
GOOD-BY TO GERMANY

BY DOROTHY THOMPSON

A LL the way along the road from
1""1. Innsbruck to Munich I kept
thinking of Eric's gardener. It was
easy to drive and think because there
was no trafficon the road. It is a beau-
tiful road and must have cost lots of
money to build. Nobody was tour-
ing on it. Almost nobody is touring
anywhere in the Austrian Tyrol. The
inns are all empty. The innkeepers
say, "Now that the Germans do not
come any more we are ruined." The
Germans do not come because for over
a year there has been a boycott against
Austria, and Germans have to pay a
thousand marks for a visa.

I went to Innsbruck from Salzburg,
where I had stayed with Eric, who
lives in a village near-by. In that
village there had been bad fighting
for a few hours after the Nazis killed
Chancellor Dollfuss. There is a cheese
factory there owned by a Nazi Ger-
man, and it became the center of the
Nazi conspiracy in that district. Only
Nazis could get jobs, and everyone
wanted a job. They had their own
radio communications with Freilassing,
the nearest German village, and from
there they smuggled in hand-gre-
nades, rifles, and explosives. They
did not hide them all in the cheese
factory. Some they hid in peasant
houses and barns, sometimes with
the knowledge of the peasant and
sometimes without it. The barn of
the house where Richard Mayr, the
opera singer, lived in summer was so
full of explosives that if anyone had

dropped a cigarette the whole place
would have been blown into kingdom
come. Eric's gardener was a Nazi.
He was the best gardener in the village
and a fine young man. Eric is not a
Nazi, but he said you had to say that
the gardener was the best young man
in the village, honest and brave and
strong. He was brown and muscular,
with sunburned hair. He always said
Austria would have to join Germany.
He was Nazi partIy because he hated
the Italians. He said if the Germans
didn't rule Austria, the Italians would.
And he hated the Dollfuss Govern-
ment. He said it had massacred the
workers in February because Musso-
lini ordered it. He was anticlerical
too, which was funny because he was
a Catholic. But he said the Church
should attend to its own affairs. He
was sure the Nazis would win. He
always said, "When the signal comes
seventy per cent of the people will
rise." But when the signal came it
was a little late. Only a few workers
from the cheese factory rose, but Eric's
gardener fought with them. He was
sentenced to prison for life-a peasant
boy who all his life had been out of
doors. Eric is no Nazi, but he cried
when he told about him.

I stopped at a little inn on the road.
Two young men were sitting on a
bench in the courtyard. When the
servant went out to get me tea they
looked up and caught my eye. They
wore ragged shirts, patched trousers,
and worn sandals with no socks, and
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carried thin knapsacks. They had
narrow faces, white teeth, and a hard,
keen look. When I looked at them
they asked me for some money. I was
surprised. They didn't look like beg-
gars. I asked what for, and they said,
"To get on with."

"Where to?" I asked.
"Farther," they said; "perhaps to

Switzerland, though it's hard to get
out now."

I asked if they were unemployed.
"We are artisans," one said. "I'm

a carpenter, and he's a locksmith, but
we never get any work-not for two
years."

"How do you live?" I asked.
Their teeth flashed. "Oh, we live,"

one said. "If we come to an inn like
this perhaps we will be thrown out.
But sometimes they give us a meal in
the kitchen or someone will give us a
hand-out. We shan't starve. We'll
get through somehow. We shan't die.
Not without a fight."

"What would you fight for?" I
asked.

The white teeth flashed again.
"For food," he said, "and work."

"Why don't you go to Germany and
join the Nazis?" I asked. "Some say
it's better there."

"Not us!" they said. "Not yet."
"What party do you belong to?" I

asked.
The elder of the two looked at me

searchingly. "The party of the hun-
gry," he said. "All Austria is hungry."

When he said that, I thought of
what I had seen and heard in Vienna.
I had sat in a street cafe with a friend
who is in the diplomatic service and
has been in Austria a long time. He
is a queer sort of fellow for a diplo-
mat. He hardly ever goes to tea parties,
and he knows all kinds of people that
diplomats seldom see, trade-union
leaders and workmen and Socialist
agitators, as well as statesmen and
diplomats. We talked in the cafe. and

newsboys went by all the time calling
out extras. They were still trying the
Nazis, and the extras told who was
hanged that day or sentenced to prison.
All the time beggars passed by. They
leaned over the privet hedges planted
in green boxes to shelter the cafe from
the street and asked for bread. If we
had rolls we weren't eating we gave
them to them.

"That's Austria," said the diplomat.
"This country will fall into the lap of
whoever can feed her or help her feed
herself. Everyone talks of Austrian
independence except a lot of Austrians.
But who is buying Austrian felt hats,
Austrian wood, Austrian needlepoint?
Who is going to pay for all the men in
uniforms to keep order?"

There were lots of men in uniforms.
going by all the time. They wore
green suits and funny hats with feath-
ers in them. They were the Heim-
wehr, or the Sturmschar, military or-
ganizations, led by Prince Starhemberg
or Chancellor Schuschnigg, not the
regular army. "The regular army,"
said my friend, "isn't too reliable.
And as for the police-during the Nazi
Putsch it hung by a hair which way
they would go. They've had to put
out two thousand men for being sus-
picious. The regular forces are honey-
combed with Nazis. It cost -this gov-
ernment forty million schillings to
fight the Socialists in February, and
God knows how much they are spend-
ing to fight the Nazis. Maybe the
Italians will pay some of it."

My friend had been in Carinthia
and Styria, where the worst fighting.
took place at the end of July. "It's
funny," he said, "that the hottest
Nazis all live farthest from Germany,
and the hottest Heimwehr live
nearest. Those who live nearest-
Italy hate the Italians, and those
who live nearest Germany hate the
Germans."

"But the great masses of the Aus-
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trian workers will never go Nazi," I
said.

"No one knows any more what the
workers think," said my friend. "The
old-line Socialists and trade-union-
ists were the greatest stabilizing force
in Austria. Now their organizations
have been broken up, their leaders are
exiled or imprisoned; no one knows
where they will go. Bolshevist, per-
haps, or Nazi, or with the government.
Who can tell? And the whole youth
wants a new deal. And rule with bay-
onets costs so much. More than this
country can pay,"

Along the road and in the inns I
saw men wearing black armbands.
Nearly everyone I passed seemed to
wear this badge of mourning. I pre-
sumed it was for Chancellor Dollfuss,
but one wasn't always sure. Later in
Germany, I asked a Storm Trooper for
whom he wore the mourning band,
and he said, "For Roehm." I thought
it was for President Hindenburg.
Roehm was the chief of staff of the
Storm Troopers whom Hitler exe-
cuted. One black armband looks like
another, after all.

II

I never knew just when I passed the
border into Germany because no
frontier officialstopped me. I thought
it odd that there should be a border
warfare so recently and all sorts of
secret police, and yet no customs offi-
cial in sight, but it was so. But I
knew when I was in Germany by the
flags. They hung from all the houses.
They were bright red with a black
swastika in a white circle in the middle,
and sometimes they hung from the
second storey to the ground. They
gave the streets an odd Chinese look.
There were often several on one house
-one for every family who lived there.
They made the streets look very gay,
as though there were a festival. If
there is a flag for every family, there
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must be more than ten million flags
in Germany, I thought, and all manu-
factured during the past year and a
half. Ten million new flags because
the old ones were different. Any flag
that will stand the weather costs fifty
cents, and the big ones five dollars or
more. Someone must be making
money in Germany, I thought.

Besides the flags there were election
banners across the street. The next
Sunday people were going to vote
whether or not they wanted Hitler for
President to succeed Hindenburg. In
other countries when there is an elec-
tion you vote whether you want one
candidate or another, but in Germany
Hitler made himself President and it
was a law, and then people voted
whether they liked the law or not. If
they liked it, that meant he was Presi-
dent; and if they didn't, that meant he
was President anyhow.

The election banners and posters
did not explain any program. They
didn't explain why it was good that
Hitler should be the whole show, the
head of the army and the navy and
the civil service, and even head of the
supreme court when he wanted to be,
more powerful and supreme than any
other person in the whole world.
And of course there weren't any posters
on the other side. You couldn't put
up a poster: "Hitler is a big stiff. Vote
no!" It wouldn't even have been fun
to try.

The posters were like the ones in
the Liberty Loan campaigns. They
had that sentimental, evangelical note.
"We are with thee, dear leader."
"Thy leader has traveled a million
miles on work for thee. Wilt thou
not walk a hundred yards for him?"
That sort of thing.

Now, in Germany, it was not so easy
to drive the car. The roads were
crowded. There were automobiles
and motorcycles and bicycles, They
all seemed to be driven by young men.
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They leaned over the handlebars of
the bicycles and paddled furiously with
bare, strong legs. They wore mostly
shorts and open-throated shirts; they
usually had thick, fair hair. Some-
times a girl sat on the pillion of a
motorcycle, but not often. On the
fine broad road they traveled in front
of me, behind, on both sides. I was
in a procession of young men. I had
the feeling that there were only young
men in Germany, thousands and thou-
sands of young men, all very strong and
healthy, and all working furiously to
get somewhere.

At Garmisch, on the square, I met
an American from Chicago. He had
been at Oberammergau, at the Passion
Play. "These people are all crazy,"
he said. "This is not a revolution, it's
a revival. They think Hitler is God.
Believe it or not, a German woman sat
next to me at the Passion Play, and
when they hoisted Jesus on the cross,
she said, 'There he is. That is our
Fuehrer, our Hitler.' And when they
paid out the thirty pieces of silver to
Judas, she said, 'That is Roehm, who
betrayed the Leader: Can you beat
it?" he said.

At Murnau there is a big camp for
Hitler youth. Six thousand boys be-
tween the ages of ten and sixteen. It
covers a whole hillside and valley, and
is wonderfully organized. The boys
do all the work except cooking, and
learn some of the things taught the
Boy Scouts. Only there are more pro-
cessions and drills. They're different
from the Boy Scouts too, because the
Boy Scout idea is to develop the indi-
vidual boy, and their idea is to train
an army for the state. "The age of
the individual is past." Where had
I heard that before? In Russia.

They were beautiful children. I
did not think they would ever grow
up to be thick-set beer drinkers with
rubber-tire necks. They sang to-
gether, and no people sing in unison

as the Germans do, thousands of them,
in the open air, young voices, still so-
prano, and the hills echoing! It made
one feel sentimental.

An enormous banner stretched
across the hillside dominated the camp.
It was so huge that you could see it
from the farthest point. It was so
prominent that every child could see
it many times a day. It was white,
and there was a swastika painted on it,
and besides that only seven words,
seven immense black words: w~ wERE
BORN TO DIE FOR GERMANyl

There's lots of time to think when
one drives a car. From Murnau to
Munich thoughts kept racing through
my head. "Little child, why were you
born?" My father who was a minister
would have said, "To serve God and
your fellow-men." My teachers would
have said, "To become the most you
can. To develop the best that is in
you." Times change.

When I looked at my speedometer
I was driving sixty-five miles an hour.
I wanted to get away from there.

I had letters of introduction in
Munich, to people I did not know. I
went to see them but they wouldn't
talk. They were frightened to death;
you could see that. They wouldn't
say anything at all. I looked up an
old friend and found her at home with
an apron on and a cloth round her
head. "The block watchman has just
come and told me I had to clean all
the papers and junk out of my attic,"
she said.

"Who," I asked, "is the block watch-
man, and why?"

"An institution of the Third Reich,"
she said: "Every block has a watch-
man. They sniff about and see that
we behave. And he came round yes-
terday and said all the attics had to be
cleaned out, because if a bomb is
dropped on the roof and falls through,
it would be better not to have inflam-
mable stuff about. Comforting idea,
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what? And we have to take the grat-
ings off cellar doors and windows, so
in case of a raid we won't be trapped.

"I say," she said, "you come from
outside. Is the whole world really
preparing to make war on us?"

A long way from there, in another
city, I met the priest. He looked every
inch a prince of the Church, humane,
benevolent, a Catholic intellectual.
"The Nazi revolution is the greatest
blow to Catholicism since Martin
Luther," he said. "But it is also a
blow to all Christianity. The Catho-
lic spirit and the Nazi spirit are ir-
reconcilable. The Catholic spirit is
universal; it believes that we are all
members of one community, not a com-
munity of race but a community of the
Holy Spirit. In the Nazi outlook na-
tionalism is elevated to a mystic re-
ligion, and the state claims not only
the bodies of the people but the souls.
Force, and not goodness, is the meas-
ure of all things. The civilization of
the Western World is Christian.
Christianity dominates the conception
of law, the standards of behavior, the
relations between men and men and
between nations and nations. If it
perishes the whole of Western civiliza-
tion perishes."

"You don't anticipate that?" I asked.
"They are getting the children," he

said; "that is their program-to get the
children."

III

When I reached Berlin I went to the
Adlon. It was good to be there, like
home. There was Fix in the bar, with
his shining black hair and his shining
smile and his good Dry Martinis.
There was the big porter who can al-
ways get anything you want-sreserva-
tions when the airplane is sold out and
money when the banks are closed.
There was the manager who always
remembers how many people there are
in your family and what room you had
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last time. Oh, I was glad to be backl
The French doors were open into the
garden and the fountain was sparkling
and the little lawn was as smooth as
the finest broadloom, and a man in an
apron was actually sweeping it with a
broom. It was all the courtesy, all the
cleanliness, all the exquisite order
which is Germany.

I sent my luggage up and went out
and walked round the block and down
another street and round another cor-
ner. The newspapermen had said,
"Don't telephone from the hotel.
Hotel 'phones are watched." I saw a
cheap beer saloon with a telephone
booth in the back, went in, and called
up Anna. She recognized my voice;
I knew because she said, "Oh, so you
are back!" I asked where I could find
The Little One. We call him "The
Little One" because he is six feet two.
The Little One is a Storm Trooper
and 1 wanted to see him more than
anyone. "Come to Maria's this after-
noon at three," she said.

A girl 1 know came to lunch, a ste-
nographer who works in a state bank.
She has a nice German face with a
high, unpowdered forehead and eyes
as candid as water. When you look
at her you know she never told a lie in
her life. We didn't talk about poli-
tics at all at first, but after a while she
said shyly, "Do you find that it's so
bad here as the outside world seems
to think?" 1 said that was what I
had come to find out. She said, "1
wasn't a Nazi at first. But in my
bank everything is different since Hit-
ler came. We don't get such high
wages as we used to, but the ones who
get the lowest wages are cut least.
And the directors are cut most of all.
They used to get fees for attending
meetings, and now they have to turn
them all in to the bank, and they aren't
allowed in our bank to get more than
two hundred and fifty dollars a month.
And they treat us much better, as
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though we were all equals. Nobody
is ashamed now to be poor or not to
have as good clothes as anyone else.
It's as though we all belonged to a big
family. It's good to know where you
belong. Before we were never sure.
There were so many political parties
and they all had different ideas. It is
quieter in Germany than I can ever
remember it."

I asked her how people took the
news that there might be food cards
this winter, and that there would be
substitutes for textiles. "It doesn't
matter so long as we have work," she
said. "Everybody is willing to make
sacrifices. It would be bad if people
were out of work:'

I asked her about June thirtieth.
She flushed. "That was an awful
shock," she said. "We never dreamed
of anything like that. We thought
the Nazi leaders were different because
they always talked about how corrupt
the old leaders were. But then, on
June thirtieth, we saw that lots of them
were just like everybody else, wasting
money that didn't belong to them and
acting dreadful. That is why Hitler
had to execute them:'

"In my country we think there
should be a trial," I said.

"But if the whole people are in dan-
ger?" she asked wonderingly.

It was funny. I never met anyone
in Germany except a few intellectuals,
who minded that those people did not
have a trial. It was as though they
had forgotten that there had ever been
such a thing as law.

After lunch I went out and looked
up a mechanic to go over my car. I
told him what the stenographer had
said. "Bunk!" he said. "A man
can't live on the wages he gets now; he
can eat, but he can't buy a suit of
clothes. And there are plenty of peo-
ple still spending money. There's
money for flags and propaganda and
for all the shoe leather men have

marched off their feet in the last year:'
He looked round, and lowered his
voice. "This country's a prison," he
said. "This won't last. It will col-
lapse."

"And then what?" I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders.
In the afternoon I went to Maria's.

I'took a taxi and then a street car, and
then I walked several blocks. I went
right up to the apartment. The Little
One was there. He wasn't wearing his
uniform. I hadn't seen him for over
a year but he looked years older.

"What happened on June thirti-
eth?" I asked.

He looked at me steadily. "Hitler
sold us out," he said. "That's what
happened. There wasn't any plot.
No one was treasonable to Hitler.
The conservatives wanted to reform
the Cabinet. They wanted to put in
some of the old gang that the outside
countries have confidence in. That
was because the industries couldn't get
credits and were busted. There was
lots of discussion going on. Different
people meeting in different houses.
They sounded out some of the foreign
embassies. Hitler knew all about it.
They talked it over with him. Every-
one wanted to keep Hitler. But some
of them wanted to get rid of Goebbels
and some didn't like Goering. That
Mr. A, that Hitler mentioned in the
speech in the Reichstag, that was
Werner von Alvensleben. He went to
Hitler with various proposals. I
heard Hitler told him he had been
reading about Napoleon and about
how Napoleon always went his own
way and made his own decisions. So
this man Alvensleben told him he'd
better remember that after all Na-
poleon ended up on St. Helena. Hit-
ler wouldn't forgive that. He never
forgets anything or forgives it.

"Roehm, the chief of the Storm
Troops, was sore at Hitler, and Hitler
was sore at Roehm. That's true.
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But they'd been sore at each other be-
fore, lots of times. Roehm knew that
the army was pushing at Hitler to dis-
solve the Storm Troops, and Roehm
wanted Hitler to make the army take
the Storm Troops in. Roehm wanted
a Nazi army. It was always in our
program that we were to have a peo-
ple's army in place of the professional
one. But the army wouldn't give in,
and neither would Roehm. He prom-
ised us he wouldn't give in. We had
been ordered on leave for the whole
of July, and we were going; but Roehm
promised that when we reassembled in
August we would make a big demon-
stration that would show that we were
the real strength and backbone of the
revolution and couldn't be pushed
aside by the Reichswehr that used to
fight us.

"We went off duty everywhere on
Friday the twenty-ninth. Ten days
before that, here in Berlin, we had got
orders from Karl Ernst, the Berlin
group leader, that we were to be re-
lieved of all duties during July and
were to spend the month quietly. I
saw the orders, and what I tell you is
true. Ernst was going on a holiday
to Madeira. He was all excited about
it. He was leaving Saturday-that was
the thirtieth-from Bremen. On Fri-
day, he heard that the army had been
ordered to stand by, and he called up
both General Blomberg and General
Goering and asked if anything was up.
They said it was nothing, so he started
as he planned, on Saturday morning.
The SStroops who were with the army
arrested him near Bremen and brought
him back here and shot him in the
Lichterfelde Barracks. They beat him
so hard they had to prop him against
the wall in order to shoot him, after
he went down on his knees and swore
he was innocent.

"They must have shot sixty or sev-
enty men in that barracks. It was a
shambles. They had a firing squad
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of eight, Hitler's personal bodyguard,
and the firing order was, 'On the wish
of the Leader: hail, Hitlerl Fire!'

"Do you know about Sandor? He
was Ernst's chief of staff. He heard
Ernst had been arrested but didn't
know he had been shot. He took an
airplane and flew to Munich with
copies of Ernst's orders to show to Hit-
ler and thus prove his innocence.
They arrested him and brought him
back and shot him too. And Gerth.
He was Ernst's adjutant. He went to
Group Headquarters on Saturday and
was arrested. They stood him up
before a firing squad twice. Once he
was reprieved and then, two hours
later, they shot him. His mother
made such a scene in Goering's office
that they put her out, and then she
stood in the Unter den Linden scream-
ing and crying. My God, it was aw-
full Men didn't know why they were
shot; I'm telling you they didn't have
an idea. Some of them thought that
there was a conspiracy of the 5Sagainst
Hitler, and they were dying for Hitler.
They held up their arms and shouted,
'Hail, Hitler!' as the squad fired.
What I'm telling you is true."

I don't know whether it was like that
but I could see he believed it. "What
will happen now?" I asked.

"There are two and a half million
Storm Troopers. How do you think
they feel?" he asked.

''I'm asking you," I said.
"It used to be that we were the fight.

ers for the revolution. Hitler still says
so. He says it was only a handful that
were traitors. But it used to be that
we were the men who saved Germany.
When we passed people saluted.
When we went in a restaurant, we got
the best seats. Now people look the
other way. It's no honor any more to
wear an SA uniform. The people
who know the truth are mostly dead,
and if you talk you get sent to concen-
tration camp. The top leaders are al-
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most all dead. Lots and lots of the
subleaders are in prison:'

"How many did they shoot?" I asked
him.

"About three hundred," he said.
"But the papers never printed it.
Hitler said seventy-seven."

"What will happen?" I asked.
He shrugged his shoulders. "It will

be a hard winter," he said. "We'll see
how the people stand it. It will never
be the same again with Hitler. That's
true. The heart's gone out of the
revolution:'

"Hitler sits on a throne more power-
ful than all the Czsars,' I said.

The Little One looked at me side-
wise. "Hitler stands on a tightrope,"
he said.

IV

I had promised to meet Otto for tea.
Otto is a German newspaperman. He
used to say the only thing that mat-
tered was free speech and intellectual
integrity. Now he is gleichgeschaltet.
That means he writes articles that free
speech isn't any good. We sat in a
cafe and ate plum cake and drank
coffee with whipped cream. In sum-
mer everybody in Germany eats plum
cake. There is a thin crust and the
fresh plums are arranged on it in thick
overlapping slices sprinkled with lots
of sugar. It is very good. Otto is
very intelligent and knows a lot about
history. He always talks about things
now as though they had happened a
long time ago.

"This revolution follows the classi-
cal pattern," he said. "Revolutions
need Territorists. Nice respectable
people don't make revolutions, they
only plan them. Afterward, when the
revolutions succeed, the people who
made them are in the way. In Russia
one could send them to Turkestan or
Siberia, and in Italy to Tripoli or the
Lipari Islands. It is unfortunate that
Germany has no colonies. So there

was nothing to do but shoot them.
The Storm Troopers were a great
nuisance. They cost a lot of money
and annoyed people by showing off.
I think they probably were definitely
plotting something too. Many of
their leaders were scoundrels. Now
one can reorganize the Storm Troopers
and get them in hand. It is too bad
about some of the conservative people.
Shooting the wife of General Schleicher
made a bad impression abroad, I be-
lieve. The dean-up was not pretty,
but it has consolidated Germany:'

All the time he was talking I kept
thinking of Willi Schmidt, a music
critic in Munich who had the same
name as the leader of the Storm
Troops. Very early on the morning
of the thirtieth they shot the Storm
Trooper Willi Schmidt, but later on
in the day they came for the other one,
thinking he was the Storm Trooper.
They didn't know that the Storm
Trooper had already been arrested by
Hitler himself and shot. The music
critic tried to tell them they were mak-
ing a mistake, but they were in an
awful hurry. They didn't have time
to call up his newspaper or let his wife
get his identification papers. They
took him off and shot him and sent
him home in a sealed coffin with in-
structions that it was not to be opened.
They admitted it was an unfortunate
mistake. They let his wife put a no-
tice in the paper that he had died
suddenly of an accident.

"I doubt if any revolution in history
has been made with greater order,"
said Otto. "It is now consolidated.
It will last for years."

I kept thinking of Doctor Klausen-
er's ashes. He was a Catholic leader,
and while they were killing the others,
they shot him too. I couldn't find
out just why. They cremated him and
sent the ashes to his wife, parcel post,
registered. At least I read this in an
English paper. I .kept thinking how
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it must have been when the postman
rang the bell. I could imagine the
postman-a nice jolly sort of man.
"Good morning," he would say. "I
have a package for you this morning."
Probably she would put it under her
arm while she signed. Then the post-
man would tip his hat. They are
awfully polite in Germany. "Yes,
Germany is an orderly country," I said
to Otto. "Take the postal service.
Nothing ever gets lost."

"That's right," Otto said.
"But the postman always rings

twice," I said.
"That's the name of that new Amer-

ican book," said Otto. "All about
gangsters. It's fascinating."

I was still in my room in the morn-
ing when the Secret Police called.
The porter rang up from the desk.
"Good morning, madam, there is a
gentleman here from the secret state
police." That is Goering's organiza-
tion to snuff out discontent, sedition.
plots and treasonable activities.
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"Send him up," I said. He was a
young man in a trench coat like Hit-
ler's. He brought an order that I
should leave the country immediately,
within forty-eight hours, for journal.
istic activities inimical to Germany.

Well, it was too bad. I hadn't been
long in Germany. In such a short
time you don't see much. I packed
my things after a while and went
downstairs. I stood for a few minutes
in the lobby. Lord, how familiar it
all was. In this lobby I had met my
husband for the first time. Out there
in the garden we had had that birth-
day party.

"What, you are leaving us already?"
asked the manager. "Has everything
been all right?"

"Perfect," I said, "thanks ever so
much. Thanks for everything."

The porter helped me with my lug.
gage. I went into the bar. "Auf
uiiedersehen, gnaedige Frau," said Fix.

"Auf wiedersehen," said the little
page. "Come again soon, gnaedige
Frau. Auf baldiges uiiedersehen:"


