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Naiting for the Lifedoat.
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Erika Mann,

It isn't easy to find & room in Lisbon., Lisbon is overerovied,
like a ciyy where a World's Pulr is being held,- a city to which
famous festival pleys entice thousands of visitors from all parts
of the world, The most colorful and the gayest traffic seems to
be going on in all the streets .nd the prices the hotels :nd
restuursnt-keepers ask for the most ineisnificant service are
enormous. The people on the streets snd in the restaurants ocon-
verse im all the vurious lengucges of Europe,= Just as it should
be in an international meeting place.

It is strange, how sad almost all the people look and how poor-
ly they are dressed. Too, an odor of fear, evil snd extreme
nervousness permeates the alr, which 1is ordinarily foreimmn to

"international meeting@places”.

Lisbon, the only free snd neutrel port of Europe has become

the meeting-snd waiting place of all those, who sre fleeing from
Eitler, Oh, neither a world's falr nor festival plays have
broutht the people here, who are moving about in the streets, They
are the exiled ones, the homeless ones, that are gathered here;
thelr number varies,- but always there are thous:nds of them:
without lugg.ge, without money,- often without any identirication
papers those engaged in flight arrive here,~ and what is there to
do? Only to stay, as lbong as they are permitted to. Only to walt,-
for what?- For the rescue ship that is to take them away, anywhere,e
away,- away,- fu' ther away from the enemy who wus on thoir heels,
wherever they went. He has driven them through sll of Eurcope,=
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and now they are wailting for the rescue ship.

I had flown from Englaund to Lisbon; that was the end of
Uctober and my heart and head were filled with the greast and
stirring impressions of the " Battle of London,"

They had not been easy, those months of September and October,-
not for anyone who spent them in London, And yet they had been
beautiful,- in an unforgettable way. A fight was being waged
there,~ for a great cause, Battle 1s good when the enemy is bad
and if one has confidence in one's own strength and invineibility.

Hore, in this refugee camp in Lisbon, there was no battle,

Here there was only helpless fear, 'only dismnl weliting, here
there was oppressive sultriness; the clouds hung low over the
City and the fugitives ran through the streets senselessly;
they couldn't do enything and hardly expect anything. Although

my papers were in order and the " clipper” was to teke me "™ home"

to america, within a few days, 1 was dbliged to ,o to the

police quarters for strangers on account of my " Exit-permit”,
"It 18 only & formallity" the porter at my hotel said,- " you
Just go there,- have your papers stoumped,~ that is all,”

I went, The taxi took me to the door of the bdbuilding, but
I had to walk back about eight minutes,- down the streets which
we had Just passed, in order to find my place in the waiting
crowd, There was a queue that seemed endless. It covered more
than four or five blocks and finally followed  winding gtreet
around two curves. Those in front must have been walting many,
many hours and those in the rear could hardly hope that it would
be their turm on this day. In spite of it I took my place in the

rear among those waliting.
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"What are you walting for?"™ I asked the person just ahead of
me. I spoke in French and since he didn't understand, I repeacted
the question in English, Spanish and German., He understood
German, but he was, as 1t developed later on, s Norwegian, "Are
you waliting for your exit-permit too?" I asked, The man shook
his head, "No" he scvld,» " I am walting for my permit to stuy;
most of those here are walting for thelr permits to stuy. The
fevwest of them have any use for an exit-ermit ,- unfortunately.”

I had only stood there for a few minutes and already there was
a long line of people in back of me, ZLhere were several new
arrivals. 1 turned around toward them and saw a femiliar face,
“hen I saw that face last it was bronzed and topped a Spanish
uniform collar and the military cap was perched loosely on dark
wavy hair, That was in Valencia, in the sumer of 1938, "Juan!”

I exclaimed,~ "what on earth,..?"

Juan had been the leader of & brigade in the Loyalist army.
After the collapse he had been jailed, but finally he had mrnuged
to flee,= 1 learned all that now, He asked the person in front
of him to keep his place open for him and stood at my side, in
order to tell me things =nd to hear some, " I have only one
hope" he sauld,- " and I em lost, Aif it misses. I em trying to
get a visa for one of the South-aAmerican states. My brother is
living there,- he could, at first, teke care of me end give a
guarentee, The Consul's nare here is X, It all depends upon his

good will, I am lost if the Consul doesn't save me; and I haven't

yet suoceecded in getting to him."
it just so happened that 1 knew the Consul. I promised to
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intercede with him in Juan's behalf.

Juan said: " It is strange here. Just look at the people
standing here, Mogt of them hardly know how they g0t here and
why they had to flee, It is different with me,~ I am a Spanish
demoerat and fought ageinst the Fascists,- I amn an avowed enemy
of the Fasclsts. But all these pecple here,- all the Belgian
and Danish and Norwe:lan men and women and children, were sur-
prised by the enemy in their own countries, as if by an earth-
quake or a flood, Suddenly everything was destroyed and lcst,-
suddenly they were homeless and perspcuted and outlawed; and
suddenly here they stand and wult, It is very strange."

He spoke calmly snd without excitement,- really without making
an accusation,- only tremendously astouished,

The time passed., Only very slowly did the queue move forward,

I decided to abandon my walting for today and rather to arrange
an appointment with the importmant Comsul of the southeimerican
country, who alone could save Juan.

At the telephone the Consul was brief :nd friendly, He would
be in the small coffee-shop in the main square at five, he
promised., I should meet him there,

On my way back to the hotel I passed the visa-office of the
Ameriocan Consulate, 4and if the line of walters in front of the

police quarters for strangers had seemed long to me, I was

undeceived by the sight that now met my eyes. For this line, the

one in front of the American Consulate didn't seem to have any
end at all., The entire street, yes, even the entire part of the
city, seemed literally black with human beings.

I rushed past., 1 was seized with fear at the sight of
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W this infinite and helplese misery. 4nd again my thoughts went

ii back to Londen, where the enemy had brought misery,~ much misery.
:E But in spite of all that misery there was ide gulf bvetween

{E the hopeful, active, courageously- confi nt life of the people
Fiy

in England and the passive wretched existence of those

alting
here,

Shortly before five I entered the sm 1l coffee=sghon on the

main & usre.
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I had to walt for the important snd allmi:-hty Censul,

The coffee-shop was overcrowded, In fact everything hereabouts
was overcrowded, Those sested here who drank the bitter coffee,
overly roasted, such as it is served only in the South of France,
in Spaln and Portugsul, frequently put down their last Escudc
on the soiled marble tables. They could by no means afford to
visit this pluce. In spite of that they cume again snd agnin,-
they would rather foregc « warm supper or stopping at a hotel for
the night, than to miss being with their fellow-sufferers, whom
they were sure to meet here, Groups who spoke the same languuge
were seated together,- the Frenchmen sat with the Belglans,- the
Germans with the sustriens and Czechs; - the Norweglens and
Dutehmen, most of whom haed s command of Freneh and German becside
their own tongue, talked with each other in some other language,
not their own., The alr was dense with the smoke from cigerettes
and with the breath of many bumens, Most of the refugees wore
the same clothes in which they had left their ocwn country or the
country that had given them refuge; the clothes were worn and
dirty,- often torn., The alr was heavy with the odor from the
soiled torn clothing. I sat alone and listened to the various
conversations, carried on at all the tables in every conceivable
language; fragments of these conversutions floated through the
room and made the eir still heavier; - 4t could barely be
breathed that air in the small frightfully " international"
coffee-shop in Lisbon.

"My permit to remain is ended” someone s=id in French at a
neighuvoring tavtle,~ " it expires tomorrow,- I may not stay longer

then day after tomorrow. But where shall I go? Will they deport




me to Spuin? They'll look me up there, e¢nd if Ritler so decrees,
deliver me to him, VWhere shall I 20?" he repeated and knew
well enough that there wae no answer %o his question; «" I have
no visa for gny country end dey after tomorrow I have to leave...”
Someone entered and addressing all those present so tc gpeak,
he sald, while 5%ill in the process of entering: " they say the
Spanish bLerder ib closed,~ Uuoth Lorders,~ the French-Spanish and
the Cpanish-Portuguese; - my God and my wife is still in the South

of France; I sent her money- travelling expen.es,- she hoped to

be able to flee,- today or tomorrow,- and now the borders sre
closedl™

Iremendous exclitement ensued,~ they sll talked pell-mell,- but
they all sald the seme thing. " My %oi"~ they suild,- "the borders
closed,~ the last road to escape eut off for my wife,- for my
husbend, brother, end son,- the vorders closed, my Ged,~ and our
dear ones in the deadly trapl”

The bearer of the ulerning news had spokem in French,- but
it developed that he wag a Czeech, Now he was seated with a group
of Germans and Austriuns and spoke to them in German about his
wife. "iy wife is & German by birth, from the South of Germany”
he sald; " she 1s a good demoerat and o good catholie,- a very
plous catholie. ihen Hitler began to persecute the ecatholies
and the Nezie stoned Cardinal Faulhaber at Munich, she rled to
Austria, That is where I met hers She was kindergartem teacher,=
she took care of the smallest children in & cathelle orphansge,.
I was corresponient for a Czech newspaper. VWhen Hlitler came to
Austrie, we were both cbliged to flee, Ve fled to my home, Praguc,
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That 1& where we were married too. We were happy for many months,=
oh, our happiness lasted almost half & year, from March 1938 to
Uctobery then Hitler seized the Sudetenland and we knew: Czechoe
slovikia 1& lost, From October Srd, 1938, that day of Nunich,
until March 1lbth. 1939,- the day of the Nazi march into Prague,-
we did 1little else but walt for the disester., Of course we worked
besides, But work end c¢ven home life and in peace had sctually
become unreal, The only thing that was real was w.iting for the
disaster,- walting for the welle-known catastrophe., VWhen Hitler
was at the Hradschin,-"

For a moment the Czech interrupted his narration. He gulped,-
then he scanned the circle about him,- angrily and questioningly
he looked into the faces of those seated about the table,"When
that man Hitler was at the Hradschin..." he repeated finally,

I knew thaet this plcture: Hitler at the Hradseiin, as ruler of

all the Czechs, governing the City of Prague,- Hitler, the foreign
slave-driver at this Czech citadel,~ I knew only too well that
this visualizetion alone was horrible enough to make every Czech
patriot 111, Ky neighbor obviously felt sick vhenever he thought
of it. He locked sbout for the waiter «nd ordered a cognac. Then
he looked into his purse and countermanded his order for cognac,.
"Thanks" he suid,= excuse me,~ I was mlstaken,- I don't want a
cogneac,"”

L was greatly tempted to order the cognac for this men, but I
didn't dere. Would he have accepted 41t? But had he already
become sufficiently sccustomed to poverty? He was no begsar,=
he was & prominent Czech journalist; wholly desti‘ute of course.

He continued, He said: " When Hitler came %o the Hraischin,-




we had to leeve, Naturally,- we had known all slong, that we
would have to leave then, We fled to Polend, At first we had
nothing %o eat, for I hed no work, since 1 could no longer write
for the Czech papers. ~GSomehow or other my wife munaged %o pull
us through; - she gave nrivate German lessons to Folish children.
It was'nt eusy,~ bdul for many months we were almost happy,- oh,
1t lested slmost half « year, Ghen Hitler marched into Polund, we
had to flec, Thie time it was very hard;- flight is difficult
and dangerous in times of wars At first we fled to Warsaw. There
I was wounded during e borbardement, Nothing serious,~ & plece

of shrapnel lodged in my leg. I couldn't walk and yet we had %o

floe., at times my wife almost had to earry me. But we succeeded

and got to Roumania and on e bout %0 the South of France. There
my wife was interned,- beccuse of her Germen descent. They were
very nervous and very pewildered in France, I remulned at liberty
and wes permitted to vieit hor once & week, I received & small
smount from a Czech charity cormdttee, Life was not very besuti-
ful,- but for many months,~- oh, 1% was almost half a year,- we
were not too unhappy. The fact that we wepe in a countiry that
was ot war with Eltler,~ that we were in a country that was
helping to rid humanlty of its erch enemy, made it possible for
us not to become really unhappys Wnen Hitler marched into Paris,
we had to flee. That 1s %o say, We should have flowh. But my
wife couldn't. SEhe was i{nterned and couldn't get avaye. Of course
I wanted to remain also. But she wouldn't permit it. "Only from
outside ean you help me", she assured me agein and sgain and

I shall find peace only when you are out of 1t all."” That con=

vinced me, I fled,- without an exitepermit,~ from France and
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almost without any money through Spain., You know the mountains
I had to elimb,- I needn't tell vou anything about those
mountains nor about the time of misery in Siein. As a matter of
fact 1 needn't tell you anything at all,- you know all that horror,
&8 4 know 1t,~ you went through the same experience yourself.
#hy do I talk so much anyway?"

And once more his angry cuestioning glance roemed the circle
of those about him,

"It is only,-" he sald, as if making exouses to his followe

cufferers,~- " it is only, 1. ceuse now the borders are closed and
my wife will fall into the hands of the enery and she has been

such a pillar of strength to me, she almost carried me, there in
Polend and earned money for us hoth , und a few days ago they
released her from the internment camp and 1 sent her the money
for travelling, managed to get 1t here in Lisbon, and now the
borders are closed..."

Those at the table only nodded, They had been listening to
the Czech, as one listens to a sed, dbut well known melody, They
had recognized every note,~ 1t wes th:ir scng that the Czmech had
been rendering,- the song of ékpelled, of persecuted human beinge,-
the chant of the vietims,

The Czech was eshsmed of his loguasciousness. " I shouldn't
have bothered you with ny every day atory", he said once more,

He was a nice and intelligent looking man; narrow eyes, a
broed, not very high forehcad und high cheekebones, under which
the cheeks had become hollow, denoted his Slav descent, He was
not tall, but broad-shouldered and well built, That he had to
#1t here and couldn't do anything,- that he couldn't fight,- not




for hls wife,~ not egainst the areh enamy,- that he had to sit
here and wasn't permitted to work, y¢s, that he could neither
stay nor leave, and that he was too poor to buy s cognac, when
he felt the need of one, made him an'irely helpless. BHe gulped
again, I believe he would have liked to pu' his head down on the
dirty merble table and ery, oOut he was brave, and in order

to contribute something gay, something encouragin- t¢ the con=-
versetion, he turned to the person seated opposite him,- s girl,
whe evidently wae Luteh, but withyshom he spoke French,

"You are well off" he s:id and even ferced a smile,- "You
with your imerican visa Im ycur pocket, You ghould be too proud
to 81t at the table with us visalese birds of misfortune. You
should be too proud and too haughty. When are you sailing?"

Several of the people at the table hadn't known ebout the
americen visa of the Duteh girl,- "what?" they eclaimed,-

" a viea? What is 1%t,- &n immigration visa,- or an emergeney-vise,-
how 'dd you get 41%,- shere did you get 1t? Not here surely? When
de you leave?"

They were all happy over the enormous, the ineomprehensidle

luek of the young Dutch woran and all of them were envious,

"Yes,- when do I 8ail?" the lucky girl scid sedly " and do I

gall at all? The apericun Export-+ine is sold out months in

advance; the olipper also, which incidentally I couldn't

alford, is sold out for a long time to come, Ny only hope 1is

a Greek boats But if war shoull break out between Italy and
Ureece, then the Greek zhips wouldn't sall any more,~ and my visa,-
ohy no, it is by no means en imrigration-visa,- will expire, befoee

I can leave,"




Agalin they ell nodded, as if they heard a very sad and well-
known melody. Then the Czech began the refrain that was bound to
follow, "The visa will expire™ he seid " and your permit of stay
here will expire and where can you gec then?"

Yes,~ where could she go this young Duteh woman,- where could
the Czech opposite her go,- where anyone in this room,- anyone
here in this metropclis of the persecuted?

It had become dusk in the square outcide and in the room
where we were scated the lights went on, I still felt gueer, when
evening came and no " Blackout" ceme simultaneously. It secmed
unnétamal to me that there could be lizhts in the «indows as
darkness set in and that the street-lumps would be 1lit. It was
astonishing that one needn't be afruid of the Nazi bomiers. But
was I glad becsuse it was so0o? Did I feel better, here, in the
brightness of this city of Lisbon at evening time,- better than
i bad felt in the darkness of London? and those, who were sested
here with me,- the fugitives all sbout me,~ yes even the PBortuguese
fugitives, of whom, incldentally there were very few in this
particular coffee=-shop,- were they hapoyve 14 they feel better,
than the people in the bombarded &ities of Lngland? They were
not happy and they didn't feel better. ¥For the fear of the
threatening catastrophe, tc whieh one was anbandoned helplessly,
is worse than the catastrophe itself. &and to know the enemy,
to fear, abhor him snd to knew that he is close by, without being
pernitted to fight, is very much worse than the fight itself,
He who defends himself successfully is not unhappy; he who goes
into battle for a good cuuce,=- for the good cause, is not unhapnyj
he who knows that he will be wvictorious is not unhappy and he
dces not fear the danger,

I was happy in London. Hut here I was unhappy.
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Where on earth was the Consul? Powerful people should be
affable and not keep those impotdnt w iting needlessly. I had
been wuiting for almost en hourly, that was certaih, Of ocourse:
how many seckers of viscs there must have been in his office,

this afternoon and possibly he had e«tended his office hours

out of pure friendliness into the evening, so that the sad help=-
less glant queue would not have to wait in vain,

Or possibly he was seated in this mob for some time and I had
overlocked him?

I looked about me in the room« but there was mo sign of &
Lonsul,

Comewhere along the wall,- about seven tables removed from
me, a girl crouched end wrote,- she was there already as I
entered. The girl was alone, She wore a eap, pulled far down
over her forehead end since she dddn't look up from her “riting
pad, 1 hadn't yet seen her face, ©She was entirely asbsorbed in
Lher work,- and seem obilvious of the noiae around her. Now some-
one passed close to her table und with his elbow brushed one
of the closely writien pages, spread out before her, &b the floor.
The girl looked up «nd 1 wasn't at all sure, whether what I saw
was reality or merely the spectre of clgarette smoke mnd phantasy.

"Tonil" I e#ied out «nd approached the girl,- "Toni,- it's
not you,- is ite?" ,

My excited conduct made very little of & stir in these environ-
ments. It was nothing unusual that people who believed themselves
lost to one another, suidenly found one snother again; scenes
of joy resulted,- or tears,- bec use the nawly found person

looked @0 411, so changed,- snd becuuse he brought bad news of
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other lost ones,

Tond stared at me for several seconds with a wild end bewildered
expression. at last she realized that it wes I who appeared here
out of smoke snd moiee, She, too, Jumped up,- we grasped each
other by the shouldiers,- roughly Tonil shook me back and forth
by the shoullers, as if she needed one last proof of the solldity
of my person.

For meny yeers a greet friendsbip had e:icted between Tonl
and myself,

Like myself, Toni ceme from Munich,- sche was a literary
genius of great purity and originalfty. Her lyrics which she
devoted %o pralse the Bavarian landecape, her little love songs
and the plous and charming verses, dedicated to the Heavenly
Mother and to all Sainte, were famous in Germany. Che was
entirely and extremely " unpoliticel”,- Toni,- che d4id not
even have the slightect " political" contact with the catholies.
When the Nazis came to power, it would have been easy for her
to remain, to dc " blood snd soll poetry" for the new rulers

L]

and to become the star poetecs of the party”.

It would have been casy of accomplishment, " It was impossible”
Toni told me, when, after many yeare, I sew her in Perls sgain,=
it was really sbsolutely impossible, One cennot live there; -
and work,~ write, compose poetry, that one needn't be ushemed of,-
.1t just cannot be donme., If I had stayed, I would have chocked
at all that injustice, that was beins cormitted deily and hourly
all avout me. Or I would have had to ery out and accuse the
murderers,- in my verses. They would have killed me soon enough

in that case."
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I had seen Toni last in Paris,- in September 1938, At that
time the outbreak of war was generally fenred snd Toni was
decperate, because they would forece her brother in Germany
to rfight against us,~ sgalnst civillzed mankind,- for Hitler
and to die for him, " He h.tes '‘he Nazisl" she had eried out
again snd again,~ " and they will force himi"

4t the end of the night which we had zpent together, talking,
deliberating, worrying, Toni had come to = declsion., "If war
comes now" she had sald,= I'll return to Munich and fetch Franz.
Oh,= I'1l get him out somehow or other. Naturally,- he is of
military age «nd would be a 'dasartrf', if he goes now.,. But I
cannot let them muke a traltor of him, a traitor of everything
we belleve in,- of all decenoy -nd dignity sand of all humaneness.
I promise you,~ I am promiving myself,- I shall go and get him,-
if the war comes now."

I knew she would keep her promise and 1 feared for her. The
Nazis hate no one more, than those they would have liked to keep,
the "Aryans”, the " politiocally uncompromised”,- whose -ifts
and talents they desired to oxploit to the end that they may
pain a little lustre and regard in the world, The Nazls hated
Toni., .und now she wented to gzo 'here to get her brother, who was
destined to die for the Nazia,.

I had not seen her again since that memorable might, at the end
of September 1938, I was almost convinced that she had boen
taken prisoner in Nazi Uermany end been killed,

#nd here she stood, in this coffee-shop in Lisbon and shook
me by the shoulders.

She had chunged very much, Her otherwise gentle face, that
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gseemed %o have been carved as 1f from a piciurpof the Virgin
Kother, was hard and thin, There were dark rings arcund her
bright eyes and her c¢hild-like full mouth peemed to hawe become
thin, She wore a faded rainecoat; when she sat down, it opened
at the kneeg and I could see that she wore no dress under it.

Toni said:" Franz is in Spain. They locked him wup, in Madriad,
He 15 & deserter, - you know that,- HEitler can ask for his ezirae
dition,- then he will be shot,”

She sald all that with a strange calm, Apparently she hud
been thinking s0 much and 80 intensely of all this horror, that
she could speak of 1t quite mhttur—of-factli. 411 I ocould say
was "Tonii"

Phe flight from Gemmany,~ I finall’ learned, had been accom=
plished after - thousand difficulties and dungers. PFranz end
+onl had escuped to France and for one long winter had starved
thelr way througa lire. after tho outbreak of war, they had both
been Ilnterned. "In #eparate camps, of course” Tonl said., " I
haven't seen him since then, ZThat you should have recognized
mel” she eried out suddenly,- " I leck dreadful,- that's because
of the typholid fever, I was will with typhoid fever for such a
long time, - that lhaes changed me completely. The worst of it
all was, however, that I dldn't know whiat camp Franz was at. Now
1 know it. It was a camp close to the Spanish border, and I
was there,- I passed the pluce on my flight,- and I 4idn't
know it and didn't see him,-~ that iz the worst of it, the very
worst,."

Now 4% was I who nodded as if listening to a sad, a well-known
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melody. " ¥he borders are closed" I sald,- " how can we get him

oute?"
Toni wae more confident than I, " I got him ocut of Germany™

ehe sald, " and he euscaped from Frunce,- he'll flee from Spain,
too,~ 1f they will only give us & little time,- 4if omly they
wont extradite him,~ if tley wont extradite him immediatelyl™

I couldn't find an snewer; Iin my throat there was an irri-
tating harsvhness and my thoughts werr Jumbled, "Toni", I thought,=
"your beautiful, graceful verses end songs, logt end burnt; -
your childieh Madonna-like face raveged by typhold,- no dress
tnder your faded rain-coat,- Toni,- md your France impriscned in
Mudrid, to be shot, your Frang,- bLeceuse they wont glve us tire...
"Why? I thought,~ why must it be, ell thig? Whot have ryou done,
that your liie Lud to be sphiled co frightfully, sc herribly.
iou are innocent, Tonl,~ and you were happy,~ in former Himesl®

fondl startled me out of my thoughte by suddenly laughing
lightlye "1t i Gerrible here"” she soid, still laughing softly,=
" 4% is really so awful that i1t makes one lsugh. and the moat
terrifying of it all,~ the unthinkably horritle part of 1t is,
that this particuler spot,- this insune Ligbon,= is no exvception.
the misery here is poassible more concentrated, more dsfinitely
visible than anywhore else in Zurope,~ bdut fundamentslly there
is the seme misery every-lLere."and 1f Hitler should be vietor-
lous” she ad'el,~ almost dreanily,-"if Hitler should win this
war,~ than it wont be much Aifferent in the entire world than it
is here right now. We mustn't let him win" sle sald and now it
dld not sound hopeless,- " we simply cannot permit 1t that victory

is his. wherever we are, we must do our utmost to cee that he is
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defeated. Wherever we are,- and little ns it nmay he, we must 4o
what we can,"

"Yes,~" 1 ssild and as through a dense fog I saw the bogbarded
stroets of the c¢lty of London and the Champs Llysoeas of the city
of Paris, where Hitler parnded,- " yes,- that we must,”

There wae a slight movement &t the surrouniing tables. The
Congul,~ the important all-powerful Consul of that Southe
Ameriean eountry, the man for whom I hed walted so lonz, had
entered.

Many of the refugees knew him, uneasily they turned their
heads and stretched their necks,- like animsls in a cage, when
the keeper rattles his reys.

The Consul made s vague little bow toward ‘he a: gembly, Then

he went to the bar to drink his whiszkev,

.-.-.#'q.-.-.-.-.-.-




