before the
Revolution. Since I do not recognize the peace negotiations
at Brest-Litowsk, and therefore consider myself to be still
at war with your countries, you are once more my prisonets
of war. In your own interest I advise you to pay particular
attention to these facts.” L
“Attention!”” Vereniki called out.
Again Semjonoff raised his broad hand—and went.

Thus we began to live under the rule of the' Whites—a
régime almost indistinguishable from that of the Tsarist
Government. Indeed, the only difference was that we had
no longer anything to eat. Famine had broken out in some
districts as a result of the fighting and consequent destruc-
tion. With whom does one first begin to economize? With
prisoners of war. An animal is valuable; an animal can
work; and, in dire necessity, it can be slaughtered. Hence
an animal must be fed as long as possible. A prisoner of
war has less worth than an animal. . . . The Kerenski
currency daily fell in value. Finally we could only buy

black kascha without fat, or meat that had been cooked in
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water. Sentries stood once more before the village, Sentries
stood once more before the steppe. The old life had
returned. The Home-hill regained its importance. Spring
came—and the news that the peace of Brest-Litowsk had
been signed. What about us? Had we not awaited this day
for years? Had we not through all these years pictured its
coming? Painted it in lively and joyous colours? And now
we hesitate to say that peace has really been concluded. . s .
How differently everything has turned out! Our depression
baffled description. My God! What have we done? All
- who are in European Russia are going home. But we in
Siberia. . . .

“We must make a longer stay,” said Windt sarcastically,
“because we have had a better time!”’

Seydlitz asked me to teach him Russian. “This counter-
revolution can last for years!” he said in his comimonsense
way.

No! No! How could we survive that? Were not all con-
ventions already disappearing from our room? What about
the soldiers? What about Pod? We lived in an atmosphere
that baffled description. Have men ever experienced any-
thing more terrifying? Peace. . . , Peace, . . » But for us no’
peace? . ..

Since the funerals started again, we have made 2 habit of
accompanying each to the cemetery: for this was the sole
way in which we could get out from behind the barbed
wire. Attendance at funerals was officially permitted.
Pleasant it was certainly not, but at the least one felt a few
yards of open steppe beneath one’s feet and sniffed a fresh
breeze. During the spring days of 1918 the funerals con-

tim;ed daily from early morning until dusk in consequence
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of the ever-increasing mortality arising from tuberculosis.
If one wanted to accompany a funeral, one simply went to
the morgue and waited until a new procession started.

One day Dr. Berger and I went together. Fifty to sixty
wooden coffins lay about in front of the barracks while
weary, stoical soldiers hauled down one body after another
from the two or three thousand naked corpses which had
been laid throughout the winter on separate shelves in a
storehouse, and laid them with careless hands in the rough
coffins. Twenty Cossacks rode up at a trot. Each coffin was
borne upon the shoulders of four men and at the tail of
the long procession of fifty corpses were grouped the
officers who had come to accompany them to the cemetery.
The procession wound its way along a narrow, well-trodden
path that led over the saddle between the hills. A path
that could be traced all the year round by the shavings and
saw-dust—Ilast pillows of the dead—that continually fell
out from between the joints in the coffins. On fine days
the path stretched out yellow and endless as far as the
Home-hill. First came a tiny Russian graveyard with
slanting double-crosses and an iron railing as’a defence
against the wolves. Next a Chinese cemetery of tiny mounds
from which thin sticks stood up bearing strips of paper
with little wavy drawings in Indian ink that fluttered in the
breeze. Beside each grave tiny bowls of rice and water had
been set down—for the feeding of the dead.

Slowly a vast block of rock rose up before our eyes—a
monument raised by the prisoners of war. A few com-
memoratory lines had been inscribed on the west side of
the monument, which was surmounted by an eagle ready
to take flight whose gaze was directed towards Europe.

On all sides of the monument the steppe stretched out like
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a dead forest. Line after line could be seen from the
crest of the hill—silent, unending, gruesome. Maltese
crosses for the most part—and often bearing no name,
Here and there a grave-stone stood out from amidst the
crosses, a hexagonal block, polished and engraved by the
hands of officers. At the eastern end of the cemetery a
hundred men worked at digging graves in ground that had
not yet thawed from the winter’s frost. The graves were
scarcely more than shallow depressions in which the
coffins lay covered with a bare handful of earth. Whilst
the grave-diggers worked apace, we wandered for a time
through the rows of graves. An elderly captain came and
attached himself to us, and pointed out the resting-places

of those we knew.
“There lies Baranny,” he said. “I lived with him.

Because he attempted to escape he was thrown into

*katorga, and when he was let out, he died. There lies a
Nostitz. He hanged himself because he was whipped
publicly for having given a careless salute. There’s Bergner,
who starved whilst under arrest. . . .”

We seated ourselves upon a smooth rock. The sky was
brilliantly blue; the horizon flat as a pancake. The steppe
stretched out into infinity like a glassy, light-green sea.
Away in the distance a train rolled towards Europe, leaving
behind it a trail of white smoke.

“A mother waits at home for each of them,” said Dr.
Berger, with his eyes fixed upon the crosses as if in an

atempt 1o count them.

A short while ago 1 was once more invited by that good
fellow Saltin. His room was filled with 2 nuraber of young,

officers, and he declared laughingly that in a fury Captain
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Schank had fled to a bridge club. A Hungarian licutenant,
Teleky by name, related his experiences on attempting for
the first time to escape. “For months I collected the manure
from the commandant’s horse,” he said. “For this purpose
I often waited for hours. Whenever I saw a Russian riding
past, I never let him out of my sight and followed the track
of his horse’s hoofs. My comrades soon noticed that I
always went about with Russians, but I did it solely for the
purpose of collecting the droppings from their horses.
Alongside the fence I made a small garden and planted
potatoes round the edges. Everything depended upon their
growing tall enough. Thanks to the manure, they grew
magnificently, and soon became so thick and tall that,
lying upon my stomach, I could begin to dig a tunnel
beneath the shelter of their leaves. As I had only a table-
spoon to dig with, it took me many nights; and all the time
I worked under the very noses of the sentries.” o

At midnight came Roselli, with his dark-haired artist’s
head, and sang for us a few songs to th: accompaniment of
his lute. Everyone became silent when he sang:

In deinen Augen glimmt ein Licht

So grau in griin,

Wie dort die Nacht den Stern umflicht.
Wann kommst du?—Meine Fackeln lohn!
Lass glithn! Lass glithn!

Schmiick mir dein Haar mit wildem Mohn!

Or:

Auf einem jungen Rosenblatt
Mein Liebster mir geblasen hat
Wohl eine Melodei.
Es gab mir viele Dinge kund,
Das Rosenblatt am roten Mund,

Und war kein Wort deloeil
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Wie dein Ohr brennt, wie dein Mieder driicke!
Rasch, reiss auf, du atmest mit Beschwerde . . .
Oh, wie htipft dein Herzchen nun begliickt!
Komm, ich trage dich, du wildes Wunder:
Wie dich Gott gemacht hat! Weg den Plunder!
Und dein Brautbett ist die ganze Erde. . . .

When he stopped, a licutenant seated next to me, a fair-
- haired, silent man, took a photograph from his pocket and
handed it to me.
“Ts that your wife?” I asked.
“No,” he replied cheerfully. “I don’t even know her.
She was the wife of a man who died of typhus. But when I
reach home, I’ll marry her. For two whole years I have

dreamt of her. . ..”

* T paid a visit to Pod. On my way to the upper barracks I
passed the carpenter’s shop. Nearly all the corpses had
gone, and the carpenters were once more cutting out new
planks.

«7 isten to me,” I said to the sapper who had made my
table. “Couldn’t you make another table? It need only be
a small one.” He scratched the back of his head. “That’s
difficult,” he said. “We have again got an order for three
thousand coffins. Our whole stock is finished, and the
commandant says that next spring we’ll need more than
we did this year! I’ll have to make it after hours.”

“Try. It’s for a man in the upper barracks, Podbielski—
a dragoon. When can he come for it?”

“Oh! In eight days.”

As I entered my old barracks, I saw Pod on sentry-go.

Suschka jumped delightedly about me. Pod drew his
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Chinese cloak around him, and motioned me with his hand
to take a seat. Not a word was spoken.

“What about our return home, boy?” he finally asked.

A lump rose in my throat. “I don’t know, Pod,” I said
sadly.

He cleared his throat, “Yes. But . . .” he began.

1 turned and looked him in the face. His great doglike
eyes were sad and lustreless. His beard around his mouth
was thin and chewed-up. “Pod . . .” I said consolingly.
“Don’t lose courage!”’ He shook his head.

“No,” he said roughly. “It’s no good—this getting up
and down and walking round about. . . . I think we all feel
the same. No!” he suddenly broke forth, “it’s no longer
any good. . . . For God’s sake! Cold—hot! Cold—hot!
Going out—staying in! War—peace! War—peace! God in
Heaven! . . . At last we’ve got clothes and boots, and now
they give us nothing more to eat! One after another goes
down with consumption. Yesterday someone went mad.
‘Castrate me!’ he suddenly yelled out. ‘Castrate me?
Every week someone goes like that. We’d all been too sure.
We’d all pictured ourselves as already at home, do you
understand ? That’s what’s the matter.”

“I don’t believe that Semjonoff will hold out for long,”
I observed, without thinking. But Pod understands too
much.

“You only say that to comfort me,” he said. “In reality.
.. . Plenty of them here say that it can last for years.”

“How are the others?” I finally asked.

“Bruenn is done for since this change came about. He
is slowly masturbating himself to death. Like a baboon.
When he did it a short time ago near me, I hit him so hard

that he lay upon the floor.”
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“You shouldn’t have done that, Pod.”

“Shouldn’t have done it? All of them would have caught
it from him! Are we living in a monkey-house?”

“And Blank?” I asked hurriedly.

“He’s also done for. For half a rouble he’ll do anything
you want with you.”

I bent my head and stroked Suschka. Always the same
old story—always the same.

“Yesterday I caught one of them just as he was a&
Suschka,” Pod went on. “It was the black-haired electri-
cian. If the dog hadn’t howled so . . . Before I had finished
with him, dirty swine, he was only fit to be carried into
hospital.”

He fell into a silence. “I suppose I shouldn’t have done
that, eh?” he asked presently. “Let ’em do what they like,
eh? Let the whole filthy madhouse go where it’s going,
‘eh? You can afford to talk like that! This doesn’t happen
in your room.”

“Oh,” I answered softly. “Don’t be so sure of that.
It’s only done in secret . . . one doesn’t see it so openly . . .
but at bottom it’s just the same.”

“Yes, we’re only men,” said Pod, and added: “Schnar-
renberg is down in the mouth.”

Presently little Blank came along to relieve Pod. His
chest had fallen in, red spots stood out upon his cheeks,
and dreadful rings encircled his eyes.

«“I saw you standing in front of the canteen,” I said.
“Would you have liked to buy something?”

“No,” he said in a tired voice, “I only stand there . . .
justso ...”

I went along with Pod to visit the others, who were lying
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languidly about. A couple were playing cards. Bruenn sat
crouching against the wall with eyes that had sunk deep
into their sockets. As soon as I sat down beside him, he
said to me: “My wife has a child, Junker.” .

“How has she managed that?” I asked thoughtlessly.

“He’s had a letter from his wife telling him so,” inter-
rupted the artist,

The Tadpole laughed. “That’s not so bad!” he said
sneeringly. “The same thing has happened to a woman in
our village. Two years after the death of her husband she
bore a child. But she firmly declares that she got it
from him.”

“What! And?” asked the artist.

“What! And? Why? When someone said to her that her
husband had been dead for two years, she replied: ‘What’s
that to do with me? It’s history and that’s an end of the
matter. I can keep my child so long as I want to!””

A couple of men laughed—a mirthless laughter. Empty
and hollow.

“Don’t be angry about it, Bruenn,” I said consolingly.

“I’ll kill her when I get home!” he foamed. -

. “Then kill yourself first!” cried Pod angrily.

“What do you want?” roared Bruenn. (Had he gone
mad?) “You miserable cowherd! You starving wind-bag!
You niggardly driver of a dung-cart!”

“Must I knock you down again?” Pod roared back at
him. “You stallion! You ram! You beast! . ..”

I sprang up. “Steady, Pod! My God! What’s this for a
new way of behaving? Shame on you both! Weren’t you
once the best of friends? Isn’t it enough that the Russians
are doing us to death? Must you also quarrel among

yourselves? Be sensible, for God’s sake. . . .”
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Pod stood up and went out. )
“Nevertheless Pod was right, Bruenn,” I said quietly.
“One shouldn’t throw stones in a glass-house. What is on¢

man’s meat is another man’s poison. Your wife has done

nothing more than you yourself have done a hundred times
in thought and deed. . . .”

“But I'm a man!” he whimpered. “A man...3’

man.”

“Shut your mouth, you yelping puppy!” growled the
Schwalangscher.

I got up. What was I to do? Stamp out these ideas?
That was hopeless. Or answer him like a clergyman by
saying that it was only an eye for an eye inasmuch as he
himself . . . No! that irritated me.

“Good-bye, men!” I said in a dejected tone as I left
the room. It had gone so far: the best of friends hated one
another. . . .

“This afternoon an Austrian was here,” said Olfert to
me on my return. “You are to go to him up to five
o’clock—Bergmann, IVth Barracks, First Floor,”

I went. As I went I asked myself: “What does he want?”
In the barracks a stout cavalry officer was pointed out to
me. “Listen, Ensign,” he began. “Our interpreter is still
ill. Hence we would like to ask you . . . A sentry has offered

us a girl or two—good, young things—from an officers’

brothel in Tschita. We couldn’t understand each other very
well, so I told him to return at five o’clock. . . .”

I bit my lips. Should I? Should I not? If I refused my
life would be a little hell. He told me all. Price. Number
of intending customers. Length of stay. Oh! he was not in
the least bit shy—didn’t try to disguise anything!
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“In return,” he said, “I’ve set your name down as
second on the list.”

“No. Thanks all the same, Captain.”

“Why? You know I really can’t put you first. After all,
we’ve had the most work. . . .”

“I would rather not in any case, Captain,” I said,
breaking him off short.

“Not at all? Man alive! Think of it—as second !

o I had great trouble in persuading him that I had other
grounds for my refusal. Fortunately the sentry arrived
punctually.

I have received my first parcel! Everything I wanted was
in it, although it was half empty; the other half must have
been stolen. My father wrote that it was the third parcel
that had been sent to me with the same contents. And I
received only one—and that half empty! On the cover was
written in his handwriting: “We will bring the ideal
Fatherland into being, and set less store by our lives than
by our ideals.”

Almost at the same time my first remittande came to
hand: 500 roubles., Through Vereniki’s intervention I was
successful in having it all paid out at once; as a rule large
sums were only doled out in monthly payments of
50 roubles. At last I could once more buy cigarettes! Only
English cigarettes made up in China were to be obtained:
“Swallow”, “Honey-bee”, “Golden Helmet”, Still, the
chief thing was that there were any to be had. I gave fifty
roubles to Schnarrenberg to be distributed among my squad.

To-day the sentry must have brought the women. After

supper several men disappeared from the room—quietly
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and slinkingly. First Merkel; then Windt; and, finally, a
cadet as the third. Suddenly the thought came to me:
Where is Olfert? I grew uneasy. Had he also? . . . Supposing
he were ruined for life? . . . A decent, straight, healthy
man. . .. I got up.

“Where are you off to, Ensign?” asked Dr. Berger,
laying his hand upon my shoulder. I felt limp. The way

he. lcoked at me...I swallowed hastily. “I’m only
going to look for Olfert, Lieutenant,” I finally managec-
1o say.

“Is that true?”’ he said softly.

“Yes, Lieutenant.”

“Good! Then go. And if he won’t come, tell him I
desire to speak to him—immediately and on duty.”

Once 1 had crossed the threshold I began to hurry.
Perhaps it was already too late? The sentry had brought
‘them into an empty room in No. 2 Barracks. As I mounted
the steps, I could see that the passage was already filled
with officers. They stood waiting in threes, one behind
the other—majors, ensigns, captains, lieutenants—all
mixed up ‘together. I descried Merkel—and Windt a few
paces behind him. A voice called sarcastically: “Hello!
Look at him! He’s in a hurry.” I pushed my way through
and entered the room. A small table on which a lamp was
burning stood beside the door. At the table sat the fat
captain with a long list spread out before him. The room
was divided into two by sheets hung from the ceiling
and behind the sheets could be seen three beds. ’

A grey-haired major and 2 young lieutenant stood before
the captain. I overheard them quarrelling with each other
“Rank makes no difference here, Major,” sajd the lieutenant'

ldly. i .
cozgiy The order of entry is the only thing that counts.
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Rank doesn’t exist any longer here. Here we’re all alike—

only men!”
“Terribly sorry,” interrupted the captain, “but Bender

is right, Major. It was the only possible way. . . . And I

see from the list that your name undoubtedly comes
after that of the licutenant.” The major turned angrily
away. An unseen hand drew back the centre curtain. A
young lieutenant, whom I knew well, came forth half

dressed.
“Your turn, Lieutenant Bender,” said the captain in a

matter-of-fact voice.

I approached the table in confusion. “Ha!” laughed the
captain. “Have you thought better of it?”

“No,” I managed to ejaculate. “I only want to know if
an Ensign Olfert is on the list.”

“Wait a moment. . . .”” He ran his eyes over the names.
The lieutenant went out with a terribly white face. Behind®
the curtains 2 muffled scream rang out. The perspiration
stood out on my forehead and my legs began to shake. “I’ve
never known a woman—not a single woman,” I thought
to myself. “Never had a woman. Have always thought of
it as something beautiful—magnificent—great . . .” I
thought and thought. “To hell with it! Now everything is
spoilt! Everything! Everything!”

“Yes. Olfert’s name is here,” said the fat captain finally.
I rushed out without answering him or saluting him and
pushed my way again through the waiting ranks.

“Heavens! that was quickly done!” a voice called out
enviously.

Olfert stood in the last rank, I seized him by the arm,
and took him outside with me. “Olfert,” I said. “Come

with me.”
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}Iis eyes were fixed upon the ground. “I've already
paid,” he replied restively.

“IfI...if you...” I burst forth, and ceased. “will |

you come or not?” I asked coldly. He fidgeted. “Have you
?ever heard of Asiatic syphilis?” I asked in a whisper.
‘Mouth . . . nose . . . eyes . . . everything eaten up? Will
you? . . . In any case, Dr. Berger wishes to speak with
you,” I said decisively. “At once—and on duty.” ,

He wrenched himself free. “Come along! To hell!” he
foamed.

I went ahead, and he followed me like a dog. I opened
the door and thrust him inside. “Here he is, Doctor,” I
said., in a careless tone. Berger gave us a long and pene-
trating glance. His lips trembled. “Go and sleep, boys,”
he said. And not another word.

After four days the brothel was closed down by the
commandant, to whom its existence had been betrayed out
of envy and spite by an officer who had been too late in
applying to have his name put down on the already over-
filled list. I was standing amidst a crowd in the barrack-
yard as the"girls were brought out. Cossacks escorted them
on jooth sides, and suggestively rolled their tongues across
their lips. Three pretty, childlike prostitutes, two dark
and slender and catlike, and the third a broad—;houldered
full-bosomed blonde. Their faces were chalky-whitt;
beneath the powder, and the fear of death shone in their
eyes.

“They’re done for,” Windt said drily. “Vereniki has
handed them over to the guard—six hundred men—so I
am told. They can do what they like with them—that’s
his form of punishment. Awful, isn’t it?” For a while he

kept silence. “Still, when i
P 3 one looks at it squarely—it was
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dear enough. And big business involves big risks. What
didn’t they earn! Thousands of roubles each, I tell you.
Vereniki has collared it all.”

“That would have been punishment enough,” said
Miiller. “But to hand ’em over t0 the Cossacks, of whom
two-thirds are syphilitic. . . . No! Vereniki always was and
will be a brute.”

, “Neither of the dark-haired girls will sutvive it,” said
Merkel, in his matter-of-fact way. “At the most the
blonde . ..”

“I simply can’t understand that,” said Seydlitz next
day, with the expression of the greatest contempt I had
ever seen pass across his face. “One after the other. Does
a woman mean nothing more to them? Perhaps if one got
peace for six months. But in eight days one’s just as bad
as ever. Often I shiver at the thought of our masculinity,
and this everlasting sex business irritates me more and

more.”
I also,” said Olfert. “But what will you do? It’s the

problem of all prisoners.”
“Besides, Seydlitz,” I remarked, “only three from our

.room were there. Three out of twenty is only a small

percentage. All the rest think as we do.”

“Only three?” queried Seydlitz. “Really only three?”
Olfert seized his cap and hurriedly went off.

Yesterday the small and slender Hungarian, Lieutenant
Teleky, paid me a visit. He asked if he could speak to me
for a time alone.

“Certainly,” I answered. “At once.” And left the room
with him. We went as far as the mortuary, where nobody
was about.

“I am going to escape again,” he said excitedly. “I'm
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going to be in at the death! I ask you: will you come
along?”

I hastily lit a cigarette. My hands shook as I raised them
to my lips. “At once?” I asked.

“I have been working for six months on the plan.
Yesterday I finally succeeded in getting into touch with
someone. In the baths. .. .”

“A Russian?” )

“A Chinese. A straight man in as far as one can ever
judge the straightness of one of these slit-eyed men.” He
groped in the pocket of his hussar’s cloak and drew forth
a tiny, dirty piece of paper. “He can write and speak
Russian well,” he said. I read: “I am prepared to lead
four men by a secret route to Tientsin. I am in possession
of horses and weapons. In three days’ time come to the
baths outside.”

« I returned him the paper. He paced to and fro. “God!
Good God!” he whispered three or four times.

“Yes,” I said finally. “We’ll go. But how?”

Teleky gripped my hand, and asked: ‘“Whom shall we
choose?”” For a couple of hours we debated the matter
between us. I thought of Pod. I thought of Saltin. Finally
I chose Seydlitz.

“What do you say to Lieutenant Hassan?”’ he asked. 1
laughed and shut my eyes. I knew him well and he seemed
1o stand before me. Lanky and sinewy; a sharp, birdlike
head; the bent legs of a cavalryman; eyes of fire that
blazed up upon the very slightest provocation,

“Good,” I said. “You, Seydlitz, Hassan, and I—the
complete Triple Alliance!”

“Very well. You'll be responsible for the rest of the

negotiations?”’
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“Yes. Only one thing more: to what limit can I go in
my offer? I myself have four hundred.” He wrinkled his
forehead.

“I’ve only got three,” he said. “But Hassan will have
more. . ..”

“Then he must lend some to Seydlitz. I'll offer him
three at the most for each of us. Chinese cloaks we can buy
chreaply in the men’s store.” He placed his hand across his
thouth and ran off.

“Of course, Teleky,” I said reassuringly.

Seydlitz was all excitement. “That you should have

thought of me!” he kept repeating unceasingly. “Now
we’ll certainly be in in time for the death!” He went off
determined to raise money everywhere, nor did he experi-
ence much difficulty in doing so, since for this purpose he
was capable of anything. I myself lived in a fever of excite-
ment. Should I have chosen Pod? Certainly not. He would
have at once let the cat out of the bag. Or that splendid
Austrian Saltin? No. Seydlitz could speak Russian fairly,
and he possessed the greatest strength of will. He was
certainly, the only one to be seriously considered.
* Three days later, through Vereniki’s intermediary, I
was given a guard, I walked ahead with long steps, while
my Cossack came with clattering sabre at my heels. When
we reached the bath I gave him half a rouble. “Go and
have a drink of schnapps,” I said laughingly. “T’ll not run
away.”

“Spassivo, Gospodin,” he replied, and went.

In the outer room an old Chinaman was seated. He wore
a black-laced jacket. His face was oily and repulsive. I
noticed that his cat’s-eyes broadened in amazement when

he saw me approach in place of the Hungarian. I greeted
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him, took the paper out of my pocket, and unfolded it in
such a way that he could not fail to recognize it.

“Were you sent by the dark-haired young officer?” he
inquired, in the nasal Russian spoken by the Chinese
living on the borders of the Gabi Desert.

“Yes. He doesn’t know enough Russian. Here’s your
paper.” "
“Do you also want to come?” ‘
“If it’s not too dear.” ‘

“I’ll give you each a horse, food and drink, a revolver
and cartridges. There’ll be a pack-horse for every two.
T’ll Jead you to Tientsin by a smuggler’s route that is
unknown to a single Cossack. We’ll ride by night only,
and by day we sleep in hiding-places that I have already
prepared. I’ve been a smuggler since my boyhood, yet
never a Cossack has set eyes on my horse. You’ll undoubt-

" edly reach there in safety. . ..”

“How much do you want?” I asked, interrupting his
flow. of words.

“Five hundred a head,” he whispered.

“Haha!”’ I laughed. “You’re a fool! I can’t give you
more than two hundred.”

“No,” he answered firmly. “For such a sum I’m not
prepared to sell my head.”

“You’ve just said that there was no danger?” I inter-
rupted.

“Yes. . . . Certainly. . . . Well . . . say four hundred?”

“Two hundred and fifty,” I replied.

“No. No.” He raised his hands and stepped backwards.
“You don’t realize how much everything costs—horses,
ammunition, food.” .

“'ghat doesn’t cost anything,” I said calmly, and laughed
29
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into his slanting eyes. “You’ve got to go back in any case
to get fresh supplies of tea—or opium!”

. He regarded me evilly. “You are too clever,” he said.
“But if you can’t pay it I must find wealthier officers . . ad

“You can spare yourself the trouble,” I said, seizing my
cap and walking towards the door. “You won’t find any-
body in the whole camp with more than one hundred
roubles.”

- “Who is the third?” he began again, holding me by the
button of my tunic.

“A young Turk,” I said. “A Kurd.”

“Ah!” he cried out. “Will he pay in gold?”

“I think that he has still got some.”

“Three hundred in that case,” he said hoarsely.

“Done.”

“In seven days there will be no moon. At eleven-
thirty I’ll be waiting behind the hill before the centre gate.
Do you know the hill?” :

“I know it.”

“You mustn’t come in this coat.”

“We’ll come clad like your own people.”

* “Eleven-thirty at night,” he said once more. The door
closed. My heart pounded as I thought: “In seven days. . . .
God in heaven! . . . Frau von Hannecken is in Tientsin.
... From there as stoker by way of India ...” I undressed
myself feverishly, jumped into the steam bath, and poured
water over the glowipg stones. Almost immediately came
the thud of a sabre upon the door. “Sitschas!” I cried out.
When I came out, the Cossack was sitting upon my
clothes and humming a tune. I dressed quickly and went
with long steps through the yellow sand towards the

camp. I never even honoured the station with a glance,
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only I suddenly caught myself singing softly—like the
Cossack.

It was impossible to say good-bye to anyone. Since one
was no longer certain of one’s companions, it would have
meant incurring the risk of betrayal to have done so. Not
that anyone would have deliberately betrayed the secret . . .
a careless word—and . . . What was to be done with m&
diary? Everything else might go, except that . . . that had
to be preserved. I resolved to place it, together with 4
letter in which I took leave of him, and requested him to
give the diary to the next delegate, or the Fair Angel,
under Dr. Berger’s pillow immediately before I left. It
cost me a severe pang to leave it behind. But there
was nothing else to be done. If I were shot, or taken
prisoner, it would certainly be lost; and that was not to be

_thought of.

- Another hour—and I must cease writing. The majority
are already asleep. Teleky will wait for us by the morgue
with the Chinese cloaks, Will I ever again hold you in my
hands, diary of mine? I want to write so much more. I'm
like a man in love, unable to separate himself from the
beloved, and always finding something more to say. Out-
side somebody is hooting like a brown owl. Seydlitz looks
at me. The hour has come.

I am back. Everything went wrong. I cannot write, I
am too upset—in too great despair. Perhaps to-morrow.
Or the next day.

Eight days to-day since we made our attempt to escape.
I can now set down the events in the order of their occur-

rence. I left the room unnoticed by anyone, Dr. Berger was
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still reading, and did not notice that I pushed the diary
beneath his pillow. On arriving at the mortuary we found
Hassan and Teleky already there. We hastily clad ourselves
in our Chinese cloaks, and Hassan led the way with a
small spade in his hand. He glided noiselessly ahead like a
puma. We followed behind him in cxtended order and
talted—each some twenty paces from the fence—listening
while he dug out a hole beneath the fence to crawl through.
The night was still. The sky black and starless. From the
watch-towers in the corners came at times the sound of
the tread of heavy riding-boots. Now and then the clear
howl of a wolf could be heard out of the dark expanse of
desert. Nothing stirred. Once more an owl hooted. I
started and began to move along with my outstretched arms
touching the wire, until after going some eighteen paces,
I knocked against Teleky. “Get through!” he said softly.
I dropped down, swung myself through, and stood up *
again.

“Forward {”” said Hassan in his perfect German. “Half
is accomplished !”’

Four minutes later we heard two horses snorting. “Are
you theré?” whispered Hassan, and his guttural voice grew
hoarser. He was there, hidden behind the hill, and silently
and hastily indicated our horses to us—rough Mongolian
horses, incapable of being worn out. The pack-horses were
attached to two of them by means of long straps tied to
their tails. . . . Lieutenant Hassan was the first into the
saddle. He sprang into it with g wi
appear as though he were g
freedom.

“The pistols,” I said (gf§
backward movement of
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heard him whispering. The tiny horses moved at a machine-
like trot, the clatter of their hoofs silenced by the desert
sand, and the only sound to be heard was the jangling of the
harness. Five or six minutes passed away. Then there came
again the hoot of an owl—a real owl this time, and not
Hassan—that brushed my face as it flew past. “Come
with! Come with!’ it hooted. The next second a shét
cracked out behind us. A second and a third followed,in
swift succession. Alarm shots rang out from all the watck-
towers. Someone cried out in the camp. I galloped forward
and drew up with Hassan.

“Halt!” I cried in low tones. “About turn, Hassan,
about turn! We've been seen, we’re pursued, perhaps
we’ve been betrayed! It’s usecless, unless one has a start,
About turn, Hassan!” He raised the whip that lay across
his saddle-bow, hissed through his teeth, “I . . . never will
turn back ... never...oh!.. . never...” and beat his
horse across the head. 4

“And you, Teleky?” I called out.

“Never,” he cried through his clenched lips. “Never!”
He raised himself in his stirrups, laid himself along the
horse’s neck, and began to flog his flanks. Seydlitz drew up
beside me. He was more cautious. “Are you coming back
with me, Seydlitz?”

“Yes,” he said in a dazed voice.

We galloped in great curves back to the camp. Cossacks
rode past us in the distance, shrieking and shooting, and I
deceived them by giving vent to Russian cries. So great
was their wild excitement that we got through them safely
—aunrecognized by anyone in the darkness—and reached
our place of exit from the camp. Giving our horses a

couple of lashes that caused them to tear away into the
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distance, we dashed to our tunnel, crawled through, and
filled it up from the inner side.

Everybody in our room was out of bed. As we had left
our cloaks outside, no one realized that we were the cause
of all the noise and excitement. '

“God in heaven!” said Windt. “Several must have got
cut!” Dr. Berger had already placed my diary in his box.
He said nothing. He only silently stroked my hair,

Next day the roll was called. We were all numbered off,
and at ten o’clock marched into the well-nigh empty
morgue. Each was forced to stand for three minutes in a
small, light room on the floor of which lay two men in
Chinese cloaks. As a warning—it was said! Young Hassan
lay partly on his side, and his beautiful, proud forehead
had been pierced by one of the countless shots that had

_been fired. A tiny piece of brain hung like a white worm-

on the opening of the wound. Lieutenant Teleky had been
placed in a sitting position against the wall. His handsome
and insolent boy’s face was distorted as if the thin lips
had been frozen in the act of uttering the proud “No!”
that had’ been his last word to me. His throat was hacked
by sabre cuts, and his eyes were fixed upon us in a dull and
glassy stare.

Yesterday our interpreter died of tuberculosis—a pukka
Austrian captain. Shortly before he took to his bed Colonel
von Strann had once more asked him why it was that he
had not sought to escape. “With your knowledge of the
language, it would be easy for you,” said the colonel.
“And think what a career would then be open to you!”

“Many thanks, Colonel!” replied Bettenberg. “I would
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prefer to be a live captain than a dead major!”” He too had
unnerved, bereft of idealism, by Siberia. Like so many
others, his own life had become dearer to him than the
welfare of the majority, yet in the end it also had failed

him. ...

Vereniki, who always salutes me politely whenever we
meet, told me one day that the Ataman Semjonoff had
conquered the whole of Transbaikalia, and had raised
Tschita to the dignity of capital of the new State. The
revolution that had broken out in May in Central Siberia
on the part of the Czech Legionaries—“Your former
Austrian comrades-in-arms,” he said laughingly—had
acted like a bugle-call to arouse the whole middle class.
All Siberia had fallen into the hands of the Whites. For
next spring a great offensive under a unified command had
.been planned that should drive the Reds to hell in a few
months.

“What about us?” I asked.

He patted me on the shoulder. “You must wait until
we have made a fresh peace with Germany,” he said
laughingly. “The Peace of Brest-Litowsk cannoi be dis-
cussed by a good Russian. But I know of something
better for you to do: Join our army! On my recommenda-
tion Semjonoff will at once give you a lieutenancy! Besides,
the latest news from the Front is bad.”

“In what way?”

“Your offensive has failed. The Americans and the
French are advancing.” He turned the subject lightly.
“Think it over, Ensign,” was his final advice. I was
stunned. Was it true? Impossible! After the collapse of
the Russian front? “He’s only trying to damp my courage
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in order to get me to go over to his army,” I said to myself
in an endeavour to raise my spirits. God and Father !—if
I had not this consolation . . .

Since it became obvious that the rule of the 'Whites in
Siberia was more enduring than had at first seemed
possible, our discipline perceptibly deteriorated. The con-
dition of things in our camp became the same as it was
gfnong the men in the upper camp. The disappointment
of all our hopes broke our power of endurance. The hours
that had been set apart, as the result of conferences and
agreement among us, for sleep and work, rest and exercise,
were no longer observed. Gambling and card-playing
gradually increased until it lasted till morning to the
accompaniment of noise and quarrelling. Drinking-bouts
turned certain corners of our room into something
resembling a mad-house. Dr. Berger was powerless. He
who had been able to do what he wished with quiet and
normal men lost all influence over this crowd of over-
strained men rendered abnormal by the long duration of
their imprisonment. Each day serious complaints were
presented to him for his investigation. Lately the two
business men complained of Windt the Athlete, that he
was in the habit of doing gymnastics stark naked—thereby
making much noise—at whatever hour of the day or
night he chose. What could the Doctor do? He was bound
to follow up the complaint by speaking to Windt.

“What?” laughed Windt. “What is there remarkable to
be seen on me? Let me go on doing gymnastics! I’ve got
a wife at home who will expect much from me after her
long abstinence, don’t you know? And if I don’t train
properly . . .” I noticed that Berger blushed like a girl.
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1I(i;pwa_sl helple}s{s to deal with such things, and could only
silence. He picked up hi i
of the nence p. up his cap and went hastily out
“l;oor old Doctor!” said Seydlitz.
“Yes,” said Olfert sarcastically. “Siberia i
where mimosa flourishes!” ’ ri 1o not the land

A few hours later a lieutenant spoke to me about m
atfemgted escape. “You should be glad that it failed ”’ ke
;ald. 1 escn;.)ed in 1916, and now I am here in Siberia
or a seco_nd tu.ne! As I was making preparations to esca
my ’captam.saxd to me: ‘Man alive! If you’re successfgt)xle,
yowll certainly be given the Pour le mérite? 1 was suc:
ce§sﬁ11—and do you know how I was received? An officer
said to me: ‘Damnation! I thought you were clevere
Scholz! If one is nice and safe, how can anybody sacrifi .
d‘:at? Who demanded of you that you should abandon ous
lovely camp, your regular food, and your good bedg,o}“
the name of God, whoever made you do that?’ Mn
colonel said: ‘Well. It’s good to see you again! No d
after the enemy! You’ve been resting long eno.u h ‘;Vget
for years on bearskins, while we . . Distincti i‘s; Pow
'Ie merzte?' Of that I never heard a word. You l(l)l' bl
in the mistaken idea that everything at homea'1 fost he{e
was when you left it in 1914 or 1915. G God! that's
long past. - Good God! that’s
€€
gou?llll our ir;:at enthusiasms and great moments are for-
the war, There e sl few donpng, e oy HE®
evnhi a’xt bottom it’s no wander.e? .sfsitl’): ;36 nn;a]orilty .
ts too much is too much. In any caze :;raséc;)x;d.

attempts for '
tem p me! I cin now keep control of myself!”

19018 .

Y

Last night I could not sleep. “Is what he said the truth?”

I asked myself incessantly “Can it really be? . . . No!
it simply cannot be so. With such men one does not
* conquer half the world! Only his bitterness caysed him to
speak like that, eh? He really thinks quite differently!

And yet a grain . . .”

We discovered a new method of getting firewood. At a

,time when the thermometer stood at 45 degrees below
zero, the camp authorities allowed us four pieces of
wood weekly for our room; and we had no proper food
—not a single real bed!

“Do as we do,” said Saltin, a good father to us
all, as we poured out our griefs to him. “Once a week
we climb upon the roof of our barracks and, under
the direction of an architect, saw away everything
that is not absolutely necessary for the support’ of
the roof.” I told this to Dr. Berger, who refused
to countenance it.

“All right!” I said quietly. “If you choose to fet us
freeze, we have the right to look after ourselves.” Five ot

. six of us made ready a couple of strong saws, while I asked
Saltin for a loan of the architect. The roof of our barracks
had never been touched before. What a nest of worms !
The architect, who was a lieutenant from Transylvania,
went with blue chalk from prop to prop, cross-beam to
cross-beam. “The Russians are so lavish with wood in the
building of their houses,” he said laughingly, “that two-
thirds can be removed without risk. Only one must know
what must remain, and not make a mistake!” He moved
about marking beams here and there. At times he stopped

to calculate stress and strain. We sawed away busily, and
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lt)hle sawn supports steadily went to swell an ever-increasing
ile.

“Boys!” said Windt, “there’s warmth for you! I have

alv‘t:;gs envied our fellows in Turkestan. . . .”

on’t trouble to, Li 1” saj i

s Tt » Lieutenant!” said the architect. I
::Tell us about it!” called one or two voices.

. Ah! there’s not much to tell. Hot as a furnace day and
night—and not a drop of water. I’'ve come to hate heat
to such a degree that I’d rather freeze for the rest of m '
hfi {vban sweat once more as we did in Turkestan!” ’
Warri(e,f you treated better than here?” inquired the

The Lieutenant laughed. “Listen!” he said. “Wh
four ‘o.fﬁcers escaped in Astrachan, they puni.shed tlexn
remaining 296 by fencing up all windows and forbiddi :
them. to enter the barrack-yard with the thermom o
standing at 50 degrees! For a month we lived like th —
can you imagine it? Moreover, in Troizki, out of o
men, 9,000 died in three months. . . .» ’ 17,000
Yesterday evening Hansen, Lacke, and Farben ‘invited
me to have a drink with them in their corner. I do e’
know what they found in me, but, as I took my d'e iy
t?xey all said that I must visit them oftener. Our et
tion stuck in my mind for a long time. Was th :Oélvel‘sa-
they opened their hearts to me? “Oh! if we wi e onr e
the Front!” said Hansen finally. “There’s fi he‘re ony at
IGood. I understand that, if necessary. But heietmg t\g/hu:t.
he:‘;a?; g')bknlov; is: why must war also dominate things

iberia? Isn’t that the very limit? Is a defend
er of

hiS count 9 imi i

b}
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by treaties—by a convention. It’s all very well to say that
we are lucky in that nothing more can happen to us!
Aren’t tuberculosis and typhus bacilli flying about here
more thickly than the densest hail of bullets? Every bullet
is not deadly, but when one of these ‘bullets’ here scratches
ever so slightly one of our worn-out bodies—that’s an end
to it! No! Give me a lead bullet! And that’s not all, there’s
o lot more at the Front—for example, leave! And even
if you never got any leave, the time went more quickly;
they’ve got work, something to occupy them, a safety
valve! We’ve got nothing. They can defend themselves;
we’ve got to remain quiet. Out of every four of us, one is
already dead—out of every four men on the front is onc
always killed? Not at all! And when one must die—~—which
is the worst: To fall sword in hand in the thick of the
fight, or expose oneself helplessly, and inactively await the
coming of death?” e

The news from the Front has become increasingly worse.
Vereniki certainly had not deceived me. We are all con-
fronted by a dilemma. “I cannot understand’it when we
had just attained to numerical equality with the troops
that had been set free,” said Dr. Berger yesterday. “And
now we are forced to retreat as never before in the whole
course of the war. America’s material resources must have
come into play. . . .” Everyone walked about dejectedly
in the barrack-yard. Despondency was writ large upon each
face. I often went for walks with the Warrior, since nobody
else bothered about him.

“Ensign!” he said to me. “One can ask you 2 question.
Is it possible that we over-rated ourselves?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “To answer such a question
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here is quite impossible,” I replied. “And besides—could
we have done anything else?” I felt annoyed with myself

for avoidi i i i
iding his question. “If we win the war, we've

undoubtedly!” ’ - “If we lose it, then

A Russian officer passed us by, and returned our salute

caff:lessly and with hatred in his eyes.
Why do these men hate us s0?” asked the little man

beside me. “I don’t hate them! Never have hated them!

I simply fought because I beli
by fough elieved the Fatherland had

I only nodded. My God! Of
: [nodded. ! what use were such
questions in Siberia? Was he not right? Didn’
because we were attacked ? s 't we all go

({4 3 T M
That’s true,” I said wearily. “We'd never have

volunteered for
a war of conquest—you wouldn’t have

dnd I wouldn’t have.”

We walked on, saluting all the ti i
young Austrian lieutenangt, whdren t;mlf;eaw;}erfl sii\mlmng. g
joined us. I noticed suddenly that he no lonéer sa?u:u:i
although he had formerly invariably done so “Lozk,
young m.an,” I said. “There goes another felioizv wh(;
kicks against the pricks!” Three paces further on a captai
stopl?ed him—one of the popular kind who kncap alf;_
nothing better to do than to busy themselves in wa?;'l' ,
over the deportment of their inferiors in rank e

:g/hy donl’thyou salute?” he growled out. -

ecause I have alread i i i
morning!” answered the lji’eSfeI;;rsl? ::;llt;undred fmes thi

The captain stormed at him! “Are yo.u mad? Do you
want to be an officer? To give an example worthy of (Le};ng

followed? Retire! »
oy ire! ‘Three paces . . .”” The young lieutenant

>
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did not move. “I’ll be damned first!” he said in a clear

and calm voice. And walked on.
No one was any longer able to shake off the nervousness

* and irritation that seized upon all simultaneoysly. Yester-

day, for example, I had my first quarrel with Dr. Berger.
That was symptomatic. One had to be almost at the end
* of one’s tether before one could quarrel with so reserved
gnd fine a man. In a discussion over some trifling and
» laughable matter, I gave him a rough and unpremeditated
answer. He started, gave me a long look and, laying his
hand upon my shoulder, said softly: “You too, Ensign?
No. I am mistaken—not you!” Tears rushed into my
eyes. I could have kissed his hand. Ah! we were only
unlucky, unlucky unto death—nothing more. . . .
Collapse of Germany! Was I mad? Did I see ghosts?
A regular lieutenant stood in the barrack-yard without
tunic and cap. He had put on all his decorations, and kKept
striking his breast so that they rattled while he called out
unceasingly: “All for nothing . . . all for nothing . . . all
for nothing. . . .”

v

- Tt was true! I could not set it upon paper. I could no
longer distinguish white from black. Only: Vereniki had
not lied! Ever since the summer we had been in full
retreat! Saltin came from the chemist who had received
the newspapers. “It’s true, Ensign,” he said. “But we
weren’t beaten by soldiers! It was the American trains
day and night—day and night! Guns! Ammunition! Rifles!
Gas! . . .” He was quite beside himself, and repeated his
words three times in succession. As he went away, he was
crying.

The Russian officers were triumphant, One could see
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of air would blow me away! Still—it’ll soon be spring,
eh?” A fit of coughing tore him. His glance fell upon his
thin, childlike hands. On his thumbs were bright-red spots.

Later on came Schnarrenberg. His appearance gave me a
shock. Unwashed and uncombed, clad in a dirty and
unbrushed tunic, his whole figure was drawn up and
pinched in; and his bull-neck had become thin and bent.
Never before had I seen him in such a state. He seatzd
himself in front of me, stared into my eyes with a look that
pierced into me like a knife, and asked in a hollow voice:
“Is it true, Ensign?”

I could not reply. I thought of Seydlitz—~not an inch of
elasticity. “What, Schnarrenberg?” I asked.

“I must know ! he said obstinately. “I must know it for
certain!”

Fear crept into my heart. “Don’t do anything silly,
Schnarrenberg,” I said, in an effort at light-heartedness.
He continued to gaze at me unblinkingly and as if he had
not heard me. His eyes seemed to be gazing away into
the distance behind me. “Do you think,” he said slowly as
though he were wrenching each word out of himself, “that
Icould...now...wait ... quietly. .. another three
years?” He fell into a brooding silence. “You know very
well why I have been able to stand it! Only because . . .
because I hoped . . . believed. I'm too old for anything
new . . . grown too old here in Siberia! You can do that
—you who are the youth of Germany.” He laughed insanely.

“So it is true, eh?” he suddenly asked in his old, rough’

tone of command, “Advance, Ensign! Answer! Answer!”
“I don’t know . . .” I said softly.

He stood up. “That means ‘Yes,’” he said calmly.
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“QOtherwise you’d have said ‘No!” And not only said ‘No.’
. .. You'd have yelled it aloud! Ah well! Ah well! It’s only
what I’ve expected. . . .”” Once more he looked me up and
down from head to toe—a long, penetrating glancg. “You,
boy . . . last ensign of my regiment . . .” he suddenly
whispered, made a stiff right-about turn, and left the
room.

Pod came back with red eyes. “For weeks I've had
diarrheea,” he said. “Hence I've got to go out so often, do
you understand? Confounded nuisance! It would be a
case of vomiting, if there were anything to eat! I’ve got to
go every hour. It pulls one properly to pieces. It gripes all
the time . . . all the time. And there’s nothing there, do you
understand? At times it feels as if one’s very bowels would
be pulled out of one. . ..”

“I’ll bring you something to eat, Pod!”

“That’s not why I said it!” he answered roughly. “Eat
what you’ve got yourself. You’re not much better. . . .”

He walked across to his new table and picked up the
picture. “In her colouring and lines she’s a bit like my
Blesse,” he said, with his head sunk upon his chest. He
borrowed some nails from Hatschek and fized the picture
above his bed. Plunged in thought, I continued to watch
him, until a noise outside the door aroused me. The door
was kicked open, and six or eight men bore 2 heavy body
into the room.

“There! In that corner are his friends,” a voice called
out loudly. I caught sight between the bearers of two
cavalryman’s legs, a German dragoon uniform, a swollen

~ blue face, a bushy moustache. “He’d been hanging for a

time before we found him,” said an Austrian. “By his

braces.”
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It was Schnarrenberg—our sergeant-major, His face was
unrecognizable. His eyes were wide open. His moustache
t}mt had formerly bristled so fiercely, hung limply from his
lip. “Se he is finished!” The thought was like a stab in
the heart. “He thought it was the right way! He was true
to himself, . . .”

All cox?ventions and bonds of decency disappeared from
our midst. Could anything else have happened? The
thought of victory had hitherto held us up and given us
strength—what was to hold us any longer? We were not
weak nor evil; we were just as much and as little as we’d
been before. If anyone frowns at our behaviour. For
my part I refrain from judgment and accusation. 'I.have
simply set down events—nothing more. And i’ve not
sought to exonerate myself.

. The pilot Proschow had another fight with the Turk
yesteFday. He ridiculed his religious beliefs, despite the
warnings of some of the older men, until Abdulla, in a
state of frenzy, sprang at him like a cat and soug,ht to
throttle *him. Seized by a like frenzy, Proschow bit
scratched,. fought. . . . From all sides we sprang to separatc’
them. Thinking that we only meant to aid our comrade
the Turk turned upon us all; and it was only after a ﬁercé
fight that we were able to tie him down. Many of us
1v:riere E‘m{: agd Ztreaming with blood. Dr. Berger seated

mself beside Abdulla in i i
himsel an endeavour to bring him to
“They’d have killed eac i ¢
much o e e Wim?t'other, if we hadn’t been too
“If this winter goes on much longer,” said Seydlitz,

(‘th's t M 3 »
! 116 sort of thing will happen every day.
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Omsk had been made capital of the White State of
Siberia and Admiral Koltschak had been chosen as its
President.

*“Now, then, Ensign?” asked Vereniki. “What about it?
Your Emperor is in exile, and you are no longer bound by
your oath of fealty. . . .”

*«] cannot believe it, Captain!”

“Good God! Look here! I'll bring you the newspapers
tosmorrow. Then you come along with us. Done! What
a chance for a young man like you! Besides, you are a
soldier in every inch of you.”

“But not a mercenary, Captain

“What does that mean? Rubbish! For, in fact, you
were one once! That the military spirit has gone out of
you here, I can well understand; I'd have been the same
in your place. But under a man like Koltschak you’ll soon
recover it again. He’s a hero—a gentleman! Nobody
better could have been found! To-morrow then . . .~
Away he went with a light tread—free, happy, full of
hope—just as I was once! When? When? It seemed to
me as if it had been many, many years ago. . . .

1

One evening at Saltin’s an officer told us that he had spent
a long time in Dostojewsky’s Krepost. “The upper bunks
were ten and a half feet above the ground,” he said.
“Many who fell out of bed in their sleep got concussion
of the brain. The place looks to-day just as it did in the
middle of last century! And we were treated in the same
manner. . . . Only in Russia do they still crowd together
men belonging to the highest order of European culture,
as they used a century ago to crowd together the worst

criminals! Sixteen thousand men died there then Never-
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r.h.eless it was better than the Kirchhof Barracks in Niko-
laieff, where I was before that! Only 70 men out of every
1,000 survived. The Russian guards used to press the dead
b.od1es into coffins with their heels and the butts of their
rlfies: When the coffins were exhausted, they dug great
pits in which they tipped the naked bodies by the dozen
from .the same cart that they used to bring the meat for
our kitchen. These pits were left open until they were
filled to the brim, and the uppermost bodies were always
half-eaten by wolves before fresh corpses were thrown in
to cover them. . . .”

Last nfght, when everyone was asleep, Lieutenant Thurn
seated himself upon my bed. I laid aside the book by
Montegazza and stared at him in astonishment. Excite-
ment lit up his handsome, olive-skinned face, and his
d'a:k, almond-shaped eyes, whose whites had a bluish
- tint thgt one often sees in those of children, flickered
unsteadily. “What's the matter with him?” I thought
sympathetically,

“You have such a fine, clear skin . . .” he suddenly
began. .

My God! What did he mean? I laughed unwillingly as
I said “Indeed?” He came nearer to me, I felt his arm
upon my leg,

“You are handsome,” he went on. “I often dream of
you.. .. You have a small, delicate mouth. . . . When you
laugh you show your teeth. . . .»

.“I am a man, Lieutenant!” I interrupted him. He
raised his hand as much as to say, “What does that
. matter?” and, as he dropped it again, he laid it upon mY
hip. “That’s just it,” he whispered. I took his hand 18

ming, and placed it beside me on the bedclothes.
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“Lieutenant,” I said firmly, “go to bed. It’s time. I
want to sleep.”

“But why?” he asked in a weak voice, as his whole body
ttembled. “Let me sit a little longer on your bed. . . . It
is so nice. . . . I love looking at you. . .. Look! . .. I've
brought you some cigarettes. . . .”

“Thanks, Lieutenant.”

“Why do you always call me ‘Lieutenant’?” he inter-
rupted me. “My name is Willmuth—just for once call me
‘Willmuth,”

“Thanks, Lieutenant,” I continued my sentence. “I
have my own cigarettes.” He twisted himself about, and his
lips trembled. He whispered something.

“What do you mean?” I said sharply. He bent over me,
and laid his hands upon my shoulders.

I jumped up as if someone had struck me, and roughly
pushed away his hands. “If you don’t go away at once,” I
said brusquely, “I’ll call Dr. Berger.” )

“Why?”

‘““At once, please!”

He arose limply. Were there tears in his eyes? “Do be
nice . . .” he begged.

“Get away! Get away!” I said aloud. Was it because I
felt myself to be in danger? All of a sudden I became
furious with anger. “That is absolutely beastly, do you
understand? If you ever come near me again . . .” He gave
me a look that pierced me through and through. Like a
sick dog! I thought with a shiver. Finally he slunk off like
a whipped cur. I remained awake for more than half the
night. This also? I thought to myself. After a time I threw
away the cigarettes that were the last remaining traces of

my late visitor, the very same cigarettes that I had pur-
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chased myself for special occasions—La Ferme, Petrograd,
Best Quality. A faint feminine scent still clung to the
mouthpieces. . . .

I told Seydlitz about Vereniki and his proposal. “He
won’t leave me alone,” I said. “I can’t think why he wants
to make a fool of me.” :

“Because you have Russian blood, I should think.”

“That’s true. But still . . .” ’ .

“Why won’t you?” '

“Because I’'m no longer a soldier, Seydlitz. To be a
soldier means to be a man such as you—or Schnarrenberg.
For me it is quite impossible to go shooting and murdering
any more. At the very utmost I might do it in case of
necessity, and for our country. This, however, is a civil
war.” He remained silent for a time. Then he suddenly
asked: “Do you think he would take me?”

“You?” I said, taken completely by surprise. “Would
you go over, Seydlitz?”

“Yes. I am an officer. Nothing else. My father and my
grandfather were also officers. It’s my whole life and soul.
A new age is beginning for Germany—in one sense of
another—and of that there can no longer be the least
doubt. I cannot unlearn all that I have learnt. All I know
about is war—nothing else. I grew up in the army, in an
atmpspherc of war, and Pl remain in it Further, the
Whn.es are fighting for my own ideals: Government and
:I‘radxtion. That’s good enough for me. Perhaps one could
just as easily join the Reds, who also declare that they are
fighting for ideals, and these new ideals of theirs are not
bad and are certainly more in accord with the times than

ou;'2 c?ld ideals. But they are an undisciplined horde that
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won’t tolerate a leader—as far as I could judge. Also I
belong to the middle class. Why should I foul my own
nest by fighting against it ?”

He pondered for awhile. “I’ve heard it said shat Kolt-
schak is the most honourable soldier in Russia. A man
with clean hands. That’s saying a lot in this country—
perhaps the greatest thing that could be said. What more
do I want? Above everything else, I must get away from
here, do you understand? Only get away and do some-
thing, do anything. . . . Otherwise I’ll go mad.”

“And if you are killed?” I said in a depressed

voice.
“Well! I shall at least have tasted freedom first!” he

answered cheerily.

“How do you know that yowll remain alive? One of
these days either typhus or consumption or”—he sighed
deeply—*‘something worse still will get hold of us here,*
.. . For it may be years before we get home.”

“I’ll speak to Vereniki, Seydlitz.”

“Do you think that he . . .”

“Undoubtedly. They need every man they®can get.
Besides, Semjonoff certainly knows the name of your
famous ancestor.”

I was sheltering from the wind in a corner of the barracks
when Lieutenant Kohler came timidly up to me.
“Ensign,” he began nervously, and his eyes rolled excitedly,
“I am still looking in vain for my wife. I’d like to ask you,
don’t you know, something very special: If she comes
again to your room . . . and calls me . . . and I don’t come
at once . . . then please hold on to her . . . don’t let her go

...lock herin ... put a guard over her. . ..” He suddenly
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ceased speaking and began to laugh. Then he bent ovet
my ear as if he wished to communicate a very sacred
mystery to me. “Until . . . I ... come!” he whispered,
and hastened away with short, childlike strides. What he
must have suffered! Day by day, hour by hour, he was
plunged anew from the heights of heaven into the depths
of the blackest hell. But, as he was already exhausted and
light-headed, he would not have to endure it much longef.
Such was our condition that in order to render ourselvss
better able to endure the unendurable, we consoled ouf-
selves with the hope that in the near future death WOl'11
remove from our midst one or other of the most terrify1ng
faces.

There were those who declared that under the Whites
conditions were better than they had been under the
Reds. As a result of Bolshevist propaganda, a party of
so-called “Internationalists” had grown up among the
prisoners of war, composed of German, Austrian, and
Hungarian Communists, who terrorized all those who
refused 1o join their ranks. The Bolshevists had placed
them in command of the camp, and they had ‘subjects

the officers to the most abominable torture. I remembef
that pamphlets were distributed in the men’s camp calling
upon them to join the “Internationalists”. Some hundreds,
mostly Hungarians, did join them; but before they had
time to exercise their murderous propensities to the full,
the Red régime had collapsed in Transbaikalia.

When we arose one morning there stood on a siding a long,
very long, saloon carriage painted white, “Another dele

gate?” I asked.
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Dr. Berger looked out—and gave a start. “My God!” he
exclaimed. A

“What is the matter, Licutenant? What is it?”

“That is a plague-carriage,” he gasped out. |

“What? Why? What for?” six or seven voices called out.

“They are only to be seen when the plague is round
*about.”

, Saltin, who had experienced an outbreak of plague, told
Qs all about it. A couple of such saloon-carriages were

held ready in every large town, and the instant an out-
break of plague was reported from a village one was
attached to the next train travelling in that direction. The
carriages were stocked with disinfectants, contained ‘a tiny
hospital with a dozen beds, and in each were two nurses
and a doctor. The suspected cases were put into the
hospital, and so isolated, while their dwellings, together
with everything they contained, were set on fire, Not"2
single object was permitted to survive the flames. )

For four days we lived in a state of extreme anxiety.
Each night another house went up in flames. “Damnation!
That’s quick work!” said Windt. .

“I'hope . . .” added Olfert.

On the fifth day the carriage had vanished. The whole
camp breathed again. “If it had come into our barracks
or the men’s,” said Dr. Berger, “everything would have
been at an end.”

For a few more days we continued to live in a state of
gloomy foreboding. Might not one of the countless rats
have brought the germs into the barracks? We were in
luck. Not a single case was reported throughout the whole
camp.

Y
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We began to receive books, newspapers, instruments.
Slowly a tiny camp library grew up. Gradually, quite
gradually, we came to realize that they had been doing
much on eur behalf at home; but for the majority of us it
was already too late. Bit by bit we got what we needed,
although some—indeed the most—of it was of no use any
more. If we had only got these things three years sooner
. . . We had become too listless and worn out to be able
to execute even the slightest tasks, and our spirits had
become so dejected that no seed of any kind could find
pourishment on so parched a soil.

Seydlitz left to-day. To join Semjonoff’s staff in Tschita.
He left secretly without anyone being aware of his
departure. “Ordered to report in another camp,” was the
official announcement. Vereniki welcomed him with open
arms. He preferred his cool and resolute character to my
softer nature. “You are a fool not to go with him!” he said
again and again. “You’ll repent it later! He will make a
great career for himself—this young Seydlitz!” When he
said good-bye to me, he pressed my hand until it hurt.
«We'll never see each other again,” he said calmly. “But
don’t let us forget one another!”

The first day without him seemed oddly empty. Although
we had never spoken a great deal to one another, and
had not understood each other very well, yet the daily
sight of his disciplined and quiet demeanour had often
endowed me with moral courage. In the end we were even
more cut off from the others than we were from each other.
With them we merely lived through the miserable daily
round, the everlasting, torturing monotony, that did not

form any bond of union and only resulted in making men
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hate the sight of each other. Seydlitz, on the other hand,
belonged to the days of Nishninowgorod and the long
months in the railway-wagons—and to Totzkoje!

' «Hello!” said Olfert. “You are feeling a bit lonely,
aren’t you?”

“Yes, Olfert,” I answered frankly.

He put his arm round my shoulders and leant lightly
against me. “Then you’ll take me as a substitute, won’t
#ou?” he said in a strange voice.

“Very gladly, Olfert,” I said.

The other day I noticed the soldiers in the men’s barracks
hunting dogs. They lured all the dogs that were running
about to come to them, strangled them with bits of string,
and then cut their throats. . . .

“For cutlets!” said Windt calmly.

I was furious. Then I thought: Has one the right ¢
condemn them? Had I not seen myself that only a short
time ago they had dearly loved these dogs and done
everything for them? Unceasing famine had destroyed
those gentler feelings. Something more had been brought

-to an end. . . . I decided to tell Pod to keep a careful watch
upon Suschka.

Captain Kosim, who was always quarrelsome, attacked a
sentry in a fit of rage. Before anyone could prevent him
the Cossack had drawn his sabre . . . Kosim lay in hospital
in a dying condition. The doctors disagreed as to the cause
of his breakdown. Some called it delirium tremens, but
whatever it was it was the twelfth case this year.

A short time ago a young lieutenant made his appearance

in the barrack-yard stark naked, and annoyed the passers-by
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;')n tlf(xc most incredible manner. He could only be brought
ack to barracks by the employment of force. He was

ordered to be sent to the asylum in Omsk in a few days’.

;:me, and €aptain Kosim was to follow as soon as he could
¢ transported. The asylum was said to be filled for the

most part with prisoners of war. Frequently one encountered

men in .Lhe barrack-yard who suddenly performed some
mad action. After the news of the German collapse had
become known, an ensign was to be seen running about’
for days accusing all the superior officers of saluting incor-
requ. “Put your heels together, sir!” he roared out every
minute. “§alute me! I am the unknown soldier. . . .”

| Little by little things grew worse and worse. Gradually one
came to fear for one’s best friends.

"Enmgn,” said Olfert, “a Bavarian dragoon spoke to me
at the fence. He’s been walking up and down for hours
walting to see someone from our room. He asked me to
tell you to come as quickly as possible to the barracks. Your
old comra@e is ill—has been ill for a week.”
. Pf)d? I thought in terror, Are you calling for me—Pod?
“Isflxppcd on my overcoat, head-protector, and felt boots.
he asks'for me...myGod!... If he asks for me . . .’
I- kept thinking. As I entered the room I saw .t.hat
his eyes were ﬁxcc‘l upon the passage along which I
ISntUStB ecome‘i But his eyes were no longer the good old
St. Be x";:rr : eyes. He was no longer my Pod—my old
‘-‘He"‘s looked like that since yesterday,” whispered the
artist. “Keeps on looking over there unbli,nkinglyp”
I sat down beside him. “Pod . . . I said Sofﬂ}.'. He did

no;zinr and only his eyelids flickered slightly.
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“At times he is unconscious,” murmured the artist
“Notwithstanding his open eyes.”

“Why didn’t you send for me sooner?” I asked
irritably.

“He wouldn’t permit it. He threatened to kill anyone
who did so. He said he would be all right in three
days....”

SWhy isn’t he in hospital?”

, “Full up!” said the artist. “Spotted typhus has broken
out again and only those suffering from it are admitted.”

“What does the doctor say? What’s the matter with
him?”

“Consumption was all he said.”

A volunteer stepped forward. “There was nothing
wrong with him organically, Ensign,” he said politely.
“The cause of the trouble—according to the doctor—Ilay
far more in his mental condition.” s

I started up. “And I knew nothing about it?” was th
thought that arose within me. Knew nothing, felt nothing,
suspected nothing? . .. I turned round. Bruenn was cower-
ing behind me. “My God! What is the matter ,with him,
Hatschek?” I cried out in horrified astonishment. He
looked like a corpse—pale, hollow, a breathing ruin of
a man,

Hatschek touched his forehead with his forefinger. “For
the last four days . . . ever since Pod has been lying ill
... Day and night he cries continually the same old thing.
. . . But they won’t take him away. They simply say he
will soon be sent to Omsk, and that we can stand him
better than the sick. . . . At least so the doctor said.”

Bruenn looked at me like a stupid, dirty beast. “I must

have a woman again, Junker! Young . . . supple . . .” he
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§tammered out amid giggles. I suddenly shivered. “Where
is little Blank?” I asked quickly in an effort to think of
other things.

“Dead. Yesterday evening. Consumption,” said the
Tadpole. ““He suffered terribly. At the last he always
talked about a shop. He was full of blood when he died.”

“And they have eaten our Suschka as well,” said the
Schwalangscher. .
After a time Pod stirred. T quickly bent over him. “Pod,
old man, dear old boy—do you know me?”

“Yes, boy . . .” he breathed. What was the matter with
his voice? Where had the old, deep, rumbling tone disap-
peared to? I seized my coat. “I’ve brought you something
to eat, Pod! Good things . . .”

“I...dont...want...anything ... more...."
The four words struck me like four blows. Instantly I
kneyv that all was up with him. “Hunger—Golod, Bread—
Ehljeb, Eggs—TJeiza . . .” the words rang in my head.

“But you must eat, old boy!” I said loudly.

“Imnot . .. hungry...any longer. ...”

A cold shiver passed through my body. I shook myself.

in an attempt to get rid of it. “Pod,” I said swiftly. “You
must not throw up the sponge. I’ll talk to the doctor. You
must be brought to hospital. Then youw’ll get better again.
And spring is coming. . . .”

“I want to stay with my comrades,” he said in a tired
voice. “With the artist and the Bavarian and . . . and .
Bruenn. They need me ., . .»

I took his hand irg mine—a hard, thick-skinned peasant’s
hand. Tears came into my eyes. If I had bent my head

th:zs would have poured forth in a burning stream. I

.
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needed all my strength to enable me to hold my head
erect. “I’ll come every day now, Pod,” I said cheerily.
“It was good of you to come at all,” he murmured.
' “At all? What do you mean, Pod? I’ll come very often,’
I said excitedly, almost laughingly. “Ah! we’ll p’ut you on
your legs again. And in the spring we go home! And
>then you’ll plough again, Pod. With the brown one, Pod,
apout whom you told me, and with Blesse, who is so like
the ‘Holsteinerin!” You'll give her a good wallop if she
tries to hang back in the traces! But perhaps she’s forgotten
that trick by now—what do you think, Pod? Yes, and then
you’ll sing her praises, leaning against your plough, so
that it crunches . . .” He only smiled. Oh! that knowing
¥mile—it smothered up my words as with a black shroud.
“You must will it, Pod !’ I said helplessly.
“Look up Anna,” was all he said. “She must see you.
. . . I have written to her about you . . . often. . . . Tell
her about me. . . . In the evening . . . on the seat before
the door from where one sees ., .all...my... fields....”

»

I heard nothing more. For a long time he went gn whisper-

.ing, but I could not understand a word. If Bruenn had not

continued to scream incessantly, “I want to have 2 woman
again . . . a young, supple . . .”, I might have caught some-
thing of what he was whispering. I remained seated beside
his bed between the Schwalangscher and the artist until
dawn came. As the sun rose, he ceased to breathe. Up to
the last we heard him murmuring and whispering. “It
sounded like ‘Anna,’” queried the artist in amazement.
““Was that his wife’s name?” .

I realized that he had told nobody, only myself—and

‘now there was no longer any need for anyone else to know.
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1 shrugged my shoulders, removed all his papers and
letters from his tunic, and took down “Holsteinerin”, the
champion mare, from the wall. In the pocket of his trousers
I found an old, chewed-up pencil on which the letter
“A” had been carved. I took that also.

As I left the barracks, an icy east wind blew in my face.
Nowhere was anyone to be seen. I leaned up against the
wall of the barracks and suddenly became conscious that
I was crying like a child. A fit of shivering came over me,,
§tnking into my very heart, but it did not come from the
1ce-cold wind which froze the tears as they ran down my
cheeks. It came from within—despite the company of many
thousands of men I was shivering from loneliness. “Pod|”
I called out helplessly. “Pod, my friend . . .

Pod’s death laid me in bed. What hunger and heat, cold
and illness, had not been able to accomplish throu;;hout
the space of three years, it accomplished overnight. I
lay for foprteen days, although the doctor declared that I
was organically sound—*“Just like Pod ! I thought to myself.
For hours at a time Dr. Berger sat by my bedside in order

to help me pass the time. Olfert looked after me with an -

assiduity that became almost embarrassin . When lain upon
for any length of time my sacks of shavigngs begalzll: hfl:i:
yet what would it have been like if I had had to lie upon
bare boards—like Pod and Blank had had to do! These
Cossack corn-sacks undoubtedly had their good points as
well; for, above all, they reeked of horses and of resin and
of ff)rf:sts. Every time I smelt this odour my thoughts
unwillingly flew homewards. What would it be like to stand,
after all these years in this desolate steppe, for the first

tir;xaeoagain in a wood? I thought that 1 should probably
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embrace the very trees and kiss their bark. I should like
to live in a wood on my return home; sceing nothing,
hearing nothing, only breathing and dreaming and gazing
upon the trees. . . . But I should never be able tp do that
—who would and should who has passed twenty? And in
a conquered land? At this stage I always found that my
thoughts became involved—my brooding lost in darkness.
What should I do on my return home? I would certainly
bave to adopt a profession. But what? What?

For many of us, indeed for the majority, this life here
was no more than an episode. On their return home it
would be laid away in a drawer in their cupboard, and the
lock well turned upon it. They would go back to their old
life and take it up just where they had left off—and forget!
But we—we youths? Seydlitz once said: “I grew to man~
hood in war. I cannot unlearn what I have learnt!” Great
Moloch has swallowed him up—living. What was I to do*
to prevent his seizing upon me, alive or dead? )

It had lasted too long and had been too much for our
years—that was it. It could have been a great and valuable
experience for us: its duration and overwhelmingness had
turned it into a destroying martyrdom. My God! I could
not do as Seydlitz had done—nor could the great majority
of us. What were we to do? We who could not change our
inner misery into a strengthening virtue? I let all profes-
sions pass in review before my eyes. If one only had had
one already! We boys would have to begin to learn all

. over again. . . . And how can a man begin again to learn

who has passed the best years of his life lying on a bed
doing nothing, scarcely ever holding a pen, scarcely ever

taking a book in his hand? Ah well! they’d understand that,
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they’d give us privileges. But then . . . Should I become a
lawyer? Like Dr. Berger? “In accordance with paragraph
so-and-so you are charged with a breach of the peace in as
much as you made a libellous remark to the appellant . . .”*
Would that not be irony? Could one of us stiil grasp such
an idea, after all we had lived through? Would I not
suddenly burst out laughing like a madman? In a loud
chorus of laughter in company with all those frqm
Totzkoje? ‘

The best thing would be to enter a monastery. In a
green, quiet forest among silent, pious monks.

I started up. Olfert had entered the room. He looked
roun(‘i qul.ckly. Nobody was in the room. “Alone at last...”
he s:'nd w1.th a forced laugh, coming towards my corner and
seating himself upon my bed. I looked up at him in
gston‘x‘shlnex:t. He turned his head and looked strangely at
me, Wl%ats the matter with you, Olfert?” I asked in
some anxiety.
g é—il; took r‘:}y, hand, laid it upon his knee, and stroked it
kx en;lyo Ill tell you,” he began. “But perhaps you
aIxrllow a rIfIadYs perhaps you have already suspected it? L
am . o 0. ... Naturfilly it is not love—that would be
“Wl}l: d, - But something like it, . . .” He sighed deeply.
ot y didn’t you let me go to the women?” he burst out.
‘ “g,r]; perhaps it would never have happened »”
“What would not hay o
el e happened, Olfert?” I asked
. C;I;\;in;;eyou Foticed it? T cannot stand it any longer!
e .
o 'P.s » am mad, certainly, but I cannot help

I went hot and i i
I cold. Everything within me rose in
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defiance. Nevertheless . . . It was not the same as with
Thurn. In the name of God! How had it come about? Had
1 also got to the same stage? “I shall not be able to defend
‘myself, if he . ..” I thought to myself, partly in anxiety,
partly with a new, hitherto unknown and exciting sense of
anticipation.

“Edwin!” Olfert called out. For years I have not heard
my Christian name, which is not very common among
soldiers, and on the last occasion had not a girl used it?
This thought failed to be of assistance. I was utterly
powerless. I saw his large eyes gleaming; they were wet
and dark and the eyelids were very slightly reddened.

A trembling sense of expectation took hold of me. “What
will it be like?” I thought with curiosity. Never before was
a man so near me. . . . “Perhaps I shall forget everything,
if he does it,” I thought. Perhaps they all forget about it,
when they do it? Perhaps it affects one like morphia? Ahd
it would have been a good thing to have had some morphia
just then! All of us in Siberia would have been drug-
fiends, if we had been able to obtain any. . . . And . . . I
thought . . . and . . . supposing I close my eyes and think
-of a girl . . . a peasant girl . . . a strong, solid, broad-
shouldered . . .? Perhaps then I could—bear it? I also
remembered how good he had been to me—this fellow
Olfert; that he had guarded me like a dog; that it was
possible that he suffered inhumanly; that it was only his
begging eyes that had taken the resistance out of me.

I lay for a moment paralysed before something unex-
pected occurred: I suddenly became conscious of some-
thing strange, unpleasant, upon my face, a slight prickling
or scratching. . . . “He is badly shaved!” was the thought

that at once flew to my head. At the same instant the
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broad country girl whom I had sought to call to mind at |

the moment of his kiss disappeared, vanished. . . . “No!
No! No!” I threw myself about, struck at his chest, turned
and twisted to all sides, and pressed my thumbs into his
eyes. “Let me go! I won’t . . . cannot . . .” I groaned. At
the same instant steps echoed down the corridor. Olfert
sprang up, walked rapidly across to the window, and stood
gazing into the barrack-yard with his back turned towargds
the door. v

« o s . ..
Boys!” said Windt, coming into the room. “Have you

heard? In the men’s barracks someone has castrated

himself—a fellow called Briinninghaus!”

The next day I got up. I should have stag'ed longer in
bed, but I wanted to avoid another similar occurrence.
When I was up and about I could defend myself better;
‘for Olfert seized every opportunity when we were alone
in the room to overcome my resistance, He almost whined.
“No!” I yelled at him. Once I was forced to strike him in
order tg defend myself. How would it end? I felt incapable
of pgttmgﬂup a defence for much longer. . . . On the sixth
evening I went to Lieutenant Schulenburg. I saw no other.
way of escape. In such things Dr. Berger was as helpless
as I was, but this small, quiet man with the smooth,
typlCZ}l officer’s head and the firm, projecting chin . . .

“I.,1eutenant,” I said nervously. “May I ask you to be
so kind as to go for an hour’s walk with me now and then?”

He.looked at me until I grew red in the face. .

“L'leutenam,” I continued haltingly. “Even if you do
not like me, or for any other reason, nevertheless please do
it for an hour a day.”

“Certainly, Ensign! But why?”
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«Please do not ask me to give you my reasons,” I said

in a low voice. He bent his head slightly. “All right, Ensign,
I understand. An hour every day, and to-morrow at ten
‘o’clock.” ,
The young doctor, who had attended me when I was
*sick, told me that during the first years in Russia their
complaints regarding want of cleanliness, instruments, and
bandages were invariably replied to with arrest and con-
finement in the kaforga. He had often had to operate with
his pen-knife. When later on he was permitted the use of
instruments, he was only allowed to operate with four
guards with fixed bayonets standing beside the operating
table. ’ ‘

“Have you any idea,” I asked, “how many prisoners of
war have died up to the present in Siberia?”

“Yes,” he answered. “The last time I met Elsa Brind-

strom I asked her, and she told me 500,000 up to the
present. . . .”

Spring had come. I spent the spring days in Schulenburg’s
. company; for our daily hour had imperceptibly increased
to two and three. Peace had also come to me. When Olfert
saw that I sought refuge from him in Schulenburg’s com-
pany, he left me alone; it was undoubtedly true that he
felt 1 would reveal everything to Schulenburg in the last
resort—and it is even possible that he believed I had
already done so. Moreover, he began to seek the company
of the Warrior. Was it so long since he himself had hurled
words of abuse at such “couples™?
Schulenburg and I seldom spoke to one another. We

walked silently, determinedly, and at a measured pace. At
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times it seemed to me as if I were being filled with a
healing strength in the society of this quiet and strong
man. Only once did he break forth into speech, when I
grumbled and declared that I did not know what I should
do in the Tuture.

“Rot!” he said curtly. “That’s pure slackness! Probantur
tempestate fortes! as the Romans said.”

“And what will you do, Lieutenant?” I asked. )

“QOh,” he said confidently. “Something! Perhaps I'll
become a merchant, perhaps a farmer—I’ll certainly find
something to do! I am not going to allow myself to be
beaten. I'm done with the past. Moreover, a time has
come again when honest men will be wanted more than
ever. I’m not going to belong to the everlasting yesterday.
We’ve been destroying for long enough. It’s time we began
to start building again!”

His words made a deep impression on me. That was the
true path! I thought. And my more particular path would
be to be a—peasant. Like old Pod. . . . I suddenly felt that
unwittingly I had found the right man at the moment
when I most needed him—in the days that followed upon
Olfert’s breakdown and Pod’s death. I rejoiced to think .
that my instinct still remained sound. . ..

From one point of view it was not a bad thing that our
food got worse from day to day: one slept better under-
nourished. Then there is no superfluity of vitality to go
to the brain and to poison the blood. Formerly I had
thought that the principal care of a prisoner must be to
guard against bodily weakness; but now I know that
spiritual degeneracy can not only be more dangerous but
much more difficult to fight against. What was left to us?
336
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Phantasy . . . that became for us as a green wood, a city of
refuge, a sanctuary. But a wood that was populated with
‘maidens. We talked and we dreamt; and invariably our
dreams and our conversation became centred yound the
thing for which we were all hungering: Woman. Our
phantasxes became more and more enflamed, relief was no
’longer to be naturally obtained, nor did it suffice to
quench the fire that burnt ever more hotly. Our brains
played ever more and more madly with fancies about that
very thing from which we must abstain at all costs to our-
selves. Some told of dreams of murders committed out of
sheer lust, others of disgusting abnormalities. If the first
woman we possessed, after this long period of abstinence,
were not clever enough lovingly to heal us and cool our
passions, then we were likely to remain abnormal for the
rest of our lives, and to spread abroad a plague of per-
versity over our old Fatherland. "

I walked up to the Home-hill. For a short time past nobody
had gone up there, for a young captain had there cut his
throat with a razor. When he was discovered, he lay upon
*his stomach with his face turned westwards as though he

.would gaze towards home until his last breath left him.

Since that event the hill had been deserted, but neverthe-
less I went up to the top. The funerals had once more
begun, but this spring we were forbidden to accompany
them. Only from the summit of this hill could one follow
their path towards the cemetery—why was I there? On
the spot where the captain had lain I strewed sand over
the dried blood so that it could no longer be seen.

Once again the narrow path leading to the cemetery

gleamed yellow with sawdust and shavings. How many
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long caravans passed daily up and down that path! I
watched one with an intentness so great that it seemed as
though I would pierce through the very coffins. Such a
processiop had brought my comrades to their last resting-’
place: Schnarrenberg—my sergeant-major, the childlike
grocer Blank, the simple peasant Pod. I had thought of

waiting beside the morgue until their bodies were brought’

out; then I remembered that I would have to examine
perhaps two thousand naked corpses, searchingly, minutely,
before I recognized the loved faces. And that would have
exceeded my powers of endurance.

As I thought of these things, I became filled once more
with a new sense of loneliness and hopelessness. I threw
myself upon the ground spotted with the blood of a man
in despair and in a desperation akin to his I bit into the
sand in my agony. In front of my very eyes my comrades
were being borne one after the other—two or three thousand
of them—to the cemetery; and one of them had been as
dear to me as a brother—Dragoon Podbielski. I am the
last! 1 groaned. What was I to do? I could never again
be a quiet, happy normal man. What had become of the
Totzkoje squad? I’d never be able to forget, always be.
forced to remember that masturbation had reduced that
jolly fellow Bruenn to an idiot; that consumption had eaten
up the girlish Blank; that our defeat in the war had broken
down the resistance of the determined Schnarrenberg;
that the war had swallowed up alive the proud Seydlitz;
that sexual desire had ruined the will-power of Olfert;

that home-sickness had carried away the strong body of

Pod. . . . What would be the use of my returning home?
Would it not be better if I followed them? Here—on this

hilal ;vhere someone had already paved the way for me?
3
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Would it not be wiser to surrender a life in which it was
possible to suffer what we had suffered? Perhaps it would
go on for another two years? And even if it did not—what
"could I do at home? Had not the war made a Siberia of
the whole world for me? For us was it not everywhere
Siberia? Because we could never hope to forget? I threw
" myself about and beat upon my temples. “And shall I
live as if nothing had happened?” I shricked into the
~ground.
After everything that had happened?
Sleep and wake?
Eat and drink?
After everything that had happened?
Perhaps marry?
Bring up children? . ..

Once more I was plunged into the depths of despondencys
until a tiny incident occurred to pull my feet out of the
slough and set them on firm ground again. It was almost
nothing—and it was so tremendous as to baffle description.
I was standing at the window and saw Lieutenant Schulen-
. burg—that small, rod-like regular officer—walking past.
Erect, austere, silent, he went his way—honourable, inde-
pendent, far-seeing. “What would he do if he had your
knowledge of languages?” I said to myself in reproach.
Escape—the word flew through my head. In the same
instant I suddenly took a resolve, and with it all slackness
vanished. I would escape. I would once more take up life

. again—wash away from me in facing peril all that had

adhered to me here, and drown remembrance in the
flowing stream of life.

I was too young to overcome Siberia as Schulenburg
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could overcome it; I suffered more than he did. I could
only overcome it if I threw myself, like a mortally-diseased
person, into some health-giving stream. That alone could
remove ths stains from my spirit and give me new strength!’
If I had luck, I would emerge to shake the drops from my
head—and to find myself whole again.

Did not our Fair Angel say on the occasion of her last”
visit: “My friends, I know of a warfare crueller and
harder than any other—prison life! Nevertheless, the,
victory can be won. And in the end you will attain to a
maturity and stature that cannot be achieved by those
who experience only the daily round of everyday life!”
She was right! That was to be the recompense for all
these years—that was the harvest they would yield. But I
could not wait until all should return home together. In
my condition I could not hold out. Va bangue—that
was the only game for me. I resolved to undergo a drastic
cure—one of those cures that either kill or cure. And if I
died? I must, in any case, have died slowly without the
cure.

As 1 went away filled with new hopes, and medi-
tating a thousand plans, that good fellow Saltin called.
me over to him. He was standing in front of the
morgue and pointing to a tiny green plant that had
quietly and determinedly thrust its way up through the
barren soil.

“It’s the only one in Siberia!” he said, laughingly.
“For eight days I have watched it growing. Four days ago
it spread out its first leaves, and to-day the first flowers
have appeared.”

“Truly the worst rubbish-heap can bear fruit{” I said,
with conviction.
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1 stood at the window and gazed out. Everyone wis asleep,
only Dr. Berger was still reading. The Warrior sighed in
his sleep, and Seydlitz’s place was empty. The desert

"‘before my eyes stretched out coldly—white, like 2 moonlit

landscape. “It won’t be long now!” I thought. Where there
is a will, there is a way.

* I'd find a second smuggler. One night I would break
oyt at the same place where we had crept out before, but
this time I would go west and not east. And this time I
‘Wwould be successful. . . . Two Mongolian horses would be
waiting behind the hill. The smuggler would be there with
a Russian uniform for me, With a low cry I would hurl
myself into the saddle. The new grass would silence the
beating of the horses’ hoofs; blowing through their nostrils,
the horses would trot away, and their heads would be
turned towards the west. . ..

L]

As dawn broke we made a brief halt. I threw myself
upon the steppe and held my head in my hands. Nothing
more was to be seen of our camp, with its red barracks

.and bdrbed-wire fence. Alone the cemetery on the hill

stood up in the distance to take farewell of me. It seemed
as if all the crosses nodded approvingly to me—as if all
the dead gazed after me.




GLOSSARY OF RUSSIAN WOKDS

Ataman The elective ruler of the Cossacks
Borsoi Russian dog
Charascho All right
Do swidanje Au revoir
Gospodin Mr,
Idji Off!
Ja was lljnblju 1 love you!
Katorga Criminal prison
” Kopek A piece of money
Krepost Fortress
Lafka A small-grocer
Litewka Army tunic
Muschko A peasant
Nagaika A Cossack leather whip
Nitschewo It doesn’t matter
Nje ponamai I don’t understand
Nu Now?
Papirossi Cigarettes
Pascholl . Be off!
Pogrom A massacre (usually of Jews)
Po tschetiri Form fours!
Praportschik An ensign
Propusk A permit -
Pyroshnis Sort of pastry
Quass or Kvass A Russian drink
Rubaschka A Russian dog
Rubashka A Russian shirt
Schtschi A Russian soup
Sitchas Immediately
Skat A card game
Spassivo Thanks
Starshi Sergeant-major
Troika A vehicle drawn by three horses abreast
Tscheinik A teapot

Zempskaja Uprawa  Agricultural authorities



GEORGE ALLEN & UNWIN LTD
LonpoN: 40 Museum Street, W.C,1
Carx Town: 73 ST, Grorge's Streey
Sypney, NSW.: WynvarD Sguare
Avecxianp, NZ.: 41 ALBERT STRIET
ToroxNTo, 77 WELLINGTON STREET, WrET



