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PREFACE 

FOR twenty years I had been dreaming of seeing Lithuania, 
my native country, once more. But, somehow it did not seem 
possible for me to get there. I was always "too busy." 

Even in my times of greatest business, however, a voice 
within me kept insisting continuously: "What's the use of 
traveling when you're an old man with fortune made, but 
with old and weak eyes, which will not be able to see the 
wonders of the world?" And I would hear the voice even 
more clearly whenever I happened to watch the ocean 
steamers pull down the harbor. I would envy each sailor 
who waved farewell to New York City and "Miss Liberty," 
as he sailed out to far away lands, chasing the horizon. 

After watching the harbor for some time when I went back 
to the office, I would be bored with everything, for I craved 
adventure. I hungered for the romance of the sea. I wanted 
to freshen and broaden my outlook, to give myself an oppor-
tunity to acquire more friends; to explore Lithuania and 
see how the natives live; acquaint myself with their customs, 
their history and their language. 

At last I arrived at the decision to make an excursion to 
Lithuania. I found myself in a steamship office one day, 
getting ready to buy passage. The manager, who gave me 
the information, relieved a strain on my mind by telling 
me that European travel was constantly being made easier, 
and that it was a keen pleasure to travel abroad if approached 
in the proper spirit. 

He was a real salesman. Particularly he knew the tech-
nique of selling steamship tickets. All his selling talk was 
smouldering in my mind until finally the idea caught fire. 

vii 



viii PREFACE 

"You must go to see your father's grave at the twentieth 
anniversary of his death!" said the voice within. "You must 
see the town and the people once more! You must see the 
Lithuania of today!" 

"And why not see Vilno, the 'Jerusalem of Lithuania' and 
the dream city of my boyhood days? And Kaunas (Kovno), 
Riga, Paris, London—all the other famous European places, 
through which going or returning I will have to pass?" 

Every moment of that trip would be filled with joy, the 
steamship agent assured me. "What wonderful days were 
ahead of me," I thought. While forming a mental picture 
of the trip, the clever agent brought over an atlas and began 
to map out my trip. 

"Look," he said, pointing to New York City on the atlas, 
"you will cross the Atlantic and then you will take the 
International Express, which will take you to Kaunas, capi-
tal of Lithuania. From there, you can reach your native 
town, Zeimelis, either by train or bus, as they have up-to-date 
American made buses that run from Siauliai (Szavli)." 

Right then and there I reserved my steamship accommo-
dations, bought my round trip ticket, and got busy applying 
for passport, visas and doing my packing. Once decided, I was 
eager and ready to go. 

My excursion took me to many famous places of tourist 
interest, as well as to many spots unknown to the average 
traveler. I am trying here to describe my impressions and 
observations, to give the readers a fair idea of what life is 
really like in Lithuania and the other European countries 
I visited. 

T o those readers who are dreaming of making such a trip 
and cannot do so for one reason or another, this travel book 
will, I hope, be a valuable substitute. And for those who 
are planning to travel to Lithuania, I hope that my expe-
riences and observations, as herein described, will be of 
much help and interest. 
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I am not trying to prove anything. I am just attempting 
to give my own observations and impressions as nearly as 
I can remember them. Thanks to my diary, which I kept 
from the first day to the last of my journey, I am able to 
assure you that what I have written is not imaginary but 
actual—lived. 

Let us, then, be on to Lithuania. 
A . A . S. 

New York City, April, 1934. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE START 

MY excursion to Lithuania started with a surprise 
farewell party at the F — P — Hotel in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania. It was a gay affair given by a party of 

my friends. At the hotel we dined and wined, afterwards at-
tending a symphony concert at the Syria Mosque for a general 
wind-up of the occasion. 

At the railroad station, many of the friends who escorted 
me began to advise me how to travel in a strange land. Some 
of them asked me to bring them souvenirs. Their requests 
varied. Some wanted bottles—vodka, dry gin, wine or 
Krupnikas; others asked for souvenirs from Paris, Riga or 
London; still others desired souvenirs from Lithuania in the 
form of wooden shoes, wooden knives and forks, or linens. 

After I boarded the train, farewell words reached my ears 
through the open train windows perhaps for the tenth time: 

"So long, old top." 
"Au revoir." 
"Goodbye and good luck." 
"Bon voyage." 
"Have a good time." 
"Drop us a postal from every capital." 
"My regards to the people of Zeimelis." 
"A happy journey." 
"Bye-bye." 
The moment the train pulled out of the Pennsylvania 

Railroad yards, even though my friends' friendly words were 
heart warming, I was glad that I was able to be alone. I had 

«7 
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had enough excitement, enough good wishes and presents, 
enough flowers, candy, cigarettes, cigars and books. 

In the club car I busied myself writing last minute letters 
to out-of-town friends. By the time I reached Altoona, Penn-
sylvania, the letters were ready to be mailed. Most of them 
were going back to Pittsburgh and the west, and not wishing 
to take any chance by letting the station porter mail them 
for me, I decided to do it myself. 

I hopped off, ran back along the darkened platform, and 
dropped the letters in a mail box. By the time I started back 
towards my train a west-bound passenger train blocked the 
way. I found myself in a difficult situation. I did not have 
much time to hesitate, for I heard my train whistle prepar-
ing for departure. Noticing that the two doors of the west-
bound baggage car were open, I hopped on it against the 
protests of the baggage man. His anger disappeared, however, 
when I explained to him that I was a passenger on the east-
bound train. He helped me scramble up, but in jumping off 
the baggage car I got a fine bump on the head. 

In that giddy moment I not only saw the Atlantic Ocean, 
but I believe all seven oceans. A kind Pullman porter picked 
me up and assisted me to my coach seat, however, telling me 
that they were waiting for me after all. He finished with the 
A.B.C.—Always Be Careful—lecture. This porter knew his 
business, and of course earned an extra tip. By the time I 
reached New York City, the effects of the accident were al-
most gone. 

But again I spent a restless night. Early next morning I 
was up and busy with the myriad minor details that are 
necessary on a trip. Soon I found myself in the offices of the 
steamship company. There I learned all about my ship, her 
seaworthiness, and her fine comfortable quarters. 

In the offices of the Lithuanian Consulate, Mr. P. Dauz-
vardis, Vice Consul, okayed my passport and visa, and gave 
me a map of Lithuania so that I could map out my Lithua-
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nian itinerary while on the steamer. The strain on my mind 
was relieved when he informed me that the Lithuanian gov-
ernment had built an up-to-date hotel in Kaunas (Kovno), 
their capital. Business must have been very good that day 
with the Lithuanian Consulate, for many other Americans 
were waiting to get their visas. 

In a Times Square drug store while I was getting an anti-
seasickness prescription filled, the clerk suggested that I take 
along a flashlight. I remember the purchase particularly, for 
when I finally reached Lithuania, I was surprised to learn 
that even grocery stores sell flashlights, and for less than 
New York prices. He also suggested buying cigarettes, as 
American ones are worth a lot of money in the European 
countries. Not knowing that more packages of cigarettes, 
cigars, and other gifts awaited me at the steamer, I bought 
what I considered plenty. 

The balance of the afternoon I spent visiting friends, rush-
ing from one end of the huge roaring city to the other so 
strenuously that when I got back to the hotel about six 
o'clock, I was so tired that I felt more like resting than any-
thing else. But I did not have much time left and was ad-
vised to get on the boat as early as possible after eight o'clock 
to avoid standing in the long line, getting my passport and 
visas okeyed at the pier office. 

With the last minute packing done, and with the heavy 
bundles and baggage sent to the steamer by express, I was 
off in the subway with two handbags and my last minute 
parcels to the pier. It was no pleasure riding in crowded 
subways loaded down with luggage and bundles, and as tired 
as I was, but what else is a fellow going to do with an Inger-
soll (dollar) pocket if he wants to save three or four dollars' 
taxi fare? 

After we passed the Times Square—Forty-second Street, 
and the Pennsylvania—Thirty-third Street stations on the 
B.M.T. more and more bundle and luggage laden people, 

1 
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as on Christmas eve, started forcing their way into the 
crowded train. Some of their bundles and luggage was labeled 
with special steamer stickers, too, and I recognized some of 
my future fellow passengers. At last I was actually Lithuania 
bound, I felt. 

Shortly after 8:00 P.M. we got off at the steamer's pier. 
Many taxi-cab drivers and school-boys offered their assistance. 
Some of my fellow travelers hired cabs, while others, who 
preferred to walk down the short distance, gave the boys a 
chance to make some small change, at ten cents per parcel. 
There was strong competition among the boys; some of them 
even cutting prices to five cents much to the disgust of their 
competitors. 

In the midst of this excitement a young sailor who was 
on his way towards the steamer offered me his assistance. I 
accepted the offer eagerly. We talked our way down the 
baggage laden pier. I learned that this young sailor, who 
was only about eighteen years of age, had been in the sea 
service for about five years and had found it so fascinating 
that he would not have the best job on land. 

Upon reaching the gates of the pier and seeing the sea of 
heads, I got the impression that half of New York City had 
turned out to see this liner off. The police were busy direct-
ing traffic, and also keeping the milling uninvited curious 
crowds away. A long stream of luggage and bundle laden 
passengers were coming on foot, by subway, taxi-cabs, motor 
bus, train, and in private cars ranging from baby carriages 
to the elephant type. Some of them were taking their cars 
along with them to Europe. In the stream of motor vehicles, 
there was even a special chartered bus packed with out of 
town newly-weds, who were going to Europe on their honey-
moons. 

Messenger boys with bouquets of flowers, fancy wrapped 
packages of books and chocolates, baskets of fruit, and other 
bon voyage gifts were coming towards the boat. Passengers 
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and visitorsr-there seemed to be no end to their coming! 
It reminded me for all the world of Forbes Field or the 
Polo Grounds on a double header day. 

A young man even offered me a cash bribe to take him 
along to the inside of the steamer, as no one without a 
special permit was admitted inside of the pier or boat. The 
steamer office, upon request, provided each passenger with 
four such special permits to allow friends to escort him on the 
boat. 

At last I found myself near the entrance of the pier. An 
officer at the entrance inspected the passport and steamship 
ticket of everyone who passed him; another directed the way 
towards the pier elevator. Once upstairs on the pier, it was 
much easier to get through, for the crowds there were under 
better control. 

There the telegraph companies were doing a rushing busi-
ness with bon voyage greetings to be delivered to friends 
later on the steamer, or farewells to the stay-at-homes. The 
souvenir, cigar, and refreshment stands were also busy. One 
young man was even selling a little booklet What to do on 
the Ocean in an Emergency. Later, on the steamer, an ex-
perienced traveler informed me that the publishers of this 
booklet had made a fortune out of that idea. Nearly every 
American, so it seemed to me, bought an assortment of 
American flags from the souvenir stands to take along to 
decorate his car or himself while traveling throughout 
Europe. 

There were four separate passenger entrances—for the first, 
second, tourist, and third classes. At the gang plank, pass-
ports, and visas were rechecked, and the visitors' permits were 
lifted. At the other end of the gang plank, stewards assisted 
the passengers and visitors to make a safe landing on the 
deck. For hours the steamer kept on swallowing the long 
line of passengers and visitors, and it seemed as though there 
would be no end to the passenger line. 
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At last I crossed the gang-plank. Looking at the water, at 
the people, and at the steamer, I felt as if even Columbus 
could not have been more happy when he sighted land. I 
knew that my dream of seeing my native town was beginning 
to materialize. 

On the steamer, stewards were as busy as beavers carrying 
baggage and directing passengers and visitors to their respec-
tive cabins. The band's music was drowned out by the noisy 
crowds. 

In the midst of all this confusion I found myself with my 
baggage and bundles in the first class social hall. One of the 
stewards asked: "Are you a passenger or a helper, sir?" And 
when I informed him that I was a passenger, another steward 
sarcastically "whispered" to him: "A first class passenger and 
carries his own baggagel" Was my face red? If the whispering 
steward ever lands in court, I hope I will be on the jury. 
When I regained my balance and tipped one of them, how-
ever, he relieved me of my parcels. Then I realized that the 
excitement of the trip had so overwhelmed me that I had 
unconsciously carried all my luggage—quite unnecessarily. 

Upon entering my cabin, I found all my other baggage and 
surprise bon voyage packages, farewell letters, and telegrams. 
A short time later, more packages, bundles, and mail came 
for my cabin mate, Mr. Frank Kay, whom I later learned 
was a London shoe manufacturer returning home from his 
regular business trip to New York. With all the luggage and 
packages our cabin looked more like a receiving or shipping 
station of an express company than the well appointed sleep-
ing room that it was supposed to be. 

The steward advised me not to open any of my luggage 
or packages until the steamer pulled out of port to prevent 
any professional or amateur shop-lifters from getting away 
with something. He also advised me to lock the cabin door 
and leave the key at the chief steward's desk if I decided 
to leave the cabin before the steamer pulled out. But during 
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the voyage, my mate and I, like many other passengers, left 
our cabins unlocked, and nothing was actually ever missed 
by any of the passengers so far as I know. 

The next thing to do, I was informed by Mr. Kay, an 
experienced trans-Atlantic traveler who had crossed the 
ocean many times, was to reserve a deck chair from the deck 
steward if I wanted to get a choice deck location. I did so, paid 
for it, but never used it once during the whole voyage, as I was 
always busily engaged either in talking to officers, examining 
the boat from top to bottom, or listening in on some fellow 
passenger's interesting travel experiences. I learned, during 
my time at sea, that a scribbler cannot allow himself a pas-
senger's privilege of occupying a deck chair. 

Passing through the corridors, the music from one of the 
cabins again caught my ear. It was the wedding party in full 
blast. Some of the escorts were dancing, while others were 
enjoying themselves by violating the Eighteenth Amendment. 
T o them it evidently seemed more fun to violate Mr. Vol-
stead's dry law right there in New York than to wait for the 
twelve mile limit. (This trip was made before the dry law 
was repealed.) 

In the writing rooms, dozens of visitors and passengers 
were making good use of the fancy free steamer stationery 
scratching away at a great rate apparently oblivious to the 
whole commotion. 

Reporters of different sizes and types, representing various 
newspapers, were rushing around with their sharp pointed 
pencils and brand new note books, jotting down their last 
minute notes. The professional photographers were clicking 
their cameras at celebrities with much shouted advice and a 
great number of sharp reports from flashlight powder. 

At about 10:30 P.M. the bell rang, reminding visitors for 
the first time to leave the boat. Then a flood of the usual 
farewells was heard repeatedly. Here someone advises a friend 
not to let Paris spoil him. There, another informs a Lithu-



24 AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

anian bound passenger of their monetary units—"Remember 
a litas is only worth ten American cents. Rememberl" 

About eleven o'clock the second signal was given to the 
visitors to clear the steamer. Half or more of all the crowd 
on deck left, or at least, so it seemed to me. At 11:30 the 
third and last signal was heard and many of the gang-planks 
were removed. Only one was left for last minute arrivals or 
departures. 

Just then a dear friend of mine, Mr. Joseph S. Christman 
of Brooklyn, came rushing up to see me off. As a general rule 
they don't permit visitors on the boat at such a late hour 
especially when one is without a visitor's card. However, 
they made an exception in his case, and he was allowed on 
for a few minutes. Needless to say I was happy. 

We walked through a good part of the steamer. Mr. Christ-
man expressed his admiration for the things he saw, espe-
cially for the fine library where quotations from Emerson, 
Lord Byron, Dostoievski, Solovieff, and many other world 
famous authors were inscribed on the walls. Later I was told 
by Mr. Jack Rubin, a London artist who was returning 
home after a brief stay in New York, that those letters in 
the inscription were carved out of wood and set in the 
wooden panels of the walls. It was Mr. Rubin, too, who 
pointed out to me later on the trip that the dining menus 
used in the daytime were always illustrated with day scenes; 
and the night with after-darkness scenes. It takes an artist's 
keen eyes to observe those things, as the average passenger 
does not stop to note such details. 

It was almost midnight when Mr. Christman left the boat. 
He accommodated me by expediting a telegram home from 
the pier office, for passengers were not permitted to leave at 
that late hour. Preparing this telegram in a hurry, I broke 
the point of my only pencil. I asked a fellow passenger who 
happened to pass by at the moment to accommodate me with 
one, and he did not hesitate to lend me his expensive foun-



THE START 25 

tain pen. This stranger was a real man who believed in help-
ing a fellow in need. He did not even ask for my name or 
cabin number, and in the rush I likewise neglected to ask 
his. But I'm thankful to say I was able to return his pen to 
him the next morning when I bumped into him on the 
upper deck. 

During our somewhat hurried conversation I did learn 
that this traveler was making his one hundred and twenty-
third Atlantic crossing. T o him an ocean trip meant about 
as much as a Hudson River ferry crossing means to the 
average New Yorker. Another New York merchant I met had 
made so many Atlantic crossings that he gave up keeping 
record of them after counting them for twelve years. 

The steamer was scheduled to leave at midnight sharp 
but some distinguished passengers delayed the departure. 
This is often a reason for delays. At other times a steamer 
is delayed by unfavorable tides, or by an important mail 
arriving a little late. But by 12:30 all of the visitors had left 
the boat, including those who had special privileges to stay 
longer. They all congregated at the pier waving their hand-
kerchiefs and hats and wishing their friends bon voyage for 
the fifth, tenth, or twentieth time. 

When the steamer did not pull out at 12:40, many of the 
remaining visitors left. But enough of them were there on the 
pier to see us off. Some of them had flashlights and were 
signaling to their friends on the steamer, who returned the 
signals also with flashlights. They even kept up this signaling 
after we had pulled out into the bay. 

Just a few moments before the sailors were ready to move 
the last gang-plank away an excited German passenger came 
rushing up to the officer who was supervising the lifting of 
the gang-plank and insisted on getting on the boat to take 
his baggage off. He had changed his mind about making the 
trip to Germany. After much debate his request was granted, 
and he happily left the boat with his belongings. 
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At 2:30 A.M. the giant steamer finally began to back out 
slowly. And still more slowly, with the help of many tugs, 
she turned downstream. The tugs, like miniature boats from 
a five and ten cent store, screamed and puffed and churned 
the water. There must have been a dozen of those tugs 
doing their stuff to escort us into the open sea. The great 
pier crowded with smiling and straining faces, dotted with 
fluttering handkerchiefs or hats, began slowly to vanish. 

Many of the passengers retired to their respective cabins or 
took up decks of playing cards. Some of them crowded on 
the decks to the rails eager for the long-anticipated pleasure 
of watching the night panorama of New York grow smaller 
and smaller and disappear. Many of us on the upper decks 
waved farewell to "Miss Liberty," but the young lady, though 
illuminated, did not seem to notice us in the darkness. Just 
another sailing! 

Down the bay we steamed until at last we slipped out into 
the open ocean. The Atlantic! At last we were honest-to-
goodness "at sea." Some ocean! 

I for one enjoyed this scenery much more, I believe, than 
the passionate gambler with his poker game in the cabins be-
low, or the habitual drunkard with his bottle of "liquid 
fire" in the upper cabins. 

By the time we passed Quarantine hardly any passengers 
remained on the upper deck. Among the few that did re-
main, however, was a middle aged couple from Milwaukee, 
Wisconsin, who were making their annual trip to Europe. 
They were very friendly to me and began to advise me how 
to take care of myself in a strange land, especially warning me 
against professional European pickpockets. European pick-
pockets, especially in capitals like Vienna, London, Paris, 
and Warsaw specialize in victimizing Americans. They said 
that a safety pin used on a man's inside coat pocket would 
prevent a pickpocket from separating him from his passport, 
documents, traveler's checks, and other valuables. The kind 
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lady immediately provided me with one, too, and heeding 
her advice I protected my valuables throughout the trip 
with it. I am grateful to her for that. 

They related to me an unpleasant experience a New York 
doctor had the year before in Germany. This doctor during 
the evening rush hours was pickpocketed and lost the entire 
contents of his pocket: passport, seven hundred dollars in 
cash, a thousand dollars in traveller's checks, and other valu-
ables. The money lost did not worry him so much as the pass-
port and other documents, because he was able to get more 
money when he cabled home. Duplicate traveler's checks, 
too, are given in a few days. But the loss of a passport in a 
foreign country is a very serious matter as all visas are 
stamped on it and no one is allowed to cross a border without 
a visa. No passenger has an official existence in a European 
country without a passport. A passport is required upon 
entering a hotel, when getting mail from the post office or 
some agency, and during the transaction of countless other 
deals. A duplicate passport is not issued as quickly as dupli-
cate traveler's checks, either, for the respective governments 
take time in investigating a lost passport, and only after 
much red tape is a duplicate issued. 

The following is Uncle Sam's caution to American passport 
holders. 

"This passport is a valuable document. Due care should 
be taken to see that it does not pass into the possession of an 
unauthorized person. If it is lost or destroyed, the fact and 
circumstances of the loss should be immediately reported to 
the Passport Division, Department of State, or to the nearest 
American Consulate, or, in an outlying possession of the 
United States, to the chief executive thereof, and to the local 
police authorities. N E W PASSPORTS IN SUCH CASES CAN BE 

ISSUED ONLY AFTER EXHAUSTIVE INQUIRY." 

Before the war, Russia was the only country in Europe 
where the passport system existed. But during and after the 
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war all other neighboring countries have adopted a similar 
passport system. I wish to remind the reader of a Russian 
proverb which reads: "Man consists of three parts—body, 
soul, and passport." The price of an American passport be-
fore the war was one dollar, but at present it costs ten dollars. 

In addition to a passport, an American traveler must 
secure visas (permits) from those countries he wishes to 
visit. A visa to Lithuania costs only $5.00. A visa is good for 
one year; in some countries it's valid during the life of the 
passport, which is two years. Well, so much for technical 
details. 

By three o'clock I left the old couple on the deck and de-
cided to retire. I found my room-mate, Mr. Kay, sound 
asleep. T o him this trip didn't mean much, and he had 
retired earlier without sharing with me the thrill of our 
departure. Again, as with the two nights before, I tried to 
sleep, but all in vain. Strange thoughts entered my mind 
and disturbed my sleep. There was nothing left for me to do 
but to look out through the open port hole and flirt with 
the white caps of the gentle rolling ocean waves. I was so 
fascinated by watching the ceaseless flow that I forgot all 
about sleep. It was a spectacle so beautiful that for almost 
two hours it didn't tire me to watch it. It was exactly five 
o'clock by the cabin's electric clock on the wall before I 
finally fell on my bed to be rocked asleep a little later by 
the waves. 



CHAPTER II 

LIFE AT SEA 

LIFE at sea for passengers who were assigned to the first 
. breakfast sitting started at seven o'clock. For those 

who got theirs at the second sitting the day began 
at eight. 

A day at sea ran in this fashion: 
Passengers were awakened in a gentle way. A musician 

walked through the corridors blowing rather softly into a 
trumpet. Such a way of waking is more pleasant to all pas-
sengers than the old and ruder way. I remembered that first 
morning the old fashioned system that prevailed in 1910 when 
I first crossed the Atlantic on a midget steamer. They used 
to hammer on the doors as if the ocean were on fire, and if 
we did not respond immediately they opened the door and 
either pulled our covers off or threw pillows and blankets at 
the sleepier ones. It was a fine "good morning greeting!" 
Well, times change, and this trumpeting was just a symbol 
of many newer ways of sea life, as I soon discovered. 

Ten or fifteen minutes later, the bathroom steward, with 
a pleasant "Good-morning," announces: "Your bath is ready, 
sir." At the same time, he brings in shoes which were left out-
side the night before for the night steward's ministrations. 

If a passenger has a private bath in his cabin, he can bathe 
any time. But those who take theirs in the public bath must 
make previous arrangements with the steward. A list with 
the names and their respective hours is then posted outside 
the bathroom so that passengers know their bath hours during 
the voyage. 

A good way to start one of the ship's particularly pleasant 
*9 
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days was to take a hot salt water bath and then a swim in 
the pool. After the bath and swim a long brisk walk on the 
main promenade was helpful in toning up a fellow's blood. 
A walk around the main promenade deck three and one-half 
times constitutes one mile, and I, for one, used to circle it 
twice before breakfast. 

"It's a great life at sea," said a New York business man 
whom I knew well, who with his wife and daughters, were 
on their yearly business and pleasure trip. "No business wor-
ries, no hustle-bustle in crowded subways or elevators, no 
telephones or telegraphs to bore you. One is privileged to 
sleep as late as he wishes. He can have his meals served in his 
own room simply by pushing a signal." He said that if busi-
ness permitted he would like to make two trips a year instead 
of just one. 

Next, to the dining room for breakfast. One either walks 
down or takes an elevator. An orchestra plays in the spacious 
sun-lit dining room. The menu consists of about one hundred 
and one different food items, and a passenger is privileged 
to order any or all items if he can eat and digest that much. 
Some people at our table ordered nearly all items, especially 
one couple across from my table who believed in "packing 
in." Sea air is certainly appetizing, but that's just the time, 
a famous doctor, a passenger on the boat, said, "to check your 
appetite and not over-eat if you want to prevent seasick-
ness." I, fortunately, did not experience seasickness on the 
whole trip and never had occasion to use my anti-seasick pre-
scription after all. 

After breakfast some passengers go down to their cabins, 
others to the smoking room (the milder name for the bar); 
still others to the library or out on deck for a walk. During 
the interval between breakfast and the mid-forenoon lunch 
the band plays classical selections on the deck, too, and many 
passengers are drawn towards the bandstand. At about ten 
the deck stewards busily serve passengers with boullion, 
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but I, after my heavy breakfast, was certainly glad that this 
was not compulsory. 

About eleven o'clock the steamer newspaper, which is 
printed on board with the very latest wireless news, is dis-
tributed free to all passengers. This is the passengers' only 
real contact with land. 

Many of the passengers, especially the young lady ste-
nographers or secretaries, begin on their first morning to 
keep diaries in their new notebooks and before lunch one 
sees them scribbling away with great persistence and energy. 
On my return trip, I met some of them who confessed that 
after the second or third day they quit bothering about their 
notes. One young lady stuck to it, however, described her 
trip and succeeded in selling a story which paid for her 
vacation abroad. 

I met a professional writer on board who informed me that 
he wrote much more while on an ocean liner than he could 
at home, and for that reason he traveled on ocean steamers 
more often. 

The captain with his first class steward, made his daily in-
spections in the mornings. After a careful inspection of our 
quarters he went down to the second class, where his second 
class chief steward escorted him. After that it was the tourist 
and third classes. The captain and the stewards were pleasant 
and cheerfully answered all the curious questions the pas-
sengers raised. They also gladly posed for any of the pas-
sengers' cameras. The most popular place for taking pictures 
was near the steamer's bell. 

The most exciting event on a steamer occurs when the pas-
sengers are notified ahead of time by the deck stewards of an 
oncoming liner. That's the time when the camera company 
cashes in, for the passengers, en masse, rush to the rail to snap 
the steamer as it passes. Ocean steamers also keep to the right. 

I can safely say that the passengers on board comprised a 
miniature league of nations. There were Frenchmen, Ameri-



32 AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

cans, Poles, Italians, Englishmen, Lithuanians, Spaniards, 
Latvians, Japanese, Russians, and almost every other na-
tionality on the globe. Most passengers got acquainted, ex-
changed business or visiting cards, and played deck or card 
games on the first day out. On the second day, passengers 
became more closely acquainted, and by the time we parted 
we felt as though we had known one another for at least a 
century. 

On this trip over to Europe, in spite of the bar's openness, 
not many of us patronized it. We KNEW that it was there 
and that's all that mattered. But what a different picture I 
saw on the return trip! Just before we passed the twelve mile 
limit the line was so long that the board photographer took 
pictures of many groups celebrating their "last" drink of the 
real stuff. Many of the passengers bought those pictures as 
remembrances. 

The board photographer incidentally was a good psycholo-
gist. Whenever he saw a group of people congregate to dis-
cuss the depth of the ocean, the height of the sky, ocean 
disasters, or any of the other subjects so dear to passengers, 
he would surprise them and take their picture. A few hours 
later those pictures would be displayed in such conspicuous 
places on the boat as the entrance to the dining room, the 
entrance to the social hall, or the bar room. Such an EYE 
APPEAL was too strong to resist, and many could not help 
but buy one or more of the pictures to take back home as 
souvenirs. 

Lunch was served at 12:00 for the first sitting, and 1:00 
for the second sitting. The food was so delicious that at times 
it was difficult to resist the offers of the dining room stewards 
for second and even third helpings, disregarding the doctor's 
advice of not over-eating. 

After lunch passengers were invited to attend a free movie 
show. A new picture was shown each day. Those who did 
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not attend the movie read travel books of the countries they 
were about to visit. 

At four o'clock the tea concerts started in the social hall. 
On fair days the music could be heard on deck, and it was 
pleasant to be able to rest there while being served tea, 
coffee, pastry, and other delicacies. Inside wet tablecloths 
were used to prevent tea cups and saucers from moving 
around on the tables. The musicians accommodated passen-
gers when they requested special numbers to be played for 
them. 

If one did not attend the movies there were horse races 
which started in the afternoon. This game was played with 
numbered wooden horses named after the principal trans-
Atlantic liners. A pair of dice was rolled by a young lady 
selected from the crowd. After each dice rolled, the number 
was called out and the respective horses would advance a 
step. This was continued until the winning horse covered 
the "field"—a marked cloth rug on the floor of the social 
hall. Three games were played with the winning horses cov-
ering the field first. In the fourth game, the last horse on the 
field was the winner. Ten per cent of the gross income from 
the wagers was given to the fund of the unemployed sailors. 
One middle-aged gentleman, I remember, didn't seem to 
be much interested in such "childish" games, and remarked 
frequently that though a lot of people grow up physically 
not many advance mentally. However that may be, judging 
from the crowds at the games, ninety per cent were "chil-
dren." 

Dinner was announced when the same musician who awak-
ened us in the morning walked again through the halls and 
decks. By this time all of us had new appetites. With the 
appetizing food nobody left the table hungry, and I am afraid 
that many left the tables over-stuffed. Some of the passengers, 
who were afraid they might get hungry after dinner, even 
took fruit, nuts, and pastry from the dining room back to 
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their cabins. During the day pastry, fruit, and nuts were to be 
had between meals simply by asking the steward for them. 

Those passengers who did not care to eat in the main 
dining rooms could get their meals in the first class restau-
rant located on the upper deck. There was an additional 
charge for that privilege and an allowance was made on the 
ticket rate for food. Many passengers preferred to eat in the 
restaurant and get more privacy. Too, they could get their 
meals at all hours, and they were separated from undesirable 
neighbors. I knew a couple of vegetarians who left the dining 
room when cannibal food (raw meat) was served to their 
neighbors across the table. 

After dinner, dancing was the next event. That lasted until 
11:45, giving the stewards fifteen minutes' time to clean and 
close up the place, for they retired at 12:00 sharp. The stew-
ards—poor fellows—slept six hours only. What a contrast 
between my first crossing in 1910 on a midget steamer, and 
now on this luxurious liner! 

Even with such a full day, ocean travel offers much to 
people in the matter of rest for both body and mind. Among 
the many passengers, there were many well advanced in age. 
Some of these older ones had retired from business and were 
traveling for the first time in their lives on the ocean. I was 
told that one of these old gentlemen had hesitated about 
taking such a trip previously, but when his grandson had 
married, the newly-weds had encouraged him to come along 
on their trip, and he found that he enjoyed it very much. One 
other gentleman, a native of Lithuania, was making his last 
trip in order to spend the rest of his life in his mother 
country. 

For those who did not want rest, however, there was a 
stock broker's office on the main promenade deck. Many pas-
sengers got stock information there. A shoemaker and tailor 
accommodated all passengers by repairing shoes and pressing 
and repairing clothes at regular prices. On opening the laun-
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dry door, I felt at home when I found about ten Chinese 
working on passengers' linens. But I was disappointed when 
I did not hear the Chinese laundry-man's famous phrases: 
"No checkee no washee," or "No tickee no shirtee." They 
spoke fair English. The concessions were rented to them by 
the steamship company. The shoemaker, I learned, paid a 
rental of $15.00 per crossing. For that he got his work-shop, 
lodging, and meals. His business was good. In the press room 
where the steamer's newspaper was printed, they also printed 
visiting cards or stationery for passengers on short notice. 

Two barber shops and beauty parlors accommodate the 
passengers. One shop is so located that the first and second 
class can enter it from their respective entrances. The other 
one accommodates the tourist and third class. Prices charged 
there are American union prices, but the attendants received 
good sized tips. Many of them were given bills. And was I 
glad that I got my haircut on the Bowery! 

The log was posted every day in a conspicuous place in-
forming the passengers of the distance we had covered every 
twenty-four hours. Our record showed that on the first day 
out we covered 188 sea miles; the second day—614 sea miles; 
the third day—631 sea miles; the fourth—635 sea miles; the 
fifth—640 sea miles; the rest of the 487 miles, making a total 
of 3195. Passage: four days, twenty hours, fifty-four minutes. 
Average speed per hour: 27.3 knots. 

During the whole voyage it was so cool that we used to 
wonder whether our newspaper hadn't exaggerated the re-
ports of the heat wave in New York and other parts in the 
United States in order to make us appreciate an ocean trip 
much more. 

Most of the passengers cabled their homes daily and re-
ceived cabled replies. The rate on radiograms was twenty-
five cents per word. Some of the passengers made use of the 
Radio-Ocean-Letter Service. These letters were transmitted 
by radio to a steamer sailing in the opposite direction. This 
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boat then passed the information on as a letter to the post 
office at the nearest port of call. Such messages cost one 
dollar for fifteen words and six cents for each additional 
word. The address was free of charge. 

European hotels asked passengers in the steamer's news-
paper advertisements to radio them from the steamer to re-
serve rooms, allowing the cable charge. They worked fast 
over in Europe. They didn't wait until, we arrived there to 
spend our money, but got in touch with us while we were 
still on the ocean and were ready to meet us when we arrived 
at the port. Who said Europeans were slow-pokes? 

The first day out it was a little cloudy in the afternoon. 
"Those clouds," said a gentleman from Wheeling, West Vir-
ginia, who stood next to me, "look like West Virginia moun-
tains." We soon got acquainted when he found out that I, 
too, was a West Virginian. The chief steward hoped that the 
good weather would continue throughout the trip, for this 
trip, it was hoped, would be a record breaker. 

In the second class, the Chief Steward was untiring in 
answering the passengers' questions. Among the many ques-
tions I overheard were questions such as: 

"Why don't they let us dance after 12:00?" 
"Why don't they invent a light so that it will penetrate 

fog?" 
"How deep is the ocean?" 
T o which he would smilingly reply either that the depth 

of the ocean varied according to location, or that the Edison 
Company at that time was working on an "anti-fog" device, 
or that the reason they closed the social hall at midnight 
and all social activities ceased was to give the stewards some 
much needed rest. 

Night watchmen went through all the corridors with what 
seemed to me to be kerosene lanterns. The engine room 
crews tended their engines ceaselessly. The engines are oil 
burners. Every member of the crew and every passenger had 
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a different life boat assigned to him, and life belts were pro-
vided for each passenger with instructions printed in English. 
A notice on the door advised the passengers to get acquainted 
with the life belt at the beginning of the trip. And why not? 

A safe is provided for the passengers in which to lock up 
their money, jewels, and other valuables at the purser's office. 
The charge for the vault box is $1.00 for the trip. 

One night I preferred to stroll around alone on the prome-
nade decks in preference to dancing, and I walked up to the 
captain's deck. For awhile I stood there in the darkness 
gazing at the waves. Then suddenly I heard someone ad-
vancing towards me. I felt it was an officer, for he stepped 
with authority. I was uneasy for fear he might order me off 
the deck for trespassing there at such a late hour of the night. 
I waited in literal fear. I knew that I was violating a rule, 
but I had hoped that my special permit might have some 
weight. I turned my head inch by inch and looked over 
my shoulder. Sure enough it was an officer. 

"Do you know," he began in a soft voice, "that no pas-
sengers are ever allowed on the captain's deck?" 

When I feigned ignorance, he reminded me that they had 
signs posted in English which prohibited passengers from 
trespassing there. 

"What brought you up here at this hour of the night?" 
he again questioned me. 

"Curiosity, sir," I replied. "You see, I am what you might 
call a journalist, and I am preparing notes for a book de-
scribing my trip. I sacrificed my dancing privilege for that." 

The poor fellow swallowed hook, line and sinker, as he 
believed that I really could dance. He told me that I might 
go then, and if I ever came back again I should not use my 
flashlight, as it interfered with their signals. 

"What a close shavel" I thought. 
Speaking of the other classes, let me remark that it was 

in the tourist class that I found a lot of interesting people. 



38 AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

Among them were college professors, students, physicians, 
school teachers, preachers, and other intellectuals. It was one 
of these professors who explained the range of visibility at 
sea to a curious inquirer. 

The decks were cleaned at night. I overheard one of the 
sailors who evidently did not enjoy the cleaning job so well, 
protesting to his comrade: 

"Why should I, an educated business man, do such un-
interesting work?" 

His buddy, evidently a good psychologist, comforted him 
by saying: 

"But that is your only way to start from the bottom up 
towards the captaincy, as we all must climb life's ladder. 
Once we reach the top, we will be able to rest." 

A neat sign, displayed in conspicuous places, read as fol-
lows: "In the interest of fellow-passengers it is requested not 
to parade the promenade-decks between 1:00 and 7:00 A.M., 
the time when decks were cleaned." I remember how they 
used to clean the decks during the day in 1910 on my small 
steamer. Many of us passengers got free shower baths then. 
Times certainly have changed for the betterl During stormy 
weather special covers were even put up on the sides of the 
boat to prevent gales from visiting the decks on this new 
liner. 

All night long during the voyage a special sailor was sta-
tioned at the stern of the boat to look out for icebergs by 
taking the temperature of the ocean water. This was done by 
lowering a linen made bucket containing a thermometer into 
the ocean every fifteen minutes. If the water begins to become 
colder, extra precaution must be taken. Mr. Rubin, my artist 
friend, informed me that special boats financed by all steam-
ship companies watch the iceberg movements and report on 
their locations. Icebergs, as a rule, float two-thirds below the 
water; only one-third is visible. 

The first morning on my early inspection tour I learned 
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that the same liquor sold in the first class bar was cheaper 
in the lower classes. Some of the passengers from the upper 
classes learned that very shortly and went down to the lower 
to buy their drinks. 

"At last!" exclaimed a young lady, who was leaning over 
the deck rail spitting in the ocean, "after talking and dream-
ing about this trip all these years, I can ACTUALLY say that I 
spat in the ocean." I don't believe she could have been as 
thrilled by spitting in the ocean as I was by my trip. 

Some of the first class passengers had their dogs with them. 
Those few first class passengers who had children with them 
had governesses or nurses attend to them. A special dining 
room took care of the first class children and their gov-
ernesses during meal hours. But there were, I noted, more 
dogs than children. The first and second class passengers, 
especially the ladies, would come up on top of the sun deck 
where the dog kennels were located, to see how the special 
dog keeper gave the dogs their daily exercises. The charge 
to transport a dog was $25.00, as much as I paid for my 1910 
Atlantic crossing. 

It seemed to me that the dogs were getting more attention 
on this steamer than we did then on the small boat in 1910. 
O. O. Mclntyre, the Gallipolis, Ohio, boy who made good 
in New York City, took his dog, Billy, the Boston, with him 
to Europe for the sixteenth time in October, 1932. It's a 
great life for some dogs! 

Curiously enough, the second night out I was told by a 
sailor that we had passed my old, midget steamer. If steamers 
could talk, I wonder what the baby steamer would have 
said to me in passing. She might have apologized for rocking 
the life out of me for twenty-one days. But on the other 
hand she could have bragged about her improvement, as she 
crosses now in only fifteen days. She no doubt would have 
finished her remarks by saying that I had no kick coming 
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anyway since she brought me across just the same—"Better 
late than never." 

One day I was walking through the kosher kitchens. All 
dishes had the emblem of the seal of David, a double triangle 
with the three Hebrew letters "KSR," signifying kosher. The 
supervisor told me that he had had trouble with one pas-
senger who believed in dancing at both weddings—that is, 
he ate the kosher and non-kosher food at different meals. He 
wondered who the guilty fellow was. He said he would like 
to talk to him and ask him to make up his mind to eat one 
way or the other. At that moment I hated to admit to him 
that I was the guilty one. After that I ate one way through-
out the balance of the trip and relieved him of the strain. 

Out of the 326 first class passengers, I learned from the 
supervisor 10 ordered kosher meals; of the 364 second class— 
14; of the 479 tourist class—16; and of the 581 in third 
class—24; a total of 64 in all. 

Sunday morning and evening religious services were held 
by the Christians in the social halls. The Jewish folk held 
their services in the children's playrooms three times daily 
in accordance with their customs. I, who visit a House of 
Prayers on rare occasions, had also joined the religious 
group, thus hoping that it would keep the steamer from going 
down or meeting some disaster. 

Some of those passengers who were making their first ocean 
trip expected to see sharks momentarily, but they were dis-
appointed. As far as my knowledge goes no sharks were 
sighted, and I was told that such a sight is rare. 

While talking about sharks I wish to say a few words 
about the professional gambling "sharks." The real shark 
which inhabits the water cannot harm a passenger, but the 
professional one can if he is given the chance. They ply the 
ocean and fleece their victims of heavy sums of money. The 
bigger the "shark," the higher the class he travels in. One 
evening Mr. Rubin pointed out to me a few of the big 
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"sharks" in the first and second classes, remarking that he 
"wouldn't like to be without lunch as many days as some of 
them spend in prison for criminal offenses." 

The following warnings were posted in conspicuous places: 
"It has been observed that certain persons, believed to be 

professional gamblers, are in the habit of traveling to and 
fro on the transatlantic steamships. It is, therefore, expedient 
when playing with persons with whom passengers are not 
acquainted that a certain reserve be exercised." 

"Gambling for money is strictly forbidden." 
"Beware of professional card gamblers." 
But those warnings didn't seem to affect some of the pas-

sengers much, for I noticed that some of the younger and 
better looking male "sharks" mingled with the young crowd 
quite freely. The young and inexperienced would then in-
troduce the "shark" to their inexperienced parents, and the 
fun would begin. 

These "sharks" were always well dressed and well man-
nered. They showed esteem for passengers' names, and made 
it their business constantly to find out new names and titles. 

"Why, hello, Mr. Franklin," I heard one of them say to a 
fellow passenger, whom I knew well. 

Mr. Franklin, not much of a psychologist, fell for the 
bait and started a conversation to find out how the stranger 
knew his name. The card game started with the "shark" 
saying "It's only a fifty cent limit." Once they started to play, 
Mr. Franklin was the winner for the number of games. After 
watching a few games I left them, but the next day I found 
out that Mr. Franklin had lost $750 that night. When an-
other passenger approached Mr. Franklin by saying: 

"I hear you lost $750 last night." 
Mr. Franklin replied—I guess because his better half was 

present—"No, I didn't lose that much. It was only fifty, but 
I had a hundred dollars' worth of fun." 

Some passengers are not as fortunate as that, however. 
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A few months before I made the trip, I read in the news-
papers of a case in which a man had lost in a card game on an 
ocean steamer about ten thousand dollars, representing his 
whole life's savings. He was returning to spend the rest of 
his life in his native land, and unable to bear the loss com-
mitted suicide by jumping into the English Channel. The 
newspapers at that time reported the cause of his death to be 
a "financial" one. 

Hoping that these warnings will impress some of the in-
experienced travelers who want to avoid unpleasant experi-
ences with card "sharks," I include the following from a New 
York newspaper: 

"Three detectives, who boarded a Panama-Pacific liner, 
when she returned from a voyage to California wrote the final 
act of a drama in which card sharks fleeced a victim, threat-
ened to kill him when he discovered he had been robbed 
and stopped payment on the checks representing part of his 
loss, and terrorized him so greatly that he ended his own life 
while the liner passed through the Panama Canal. 

"The victim was a wealthy citizen from Ohio, who had 
$1300 in cash and $2800 in travelers' checks when the steamer 
sailed from New York. 

"Also aboard the vessel, according to the detectives, were 
three members of a certain gang, who had spotted their 
victim in a midtown hotel and followed him. The first night 
out the Ohioan was enticed into a card game. He lost the 
$1300 in cash. The game the second night resulted in the 
loss of the checks. 

"But the next day, the victim, who had been warned by 
other passengers, visited the purser and stopped payment on 
the checks. 

"The gamblers left the vessel at Havana. 
" 'You are safe on the ship,' they told the Ohioan accord-

ing to the detectives. 'But when you land you will be put 
on the spot.' 
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"From that time on, the passengers recalled, the victim 
kept to his cabin. 

"One morning the cabin-mate of the victim went to break-
fast. When he returned he found the Ohioan's body hanging 
from a ventilator." 

But enough of tragedy. There are other more entertaining 
tales. 

One woman in particular was very amusing to me. I 
couldn't help but occupy someone else's vacant deck chair 
and "fall asleep," in order to overhear the conversation. 

"I tell you, Mrs. Gordon," she began to pour out her 
heart's secrets, "my husband wanted me to go to the Catskill 
mountains, but I decided that a trip over the Atlantic Ocean 
was better for me. My doctor told me it was good for my 
blood pressure. (Some women do enjoy talking about their 
illnessesl) Last year I suffered with rheumatism. This year 
it is blood pressure." 

"You know, Mrs. Gordon," this woman continued, never 
suspecting that the "sleeping" passenger might overhear, "we 
moved now to a new Riverside Drive apartment house. We 
have an elevator with buttons. You press one button you go 
up, press another button you go down. I tell you it's won-
derful to live on the Drive, and no tips!" Besides relief from 
blood pressure, the lady and her daughter were abroad "to 
find a fine fellow." For a moment I wondered what should 
be done with the American fine fellows—dump them all in 
the Atlantic? 

A number of young men and women were also on their 
way to find better "fish" in the European waters. Mr. K 
tried to be a matchmaker. He became acquainted with an 
American young man and tried to interest him in a "beauti-
ful" niece in Bialystock, Poland. He offered a dowry of 
$25,000.00, a fine sum which would have been tempting to 
any young man if he were interested in money. He was 
willing to spend even more money if he could bring her 
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over here for good to get her married to some fine American 
citizen. 

A Detroit real estate man, a friend of this young man's, who 
overheard the offer, asked Mr. K — how he was going to 
pay this sum—in promissory notes or mortgages (headaches). 

"No," he replied. "I will pay it in . cash or in certified 
checks." 

"But, why do you make such a generous offer?" the Detroit 
business man was curious to know. 

"It's all because fate was kind to me and unkind to my 
brother and his family. Now, that I have been fortunate 
enough to get to the United States and have acquired some 
wealth, it is my duty to share it with this brother and my 
other poor relatives who suffered before, during, and after 
the war." Turning to the young man, he said: 

"Why don't you go to Poland direct instead of going to 
Lithuania, as you planned? I will pay your expenses, includ-
ing the Polish visa." 

But the young man remained indifferent. He couldn't be 
interested in money or the proposition. 

The captain at times escorted important passengers on 
inspection tours of the boat. We had quite a number of these 
celebrities on board. Some of them preferred to stay in their 
cabins in order to avoid being molested by the other pas-
sengers. But we had some "undesirables," too, on the boat; 
some of whom had been deported from the United States. 

One of them, a young man, told me the cause of all his 
troubles. He had entered the United States illegally through 
Canada, with the help of a Canadian smuggler. For years he 
had worked hard in restaurants, saved his money, and started 
a restaurant of his own. Business was good. In fact it was too 
good. He required help and took in another man as a partner. 
The partner, who wanted to have the business for himself, 
couldn't persuade him to sell out his interest, and so he 
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reported him to the Federal officials, who investigated the 
case and deported him. 

He wanted to know why he, as an honest and hard work-
ing business man, was considered undesirable and deported; 
while so many crooks and bootleggers flourished unmolested. 
"Would Uncle Sam go bankrupt if he permitted me to re-
main in the United States and attend to my honest business?" 
One listener comforted him by saying: "Better luck the next 
time." 

One other of the "undesirables," an illiterate foreigner, 
wanted to know if the steamer on its way to Europe would 
stop at the "City" of Canada or Mexico. He thought he 
might be welcome there. 

Well, the days passed quickly and before we knew it we 
were across. While we were sailing through the English Chan-
nel during a foggy night, the sound of the sirens brought 
many of the passengers to the rails. We stood there but could 
see nothing but heavy fog. 

"There is another liner ahead of us," said a seaman, who 
stood alongside of me. 

When I told him that I couldn't see her, he said: 
"Neither can I, but I can hear it coming." 
Seamen must have a keen sense of hearing. 
That night the fog was so heavy that at times the boat was 

anchored for hours. At one time we were even forced to back 
it up at full speed to prevent a collision with another slow 
coming steamer. 

About fifty per cent of the passengers were to get off next 
morning at Cherbourg and Southampton; so the night be-
fore, a special farewell dinner was given to all the passengers. 
The dining room was especially decorated for the occasion, 
and special dishes were served. Many of the passengers took 
the especially printed menu cards along as souvenirs. 

After the dinner a masquerade dance was held, and many 
of the passengers dressed up as sailors, aviators, clowns, or 
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as other more bizarre creatures. One dressed as a common 
laborer in torn clothes and wooden shoes. He gave a very 
successful impersonation as a drunkard. He upset a tray of 
liquor one of the stewards was carrying. The chief steward 
then pulled him off the floor. We were puzzled at the time 
as to whether this was part of the act or not. A big sign 
reading "No Prohibition Here" was displayed before the 
board photographer flashed and took the celebrants' pictures. 
Many of the passengers bought those photographs next 
morning. 

On the last day, all passengers, so it seemed to me, started 
their day much earlier than usual; Through the port we 
could see many small sized boats, and we knew that land must 
be near. Cherbourg was just a short distance away, for the 
smell of the seaport came to us quite plainly. We anchored 
there at an early hour. 

A tender pulled up alongside of us to take off the pas-
sengers, baggage, mail, and automobiles. For about two and 
one-half hours the loading and unloading lasted, many pas-
sengers getting on for Southampton. 

All morning we sailed at a slow speed on account of the 
heavy fog. When it cleared up somewhat, we could see ships 
from the seven seas. The writing rooms were over-crowded. 
It seemed that every one of the remaining passengers had put 
his writing off until the last minute. The steward was very 
helpful in handing out stationery, pasting stamps on letters 
and cards, and mailing them. 

Some passengers wondered why our steamer did not pull 
into Cherbourg or Southampton harbors. It was explained 
to us then that such a procedure would be too expensive. It 
is cheaper and quicker to employ a tender. 

Several airplanes and seaplanes encircled our steamer while 
we crossed the channel, a couple of them even landing on 
the water nearby. It was amusing for some passengers, and 
many pictures were snapped by alert camera owners. A flock 
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of sea gulls swung about the boat, too, adding to the beautiful 
picture. Early in the afternoon we stopped at Southampton, 
pulling out some two hours later. 

Bags of mail, boxes of goods, trunks, suitcases, and hat 
boxes, were packed high up on the promenade decks in 
readiness for unloading next morning. Two armed sailors 
guarded those valuables throughout the night. When I 
stopped to examine some of the fancy labels, which stuck 
out from under the covers, I was politely told to move on, 
as they had orders not to allow anyone to stop and examine 
the goods. 

"We have orders to shoot," the guard further stated, "if 
we find anyone tampering with the mail." 

"If anyone," said the second guard, "can digest bullets, 
let him come and tamper with the baggage, especially with 
the mail." I explained to them that I was getting copy for a 
book. After that, they became more friendly with me and 
gave me some useful information. They even took off part of 
the cover and let me look at the labels from all parts of the 
world on the luggage. Sailors' hospitality! 

Early next morning, with the smell of European soil in 
my nostrils, I began to pack up my baggage. At about three 
o'clock in the afternoon we docked at Bremerhaven. The dis-
tance in nautical miles between New York and this port was 
about 3700 miles. 

No sooner was the gangplank connected than a flock of 
officers entered the steamer to examine passports and visas. 
Men with special permits, agents representing tourist com-
panies, all sorts of visitors entered the boat to greet their 
friends and clients. A young man with his money bag made 
last minute exchanges of dollars. Once our passports and 
visas were examined, we were ready to disembark and were 
directed to the Customs House where our baggage was thor-
oughly examined. 

By six o'clock, one and one-half hours after landing, we 
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were all through with the customs inspections and were free 
to go. Some of us crowded the telegraph office to send cables 
home advising of our safe arrival, others patronized the bar 
and lunch rooms. Hungry againi 

At the railroad station which was connected with the port, 
we heard the following announcement: 

"Next train leaves for Bremen at 19:03," in our time 
7:03 P.M. 

The steamer's band escorted us to the train. On I clam-
bered with baggage and bundles and high hopes. 

I was off for life's greatest thrill. 



CHAPTER III 

ON THE WAY TO THE LITHUANIAN CAPITAL 

AS soon as I entered the special train, I knew right then 
JL\ and there that I was in a foreign country. The 

coaches were built differently than the American 
ones, with separate side entrances for each compartment and 
a running board on the sides like the New York summer 
street cars. The first class accommodates four passengers in a 
compartment, the second—six. The third class cars have no 
upholstery, plain wooden benches, bare floors, and accommo-
date eight passengers. 

A first and second class traveler in Europe is known as a 
"soft," a third as a "hard." Ninety per cent of American 
tourists travel second. The peasants travel third. Windows in 
all cars are lowered downwards with a strap, just the oppo-
site of the American. 

At night, as a sleeper, the first class compartment is occu-
pied by one passenger, the second—two, the third—three. The 
first and second classes have good bedding, but the third 
class must be satisfied with a mattress, a small pillow, and a 
blanket. 

Through these European countries which I traveled, I 
found similar arrangements, with the exception of England, 
where they have first and third class only. The English third 
class, however, is practically equivalent to second class on 
the continent as far as upholstery and other arrangements 
of the compartment is concerned. The third class rate is half 
of the first, the second, two-thirds. 

On this trip I noticed many things: 
Railroad crossings flashed by painted with red and white 
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stripes like American barber poles; farmers and farmerettes 
out in the green fields stopped to wave. The fragrance of 
sweet grass and flowers blew in through the windows—a wel-
come change from the salt water air we had been breathing 
for six days, and irregular patches of green fields, resembling 
somewhat the new modernistic floor coverings, faded one 
into another. 

Along the road, parallel with the railway, boys on bicycles 
raced our train. Bicycle riders throughout Europe, as I ob-
served, respected all the traffic lights and all traffic officers' 
signals. Automobiles have a special red celluloid arm which 
the driver operates by pushing a button turning it to the 
right or left as necessary. 

For the first time in my life I saw the four-wheeled freight 
cars the Europeans use, those tiny cars that are less than half 
of the American size. Some catfs had six, it is true, but none 
of them had the eight wheels of the American cars. Even 
the big passenger cars had only six wheels. However, I did 
see some eight-wheeled passenger cars when I traveled on the 
International train between Kaunas, and Riga. I saw my 
first European windmill, a reminder, for me, of the Mikela-
junas brick windmill, which was built in my boyhood days 
in Zeimelis, Lithuania. 

On railroad platforms newsboys pushed up and down a 
convenient little news-stand on wheels, offering to passengers 
all local and foreign newspapers, magazines, fruits, candies, 
ice cream, frankfurter sandwiches, soft drinks and beer. 

At 20:15 (8:15 P.M) we arrived at Bremen. We had saved 
about twenty minutes, for this special steamer train made no 
stops on the way. Two porters would work together. One 
would enter the car and hand the baggage through the open 
window to the other fellow on the platform. In other Euro-
pean countries baggage is also handled in a like manner. 

All along the platform, men, women, boys and girls were 
selling flowers. Europeans love flowers, and they do not hesi-



ON WAY TO LITHUANIAN CAPITAL 51 

tate to show their fondness. Young and old were to be seen 
with fresh flowers in their coat lapels or bodices. Those who 
did not have their own garden flowers in their lapels bought 
them. Even the poorest peasant could be seen with a flower 
tucked into a shirt buttonhole or in the lapel of his well worn 
Sunday suit. The girls and women had their flowers pinned 
on their blouses. 

Many of the American tourists who were on their way to 
Lithuania and had about four hours to wait for the midnight 
express ordered their dinners at the waiting room buffet. 
Food and liquor were high in price. Cigarettes and tobacco 
were still higher on account of the immense federal tax. 
Fifteen cent American made cigarettes sold for about $1.50. 
Many other tourists decided to stay over night in Bremen, 
for they wanted to see that city. Too, it gave them a chance 
to travel in the daytime and observe more of the country. 

Arriving at a hotel, I was convinced that hiring a room 
was an event, as the following registration procedure shows. 
The first thing one is required to do is to fill in a long 
questionnaire indicating: 

(« Date of arrival. 
(* Given and family name. 
(3 Whether single, married, or widowed. 
(4 Profession. 
(5 Day, month, year, town, county, and state of birth. 
(6 Legal residence, with the street and number. 
(7 Citizenship. 
(8 Place of last stay with full address. 

(9 Proposed length of present stay. 
(10 Had one ever stayed in this city before? If so, when? 

How ong? Residence while there? 
A copy of this registration blank goes to the police depart-

ment for their records. 
The names of all guests were marked in chalk on a spe-

cially constructed blackboard which was displayed in a con-
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spicuous place in the lobby—perhaps for the convenience of 
the police. 

When I dismissed the porter, he thanked me over and 
over. Then I realized that he was satisfied with the tip. He 
wished that more Americans would visit their country, for 
Americans were known to be liberal tippers. German trav-
elers, he further informed me, carry their own baggage. And 
of course offer no tips! 

The tuxedoed bell boy directed me to my room. Upstairs, 
near the elevator, there was a sign which informed the guest 
that the "Hotel rates include the privilege of riding in the 
elevator." After midnight, however, when I usually returned 
to the hotel, I had the "privilege" of walking the stairs, as 
no elevator was operated between midnight and 6:00 in the 
morning. 

There were no rolling window shades like the American 
ones but curtains which opened or closed by pulling a strinj. 
A notice indicated that a penalty of ten per cent would be 
added to the room rate if guests did not patronize the hotel 
restaurant for breakfast. Curiously enough no soap was fur-
nished in this hotel. Experienced tourists carry their own 
soap and avoid a lot of red tape and unpleasantness. 

At about 9:00 P.M. I went down to the hotel dining room 
for dinner. The waiter tried to sound me out and asked me 
many personal questions too numerous to mention. It was 
easy for me to dismiss the questions by answering "Yes" to 
all of them. What difference did it really make to him? 

Bills are paid to the waiter when he presents the check. 
The dinner check showed an extra ten per cent service fee 
added, supposedly the waiter's tip. But at the same time 
waiters expect an additional tip. Some of the waiters invented 
a new way of obtaining the additional tip by not "finding" 
the necessary change, and very often the ever-in-a-hurry 
American walks out without the change. "Let the 'Dollar 
Prince' pay," is often heard in Germany. 
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After dinner I escorted some of my steamer friends to the 
railroad station. No one is permitted to enter the gates with-
out a railroad ticket or a special pass. Those special passes 
one buys at slot machines for ten pfennig each. This ticket 
was punched by the gate-man upon entering and collected 
upon returning. 

European travelers, so it seemed to me, are champion 
bundle and luggage carriers. They are always loaded down 
like American shoppers on Christmas eve. Unusual kissing 
at parting is to be seen, many of the men kissing men on 
both cheeks, other men kissing women's hands. When the 
train finally pulled out of the station, and when it was some 
distance away, fluttering handkerchiefs could still be seen. 
Great sentimentalists! 

Early next morning a brilliant sun stared in at me through 
the unshaded window. Therefore I was forced to get up 
earlier than usual. It was to my advantage, however, for it 
enabled me to take in the sights. The Europeans themselves 
are early risers. They have no use for those who lie abed. 
In the dining room, I was just in time to get my breakfast. 
The servants have little patience with the late-comer. 

With my new sharp-pointed pencil, notebook, and camera, 
I went out to stroll through the main streets, as well as the 
winding and zig-zagging side streets. I stopped at a liquor 
window, studying the display and prices. A group of Ameri-
cans in a new car had stalled near the city park. The way 
the German mechanic tried to discover the trouble convinced 
me that he was just beginning to get acquainted with Ameri-
can made cars. 

I had lunch at a restaurant in one of the main streets. A 
sign on the wall informed the tourist that breakfast was 
served until 1:00 P.M. (On Broadway you can get it until 
5:00 P.M.) Granulated sugar was served in small sealed en-
velopes, reminding me of the American way during the war. 
If lump sugar is wanted one small cube is served with each 
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cup of coffee. An order of strawberries included a small cup 
—thimble size—of granulated sugar. Water was not served 
unless it was ordered, and then they brought it in a small 
tumbler about one-third the American size. And we talk 
about the Scotch! 

As an experiment, I ordered a soda. Americans will be 
glad to learn, I'm sure, that if they wish an ice cream soda 
there they will not get the kind we have at home. Instead 
they open a bottle of soda, pour it in a glass, put the ice 
cream in and call it an ice cream soda. 

Americans preferred to ride in the horse-drawn carriages. 
Those carriages had meters connected to the wheels. The 
drivers had blue uniforms and wore stove pipe hats. Some 
class! Most of the motor cabs were of the old type—high 
wheels, slow speed, and with kerosene lamps. 

Here is something that still puzzles me to this day, and that 
is why a barber would undermine his own business by selling 
safety razors and blades. Nearly all of the Bremen barbers 
displayed safety razors as well as other self-shaving supplies 
in their windows. 

A couple of blondes in passing gave me the haha. What 
else could it be but my straw hat? Perhaps to their minds a 
man with a straw hat, especially on a cool day, should be 
locked up in a place for the feeble-minded. Too, a peasant 
called his wife's attention to my straw hat. He didn't want 
her to miss the thrill of seeing the queer foreigner who wore 
a straw hat on such a cool day. Perhaps they got the same 
kick out of it as I did when I saw the Russian immigrants 
arriving with their knee high leather boots and their home-
made baskets and traveling bags. These are fairly random 
items my busy pencil collected on the second day. 

On June 1, I started on my way to Berlin. 
"Amerikanerl" exclaimed the only passenger in my com-

partment, and our conversation soon started. He was a tele-
phone engineer. The talk drifted from one subject to another 
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until we reached the World War, the topic on which nearly 
all Europeans will talk at length. 

After a time a steward from the dining car passed through 
soliciting orders for dinner. If they received enough orders, 
a regular hot meal was prepared and served, otherwise the 
traveler got cold cuts and short orders. 

In the dining car I discovered that I was out of money, 
and since I was not able to cash a travelers' check, the engi-
neer lent me fifty marks. I asked him why he was taking a 
chance in trusting a perfect stranger with such a sum. He re-
plied: "You didn't come all the way from America just to 
swindle me out of fifty marks." I was grateful to him for the 
favor and the compliment. 

Europeans wish one another a good appetite before start-
ing a meal. During our dinner, the engineer got a lot of fun 
trying to read my passport and my other documents. He did 
not request them, but I thought of amusing him with those 
documents as we amuse a child when we place a ticking 
watch before his ears. 

My new acquaintance, who was about thirty-seven years 
of age and who had served as an officer on several fronts dur-
ing the war, found interest in those documents. I thought 
how true it is that there is something naive in every person 
no matter how varied his experiences have been. I tried to 
avoid the unpleasantness of a war discussion, but no matter 
what subject I switched to he came back to it. He talked 
about the war with as much heat as if the war were still on 
the front. 

He began to lament: 
"The army of occupation moved into our homes, inspect-

ing every nook and corner. I know with us there was really 
nothing left for us to hide, for we lost everything in the war, 
but they searched anyway. We could not travel, meet, pub-
lish our newspapers or do anything else without their per-
mission. It was terrible 1 That was no way to make a war I" 
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I felt like asking: 
"How about the Belgiums, Lithuanians and others, who 

for several years had tasted German occupation, for Ger-
man militarists were extremely efficient with their enemies, 
too." 

But I did not care to make him uncomfortable by raising 
that question. 

Then he related to me how they had suffered during the 
war from lack of food. But when I told him of our heatless 
Mondays, theatreless Tuesdays, sugarless Wednesdays, wheat-
less Thursdays, liquorless Fridays, meatless Saturdays, and 
clothesless Sundays, he shrugged his shoulders in bewilder-
ment. And America did not start the World War, either! 

After spending a couple of hours in the dining car, think-
ing that I had sufficiently acquainted myself with the war 
from a German point of view, I excused myself and left for 
my compartment. Every rattle of the noisy wheels brought 
us nearer to the metropolis of Germany. 

"So this is Berlin!" I exclaimed. 
"Don't blame me for it," retorted the engineer. 
At the hotel I let Herr Reah, the engineer, hire a room 

for me. Then I learned that a traveler can do some bargain-
ing and get the best end of it. How they love to overcharge 
Americans! 

After dinner we went out for a stroll to give the capital 
the once-over at night. Fruit peddlers hawked their wares 
on every busy corner, and old women peddled matches in 
the crowded sidewalk cafes. An assortment of beards and 
mustaches was displayed in barber windows. Young girls wore 
shining shoes. A hotel proudly displayed a sign in front: "We 
have an elevator." Tri-wheeled automobiles, bare legged girls 
riding bicycles, sedans with open roofs all whirled down the 
busy street. Traffic lights were turned off after busy hours. 

Organized vice in Berlin is forbidden by law, but agents 
of the unofficial vice resorts were out on the busy streets 
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whispering in the tourists' ears telling them where forbidden 
fruit could be had at such and such a price. If a tourist en-
couraged them by stopping and listening to their stories, then 
they would follow him and try to sell him their idea. But 
if one refused and kept on walking they would follow him 
for only a few blocks, finally to give up in disgust to seek 
"greener grass." 

Perhaps a word concerning this phase of Berlin's life is 
not amiss. 

Walking through the night-life section of Kurfurstendam, 
one can see countless cafes, cabarets, and theatres. Those that 
I visited were well filled up if not over-crowded. Most of 
them were distinctly immoral in tone and suggestion. Berlin 
and Paris seem to be running more and more to this kind 
of thing, and to my mind they overdo it. On many of the 
corners of the busy streets men were out selling "fine artistic" 
postal-cards. 

Street walkers here as in Paris are out day and night. Most 
of them "work" the main section of the city. As I was walk-
ing to my hotel, I was accosted by many of them. They were 
of different ages, ranging from their "teens" up to their 
thirties. In London they are not so conspicuous as they are 
in Berlin, for they only smile and glance back. It is not very 
pleasant to walk along those main streets. Of course, if one 
cuts them short, they will quit following you. But if one 
attempts to tell them a mild "No," they don't consider it as 
a final refusal, they follow one for many blocks trying to 
"get him." At times it was so annoying that many were 
forced to walk through some isolated side streets in order 
to avoid them. 

If Berlin keeps up like that, they will take away from 
Paris the reputation for the most open city in the world. 
I heard so much, too, of Berlin's night life that I decided 
to investigate and get the information at first hand for this 
book. Such was my case. And you may believe it or notl 
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I visited several night life resorts. What are these places? 
They are restaurants where one can order a meal and dance 
with the lady you bring or if you haven't brought one you 
can get one there. Many women visit these places. Separate 
halls and booths are built along the walls of these restaurants. 
Special telephones are connected with each table and any 
one can communicate with whom he desires. 

Well, so much for night life of this wilder sort. 
One lesson I learned will stick, however. Selling comes 

first with the German barber. The proprietor of a barber 
shop when not busy in the front selling perfume, barber 
supplies and cosmetics, works on clients. These are just a few 
things I learned. One proprietor started to work on me but 
soon let the assistant finish "trimming" me. 

This was a high class shop, but their fixtures were very 
ordinary. None of the luxurious American barber fixtures 
was there; just an ordinary wooden chair with arms and head 
rests and a small box which served as a foot rest. But the 
prices were uncommon; in fact they were luxurious. 

The barber's assistant, like the engineer, began telling . 
more war stories in order to gain my sympathy, no doubt. 
For all I know he may have never seen the battle front, but 
at any rate he painted interesting war pictures. When I came 
into the shop, I decided to get only a hair cut and shave, 
but when I went out they had not only sold me a hair cut, 
shave, singe, shampoo, hair tonic, but also had forced on to 
me a large bottle of hair tonic. They most certainly gave me 
"the works!" 

When I was given a bill for twenty-five marks (about 
$6.00 at par) I began to see dots jumping on the wall and 
knew that I was "trimmed" right! Without consulting me, 
the assistant wrapped up a bottle of hair tonic explaining 
that since I had asked for an application they had had to 
use it out of this bottle. Hard as I tried, there was no use 
of protesting. He turned a deaf ear towards me. He refused 
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to listen when I tried to tell him that I had plenty of hair 
tonic with me, and that I had no use for any additional as 
I couldn't drag this around in my travels. He explained to 
me that this bottle of Zwiebelhaarwasser (onion hair tonic) 
was very healthful for the scalp and hair, and that I needed 
it very much. Like a headache! Not a bad racket, eh? I'll say 
I was trimmedl 

That evening, at a theatre I was told that all the tickets 
had been sold out, but soon an elderly lady appeared who was 
willing to sell me two tickets at an advance price. The door 
man informed me that tickets purchased from speculators 
would not be honored. The lady disappeared after getting 
paid for them, and I was left, as I thought, stuck with them. 
But when I explained to the manager, he made an exception 
in my case and permitted me to enter the theatre. 

Theatre programs were sold at fifty pfennig each, and a 
sign in the lobby informed one that opera glasses were 
loaned at one mark. Before and during the intermission, I 
saw the natives, much to my amazement, open their bags, 
take out meat sandwiches and eat them as we do chocolates. 
I felt like a vegetarian in the Chicago stockyards! During 
the intermission, sandwiches and beer were peddled, too, and 
the bar in the lobby dispensing beer and sandwiches was 
over-crowded. 

One Friday I met a couple of young men, New Yorkers, 
who were off for a three months' trip to Bucharest, Rumania. 
We walked down to a restaurant and had dinner together. 
As we were parting, I noticed a strange young man walk 
over and start a conversation with the younger brother, but 
I paid little heed—with what result you shall hear. 

Early Sunday morning the younger brother telephoned 
telling me that they were in trouble. I asked him to come 
over. He informed me that a swindler, who, it turned out, 
was the stranger of the day before, had fleeced them of cash, 
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jewelry, and $550 worth of American travelers' checks. It 
happened thus: 

While the swindler was escorting them to their friends' 
house, they, the inexperienced travelers, had told him every-
thing about their travel affairs as if he were a long lost 
brother. Returning late that night to the hotel, they invited 
him to their room offering to pay him for his trouble. He 
politely "refused," but when the younger brother offered 
him a suit and some shirts, he accepted. They made arrange-
ments with him for a trip to Potsdam and Sans Souci. He 
advised them that for safety's sake they had better leave their 
valuables at the hotel and lock them up in their suitcases. 
And the inexperienced travelers "swallowed" that advice! 

Early Saturday morning they were off on the big pleasure 
trip. They took along just enough money for their needs for 
the day—everything else they left in the suitcases as advised 
by their "friend." That evening, after a long day of mixing 
liquor and pleasure, they returned to the city. They invited 
their guide to have dinner with them, which invitation he 
accepted. 

Before they were through with their dinner, he suggested 
attending a show that evening. No sooner said than done, 
and the older brother rushed off to buy tickets, arranging 
to meet in front of the theatre. When the younger brother 
finished his bottle of wine and meal, the swindler excused 
himself, pretending to go to the washroom. Instead of going 
to the washroom, however, he left through a side door, hired 
a cab, and rushed off to their hotel. Without asking the hall 
porter for permission, he helped himself to their key, which 
was hanging on the wall, and went up to their room. The 
hall porter didn't suspect anything was wrong since he had 
seen him with the two brothers the evening before and also 
that morning. 

He broke open all the suitcases, took out some jewelry, a 
little ready cash, and one set of travelers' checks amounting 
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to $550. But in the great rush he overlooked the other 
brother's travelers' checks, which also amounted to $550. 

When the younger brother got tired waiting for his 
"friend," he went down to the washroom to find out what 
was wrong. Not finding him there, he knew that something 
had happened. He taxied over to the theatre and told the 
story to the older brother who was waiting with the three 
tickets. The two of them hastily motored over to their hotel 
to discover the broken suitcases and missing valuables. They 
immediately notified the hotel management and the police. 

The three of us went around from one railroad station 
to another and notified the money exchanges of the stolen 
checks. Monday morning was a holiday. With all the banks 
closed, we thought the swindler would not be able to cash 
any checks, but somehow he managed to cash three of them. 

With the approach of Tuesday, the swindler realized that 
his cashing possibilities would be slimmer; so he telephoned 
the two brothers Monday night that for $200 he was willing 
to turn back their valuables. The younger brother was 
willing to yield, but the older refused. 

Early Tuesday morning we went over to see Mr. C. Tres-
s pie, the chief of the American travel bureau's secret 

service. He listened to our story, typed it and had the victim 
sign it. Next we had to go over to the American Consulate 
to make an affidavit. Mr. Trespie told us that duplicate 
checks are issued only after three days' strenuous investiga-
tion by cabling New York, Paris, London, Vienna, and other 
European cities. All this involved a lot of expense for the 
brothers, for they were forced to stay three days longer in 
Berlin, pay for the cables, and lose the amount they had paid 
for sleepers to Bucharest. 

Then the four of us were off to the police station. After 
the chief of police listened to our story he brought us what 
we know as the Bertillon records. We looked through the 

1 
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photographs. Then stopping at one, the two brothers, almost 
in one breath, exclaimed: 

"That's he!" "He" had a long criminal record and had 
served many terms in prison for swindling, pickpocketing, 
and other criminal offenses. The record also showed that he 
specialized in victimizing Americans, since he spoke fair Eng-
lish. His recent crime was added to the records, and a police 
alarm was spread out for his apprehension. 

In three days the brothers got their duplicate checks. Their 
three days' stay and other expenses cost them a little less than 
$100, which was a cheap lesson to them. Early on the fourth 
day they left for Rumania much wiser, I hope. 

Monday, Herr Reah and I were off to Potsdam and Sans 
Souci. We had lunch at the Palast Hotel, near the two hun-
dred-year-old tree, visited the Gamison military barracks, 
and the Garnison church where Friedrich der Grosse is 
buried. Friedrich, I learned, built the Palais and Sans Souci 
(the French word for "without worry") because he had so 

many worries. He thought this place would bring peace to 
his mind. Friedrich der Grosse's father is also buried in the 
same church in a basement vault. Original war flags sur-
round the tombs, the oldest flag the Prussian of 1805. A 
charge was made to visitors entering the church and the 
basement. 

A wooden cross was displayed on the street floor inside 
the church. In it, during the World War, horse shoe nails 
were driven. Another means of raising war funds, for they 
auctioned off those nails to the highest bidder. Thousands 
of nails were driven into the cross in those days. This is the 
same church in which Alexander I of Russia signed a treaty 
with Friedrich der Grosse against France. In 1803 Napoleon 
chased the Prussians away from the church, too. The leaders 
who are buried in the basement were the ones who built up 
Prussia. 

Next we visited the summer palace of the ex-Kaiser. An 
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admission charge of one mark per person was made. We were 
given heavy felt slippers to put over our shoes to avoid 
scratching the high polished floors. Not a scratch could be 
seen on them, and it was almost too slippery to walk. At times 
many of us skidded as if we were on ice. Some of the slippers 
too large in size fell off the visitors' feet. The crowd was 
too great to be particular in getting one's correct foot size. 

The historical windmill in Sans Souci Park was the center 
of attraction for the tourists who snapped pictures. Herr 
Reah explained to me that this windmill became famous 
when the original owner refused to sell it to Frederick the 
Great, and at the court trial the ruler lost out. Yes! There 
was a time when MIGHT was not RIGHT in Germany 1 

After a long day we returned, tired but happy, to Berlin. 
Ever since I had been a little boy, I had promised myself 

that I would visit Leipzig some day. Too, I had promised 
a Pittsburgh relative of mine to visit his parents there; so 
I prepared myself for that special trip. 

In paying my hotel bill in Berlin I had some change com-
ing, but the clerk somehow held on to it. He pretended to 
be busy looking for something, giving me time to walk away. 
When I asked for it, he said in English: "Where do I come 
in? Oh! You want the change." He then displayed a printed 
sign in German, English, and French, which read: "Guests 
are informed that they may compensate the hall porter (room 
clerk) for special services rendered." 

What special service had he rendered me indeed? In get-
ting my laundry ready for the trip, he had charged me twenty-
five per cent additional for special service. He had made five 
telephone calls to the laundry, so he claimed, which were 
charged to me. Whenever I bought stamps from the same 
porter, he kept the change never even offering it. Hadn't 
they charged me on the bill with extras for services? Now, 
I believe in tipping those servants who earned theirs, but 
this was almost too much. He justified himself in his indirect 



ioo AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

asking for the tips by reminding me that he had to pay the 
reparation bill; so I, the "Dollar Prince" paid, paid, and 
paidl 

It was a hot day. People were going and coming in the 
busy Anhalter Terminal. While buying my railroad ticket to 
Leipzig, in the great rush I forgot to get. my change out of 
a twenty dollar travelers' check. However, the honest lady 
clerk called me back and gave me the change. And SHE re-
fused a rewardl I thought of the hotel clerk then. 

The second class train coach was over-crowded. I didn't 
reserve a seat, as customary in Europe, and for awhile it 
looked to me as if I would have to ride all the way standing 
up. Not finding a place in the other coaches, I walked into 
the Mitropa (which corresponds to our Pullman) in the hope 
of finding a seat, but there too the seats were scarce. There 
wasn't even standing room, and so I decided to walk back 
and try my luck once more in the other second class coaches. 

I passed an empty compartment which had a paper sign on 
the window "Reserved." A young German walked straight 
in and occupied the "forbidden" compartment. A moment 
later I followed him, asking if he had engaged the compart-
ment. He nodded "Yes," and so I settled down opposite him. 
He soon tore down the "Reserved" notice and threw it out 
the open window. 

A short time later, a station porter followed by two men 
tried to force his way into the already over-crowded com-
partment. The porter gave us a glance and then exploded: 

"This compartment has been reserved! You will all have 
to leave!" 

For awhile we hesitated to give up our comfortable places. 
It was very quiet, for none of us replied to his ultimatum 
until the first passenger with some authority retorted: "The 
rule should be first come first served." However, the argu-
ment lasted only a short time, for the Kontroller (conductor) 
came in and we all had to give up our places. 
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The sun was at its height. Farmers along the railroad took 
advantage of it and tilled their land while children worked 
in the vegetable gardens. Cattle were grazing here and there. 
Not finding another place I tried the dining car once more. 
Luckily I found a vacant seat and after seating myself, I 
ordered some sandwiches and beer. At one station the en-
gineer stopped and treated his engine to a tankful of fresh 
cold water. After that the engine seemed to pick up in speed. 
So it went until, at length, we arrived in Leipzig a little later 
than scheduled time. 

Arriving at my friend's home I discovered that I was just 
in time for dinner. Second and third helpings proved that I 
was hungry, too. During the dinner again I had to answer 
numerous questions as to how emigrants, and especially their 
son, fared in the United States. Needless to say, they were 
happy to get first hand information about him. 

After dinner my host's two younger sons were ready to 
pilot me through their city. The first stop we made was at 
a neighboring hotel to find out whether I could get accom-
modations. (Here, as I later discovered in Kaunas, Lithu-
ania, desirable rooms before an exposition were scarce.) 

The reason I declined to accept the host's kind offer of 
lodging was because I knew that they had other relatives 
to accommodate, who were vacationing there at the time. 
Good rooms were scarce, for business men had reserved theirs 
in advance. After finding a fair room, however, I had to re-
fuse it because of its five flights of steps to ascend. I finally 
succeeded in getting a small room in what was known as the 
American Hotel. I couldn't see anything American about 
it, however, except, perhaps the price. 

After parting with my two new young friends, I hired a 
n horse-drawn vehicle to see Leipzig's sights by night. The 

driver pointed out the interesting places of the city. Would 
I like to visit them next day? He also talked to me at great 
length about the historical Thirty Years' War. 
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After driving for a couple of hours I began to yawn, and 
so I paid him off. I thought that I was through with him, 
but I was wrong. He jumped down from the front seat 
and began to express his gratitude for the tip by bowing k la 
Chaplin many times. He was almost on the verge of kissing 
my hand. He performed such a ceremony that I wondered 
whether he hadn't mistaken me for a son of the former 
Kaiser. Such a way of thanking was new to me, and I began 
to wonder if he hadn't gone off his "trolley." It's a good thing 
that I didn't give him a bigger tip, for no doubt he might 
have thought I had bought his nag. I most certainly got my 
money's worth! 

While having my lunch in one of the restaurants one day, 
I observed an unusual thing. At a nearby table a young man 
ordered his lunch and one cigarette, which was brought to 
him on a plate covered with a napkin. At first I couldn't 
believe my own eyes, but there it was. Imagine doing that 
at home! 

Many of the natives bring their own bundles and packages 
of food with them, order a bottle of beer, and thus become 
patrons. This practice, however, is common in other Euro-
pean cities. At one coffee house I saw a couple of young 
women order coffee, then open their handbags and take out 
their own cake. They only paid for the coffee. 

The streets of Leipzig are lined with many shops that sell 
nothing but souvenirs to the tourists. And have you ever 
heard of a tourist who didn't buy souvenirs? I, too, spent 
some money on souvenirs, and I still have them till this day. 
I have tried to get rid of them by offering them to the neigh-
borhood kids. But they are smart fellows and refuse to accept 
them. The only way to get rid of them, I believe, is to throw 
them in the rubbish wagon, and then only when the driver 
isn't looking. 

I decided to cut my German tour short. I wanted to devote 
more time to travel throughout Lithuania, for this was the 



ON WAY TO LITHUANIAN CAPITAL 67 

main purpose of my European trip. I wanted to see with my 
own eyes those brave men and women who had had the 
courage to fight their way through those war years gaining 
their own independence. 

So, on June 14th, I left Berlin on an afternoon train for 
Koenigsberg, East Prussia. Again the train was crowded, 
and no seats were to be had. For awhile I was sorry for not 
having reserved one. Presently, however, I heard a couple of 
European travelers, also without seats, say: "Let's go in the 
dining car, order a bottle of beer. We'll get a seat that way." 

I followed them and ordered a bottle of beer and a sand-
wich. The three of us were given seats at one table. I began 
to entertain the thought of remaining in the dining car 
throughout the journey, or at least until some passengers got 
off. But that thought was soon disturbed when I noticed a 
sign which read: 

"The dining cars are here to serve the traveler. In the 
interest of the traveler, we kindly ask you to give up your 
place as soon as you are through with your meal." 

On a long journey like this (it is eight hours' ride from 
Berlin to Koenigsberg) it is nice to have someone to talk to. 
Europeans, as a rule, do not wait for introductions. They 
soon get acquainted with a fellow traveler, and their friendly 
spirit in a crowded train is delightful. My companions and 
I struck up a conversation almost immediately and continued 
it throughout the whole journey. 

Here, as on my other rides, it was uncomfortable for me 
when my companions discussed the World War. Now they 
talked about the Polish Corridor, for we were getting closer 
to it. I must admit I learned a lot about this territory, how-
ever, in spite of my dislike for the subject. 

At 6:30 P.M. we stopped at Schneidemiihl, close to the Cor-
ridor. The wheels were inspected. The train handles for 
passengers to support themselves while getting on or off were 
polished. The frankfurter peddler again did a rushing busi-
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ness, and beer and other drinks were sold on the platform. 
An hour later we reached Konica, the first station in the 
Polish Corridor. My companions renewed the Corridor talk— 
I suppose for my benefit. At times I felt very uncomfortable. 
I sympathized with them, but that's all I really could do 
for them. 

One story has it that in a meeting between the late German 
Foreign Minister Gustav Stresemann and Monsieur M. Dia-
mant, Polish Social Democratic leader, Dr. Stresemann said: 

"Germany is prepared to sacrifice much for the return of 
the Corridor. My government has asked me to discuss that 
possibility." 

(The sacrifice meant a new Corridor along Lithuanian 
territory to Memel-Klaipeda. Dr. J. A. Van Hamel, High 
Commissioner of the League of Nations in the Free City of 
Danzig 1925-1929, in the March 1933 pamphlet No. 288, 
issued by the Carnegie Peace Endowment deals with this 
problem and states in part: "The Memel plan could not be 
executed unless Lithuania were willing, and would it be 
found possible to obtain that country's consent? Lacking its 
assent, and against its will, the proposal could never be car-
ried out, and there has been no indication of such willing-
ness on the part of Lithuania. On the contrary, relations be-
tween Lithuania and Poland at the moment are such that 
close harmonious cooperation can scarcely be expected. It is 
true that their relations may some day improve.") 

T o this Diamant replied: 
"Thank you for bringing the question up. My govern-

ment has asked me to discuss the possibility of having East 
Prussia ceded to us." 

"Are you mad?" Dr. Stresemann is supposed to have an-
swered. 

"No," replied Monsieur Diamant smiling. "I only wanted 
to show you the sentiment of the Poles toward the Corridor." 
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Time alone will be able to tell the story of the Polish 
Corridor. 

At 11:25 P.M. I arrived in Koenigsberg. Who knows the 
fate of this city? It is said that Poland is hoping to possess 
East Prussia. A story has been circulated—perhaps without 
foundation—that Poland has offered the City of Koenigsberg 
to Lithuania after the next war, if the Lithuanians will give 
up their claim to Vilno, which was given to them on October 
7, 1920, according to the Suvalki agreement and which the 
Poles, in utter disregard of their agreement, attacked and 
re-entered two days later. But who knows? 

When I got off the train at Koenigsberg, a taxi driver was 
handy to help me with the baggage into his cab. I asked him 
to take me to a moderately priced hotel, and he drove me to 
a rooming house with a sign "Hotel." He unloaded my bag-
gage, got his fare, and taxied away. 

T o my disappointment the "Hotel" was closed; so I rang 
the bell and waited for someone to let me in. Suddenly I 
heard the voice of an old man from an open window on the 
second floor calling "Who is there?" Turning on the light 
in front and noticing a "lost" foreigner, he cried out to me, 
"I am coming down immediately." 

Down he came and let me in. My passport was examined, 
registered, and a room was assigned to me. Before I finished 
my meal, the table was crowded with many other roomers 
and neighbors who began questioning me as to conditions 
in America. They showered me with a flood of questions 
that were impossible for a single person to answer. 

For a couple of hours we talked; then when I began to 
yawn I was shown to my room, with all of them in one voice 
bidding me "Good night." Here, as in Bremen, I slid under 
a heavy feather tick which served the purpose of a quilt. 
Soon I dropped off into a heavy sleep. 

Early next morning (Sunday) I was awakened by church 
bells. A breakfast consisting of boiled eggs, real peasant black 
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bread, honey, cocoa and fruit prepared me for the day. I de-
cided to spend the whole day just seeing Koenigsberg. 

On the way out I noticed some family pictures hanging 
on the walls of the lobby. The old gentleman pointed to a 
picture of three young men and said that he had lost two of 
them in the World War. I thought I had heard enough-
more than enough—war talk; so I hastily departed for a view 
of the city. I left him in the middle of a sentence which had 
as its theme the fact that war was terrible. 

While walking through the streets in the old fashioned 
store fronts, I saw wash basin and pitcher sets of a type that 
has long gone out with us. I was surprised to see men wash-
ing and cleaning the streets on Sunday, too. The streets were 
indeed so clean that when I bought some cherries for a mid-
morning snack I couldn't allow myself to throw the cherry 
stones on the street. 

And why didn't I allow myself to throw cherry stones on 
the street, you ask? Well, I was once bawled out very severely 
by a Berlin cop for throwing a tiny scrap of paper on the 
street. And who wants to get bumped twice in the same 
place? 

While walking in the capital on the second day of my 
arrival there, I had opened a package of chewing gum, 
treated my escorts to some, and then thrown the paper in the 
street. An officer of the law came up and began to lecture 
me on cleanliness. In a firm—very firm manner—he ex-
claimed: "It is forbidden to throw paper in the street!" Never 
in all my life was I so embarrassed as at that moment. And 
without waiting for another lecture, I began to pick up the 
litter. 

Observations: 
A narrow street with still narrower sidewalks. Indeed I 

believe they are the narrowest sidewalks in the world, for 
when a street car passed pedestrians were forced off the side-
walk into doorways. In a butter and egg store a sign read: 
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"Fresh Drink Eggs." I wondered who on earth drank old 
eggs. Eggs, like cigarettes, were sold by the piece and were 
stamped with a certain trade-mark. Men's and boys' sus-
penders sold for ten pfennig a pair. A barber shop informed 
that they had lady and gentleman barbers. A policeman 
rode by on a bicycle with a suitcase in his hand. 

A lady pushed a child along in a homemade soap box 
carriage. They charged ten pfennig for the use of a chair in 
the park. A government mail box made out of wood was 
plastered with laundry and bank advertisements. Men and 
women walking along the streets, following the European 
custom, the woman on the right of the man at all times. A 
man and woman stopped in front of a department store. 
Their interests differed. The man had his eyes on some little 
coin purses. The woman was interested in the dresses. Same 
world! 

I was attracted to one corner by the playing of a band. 
Nearing the scene I took pictures, asked people some ques-
tions, and made some notes. That, of course, aroused an 
officer's suspicion. Perhaps he suspected me of spying on 
them for their enemies. The officer asked me to identify 
myself, inquired about my notebooks, and asked me for what 
purpose I took the pictures. Showing my passport and other 
documents did not quite satisfy him. Perhaps he believed 
that I was a Polish spy and that he would get a nice reward 
for taking me down to the police station. At any rate he 
asked me to go along with him to headquarters, and "tell it 
to the Judge." 

Who knows what thoughts entered the officer's mind on 
the way to headquarters: "Perhaps I caught the 'real' fellow." 
At headquarters I had no difficulty in convincing them that 
I was preparing notes for a travel book, and I was freed. I 
was given to understand, however, that one needs a special 
permit to take pictures. The warning did not cure me of 
taking pictures without a permit, for I was later arrested 
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for the same offense in the City of Vilno, where the Poles 
thought that I was a Lithuanian spy. I am thankful to the 
arresting officer Ernst Rehse, who was also Chief of Police, for 
I gained some additional material for this book. 

I had a couple of hours left before the train started for 
Kaunas, Lithuania; so I decided to attend a movie. Late 
comers who came after the picture started were not permitted 
to enter the theatre and disturb the others. They all waited 
in line in the lobby for the next performance and only when 
the first show was over and the house cleared were they ad-
mitted. No person was allowed to see the picture twice, as 
in the United States. At least fifty slides were shown before 
the show started advertising "needles," "toothpicks," and 
what not. 

I have often heard people talk about the fellow who takes 
a taxi to ride across the street. Here I experienced what it was 
like, for I hired a cab to go to my "Hotel" when it was only 
around the corner from the theatre. 

When I was buying my railroad ticket for Kaunas, I dis-
covered that I had no German money, and with all the 
money exchanges and banks closed for Sunday, I thought I 
was in a bad fix. "It feels nice," they say, "to find a dollar 
bill in your last coat pocket," but I think it feels much nicer 
to find a five dollar bill, for after going over all my pockets 
I found a "lost" five dollar bill. 

The train arrived on time at 6:23 P.M. In my compart-
ment was a middle aged man, a timber merchant from 
Kaunas who was on his way home from Berlin. This mer-
chant, who suffered with stomach disorders, had been put 
on a fruit and vegetable diet by his German professor. He 
had paid five hundred litas ($50 at par) to his specialist to 
learn the truth of the American phrase: "An apple a day 
keeps the doctor away." 

The merchant carried a basket of imported fruit with him, 
full of American oranges, bananas, apples, grapes, and other 
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fruit. He told me that he tried to avoid paying the "heavy" 
duty on imported fruits. He asked me if I wouldn't help him 
out and claim it as my property to the customs officials. They 
were more liberal with American tourists, he said. There was 
nothing left for me to do but to agree and help out a fellow 
passenger in distress, by saving him the enormous amount 
of duty—say perhaps a quarter of a dollar. 

I assumed the new responsibility of watching my fellow 
passenger's basket of fruit, while he moved to another com-
partment so as not to arouse the customs officers' suspicions. 
Just then a "wise" thought entered my mind. Why not take 
an apple? It would help me, too, to "keep the doctor away." 
Before I knew it , I had my teeth dug into a big rosy apple. 
Finishing it I felt guilty of two offenses. One for "smug-
gling," second for betraying, like Adam and Eve, an "apple 
trust." 

At 9:15 P.M. I arrived at Virbalis (long will the Lithu-
anians remember this place, for it was here that on the 
momentous August 1, 1914, the first shots were exchanged 
between German and Russian forces, thus opening the great 
drama of the World War), the first stop in Lithuania, where 
the Lithuanian crew took charge of the International train. 
Among the customs officials there was a lady who was to 
search women smugglers in case any were encountered. Pass-
ports were the first things to be examined and were stamped. 

The Lithuanian customs officials were friendly to all of 
us while examining our documents and baggage. When the 
customs official's eyes were attracted to the top of the shelf 
where "my" basket of fruit was, I did not give him a chance 
to ask me any questions, but told him, which was the truth, 
that we in America eat a lot of fruit. And his friendly reply 
sounded to me as if he had no objections to that. Thus ended 
my customs border examination. 

Many of the passengers got off and patronized the buffet 
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in the railroad station with sandwiches and beer the leading 
selling items. We exchanged our German and some Ameri-
can money into Lithuanian. Soon we were back on the train, 
and with each turn of the wheels we were nearing the Lithu-
anian capital . . . Kaunas (Kovno). 
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CHAPTER IV 

A SHORT HISTORY OF LITHUANIA 

OLITICALLY Lithuania has been in existence only 
since 1918, but historically the Lithuanian people 
have peacefully occupied the eastern shores of the 

Baltic (the name "Baltic" is derived from a Lithuanian word 
meaning "white," because for several months in the year a 
part of this sea is indeed white when it becomes frozen and 
covered with a lot of snow), between the Dvina and the 
Vistula Rivers since prehistoric times. 

The Lithuanian race consisted of three branches: the 
Prussians, living between the Vistula and the Niemen or 
Nemunas rivers (present East Prussia); the Lithuanians on 
both sides of the Nemunas River (present Lithuania), and 
the Letts or Latvians along the river Dvina or Dauguva 
(present Latvia). The modern state is north of Poland, south 
of the new state of Latvia; Lithuania is still separated from 
Russia by a section of Poland. In latitude Lithuania is on 
about the same parallel as England and Labrador. 

"The territory of Ethnographical Lithuania with the Vil-
nius (Vilno), Grodno, Suvalki and Klaipeda (Memel) dis-
tricts, (according to the boundaries defined in the 1920 Mos-
cow Treaty with Russia and the 1924 Memel Convention) 
comprises about 30,000 square miles with a population of 
over four million. However, the Polish occupation of the 
Vilnius district has reduced the territory of Lithuania to 
21,482 square miles with approximately 2,500,000 inhabi-
tants. 

"Nevertheless, Lithuania in its present borders is larger 
than Albania, or Belgium, Denmark, Estonia, Holland, 
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Switzerland or some of the Central American Republics. In 
comparison with the United States, the territory of Lithuania 
is equal to the combined territories of Connecticut, Massa-
chusetts and Vermont; while the population of Lithuania 
equals the population of the four American states of Maine, 
New Hampshire, Vermont and Rhode Island. Statistics on 
population show that the yearly increase of births over deaths 
is about 25,000. At the present time there are more women 
than men in Lithuania. 

"From a racial point of view the inhabitants of Lithu-
ania are made up of the following: Lithuanians 80%, Jews 
7%, Germans 4%, Russians 3.4%, Poles 3%, Latvians and 
Tartars 2.6%. In religion the country is predominantly 
Catholic (Roman) 80% and about 10% Protestant. 

"The principal trades and occupations of the inhabitants 
are as follows: About 76% are engaged in agriculture and 
farming; about 13% in business and transportation; about 
11% in the government service and the professions."1 

The Lithuanian people are not Slavs as many think. They 
are a part of the family of ancient Baits, a distinct branch of 
the Aryan family. Because of their ancient isolation from 
other people by mountains, forests and wide plains, the 
Lithuanians have preserved in its purity their language 
which is of extreme antiquity and shows few signs of any 
mixture with other languages. Lithuanian is one of the old-
est languages in Europe today; it is related closely, say 
scholars, to the ancient Sanskrit (mother of Languages) and 
has many resemblances to Latin and Greek. Students of the 
language say that it is a highly developed tongue, one which 
blends itself admirably to the literary expression. It is espe-
cially suitable for poetic and musical expression for it has 
great beauty and richness of sound and vocabulary. 

"Here are a few of the words that have the identical sound 
and meaning in both the Lithuanian and Sanskrit languages: 

1 "From Introducing Lithuania by P. Zadeikis." 
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Lithuanian Sanskrit Latin English 
meaning 

Dievas Devas Deus God 
Sunus Sunu Son 
Diena, dina Dina Dies Day 
Unduo, vanduo Udon Aqua Water 
Ugnis Agnis Ignis Fire 
Dantis Danta Dens-tis Tooth 
Suva Sva Canis Dog 
Kas Kas Quis Who 

"Indeed the Lithuanian tongue has keenly interested 
European linguists in the past and now the Lithuanian lan-
guage is being taught even in a number of American col-
leges and Universities in courses of comparative philology." 2 

The history of Lithuania may be divided roughly into 
five parts. These are: The ancient Lithuanian independent 
state up to 1569; union with Poland up to 1795; the period 
of dependence to Russia until 1915; the period of German 
military occupation during the World War; and the period 
of the present day Republic since 1918. 

Only the ancient Lithuanians and the Letts or Latvians 
survived the vicissitudes of history. The Prussians, the oldest 
branch of the Lithuanian race, were completely exterminated 
by the Teutonic Knights who were conquered and converted 
into Christianity "the fierce heathen Prussians." Only the 
name "Prussia" is left as a reminder. The Knights of the 
Sword, another branch of the Teutonic Knights, over-
whelmed the Lettish or Latvian tribes at the beginning of 
the 13th century. 

The tragic fate of the Prussians to the south and west and 
of the Latvians to the north, was an ominous warning to the 
Lithuanians occupying the central position along the Ne-
munas (Niemen) River. Finding themselves threatened 

2 "From Introducing Lithuania by P. Zadeikis." 
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with destruction between the deadly arms of the Teutonic 
nutcracker, the Lithuanians abandoned the loose tribe sys-
tem in favor of the one of centralization. A few centuries of 
fierce struggles followed. Under the leadership of the tal-
ented ruler Mindaugas, who succeeded in uniting all the 
Lithuanian tribes, and Gediminas, who. founded the new 
capital Vilnius (Vilno) in 1323, at present the bone of con-
tention between Lithuania and Poland, and with the help 
of ancestral figures such as Algirdas, Keistutis and espe-
cially Vytautas the Great; the Lithuanians were not only 
able to hold their own, but succeeded in the battle of Tan-
nenberg and Gruenwald of 1410 in overthrowing their 
deadly enemy the Teutonic Knights. They expanded their 
State which then stretched from the Baltic to the Black Seas, 
thus forming the then mighty empire in eastern Europe. 

The second period in the history of Lithuania began with 
the initiation of closer relations between Lithuania and 
Poland. Jogaila, Grand Duke of Lithuania, married the 
Polish Queen Jadwiga. The personal union between the 
two States was established. In 1569 it was followed by 
the so-called Lublin Union establishing one Commonwealth 
consisting of the Kingdom of Poland and Grand Duchy of 
Lithuania. Lithuania, nevertheless, retained her own ad-
ministration, courts, treasury and army. This union with 
Poland lasted until 1795 and was a most unfortunate one 
from the Lithuanian point of view. It brought about the 
gradual Polonization of the Lithuanian aristocracy and no-
bility, involved Lithuania in the reckless and continuous 
wars of Poland with her neighbors and finally resulted in 
her downfall. 

In the 18th century Russia, under Peter the Great, be-
came a strong power; and as Russia under Catherine the 
Great, expanded in power and ambition, Lithuanian affairs 
became worse and worse. Finally in 1795 Russia, allied with 
Austria and Prussia, split up the Polish-Lithuanian Com-
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monwealth and both states lost their political identity. 
Lithuania went to Russia and was a subject for one hundred 
and twenty years, to 1915. This was the darkest period in 
the history of Lithuania. Even the name of Lithuania was 
no longer on the map of the world. There were two attempts 
at rebellion in 1831 and 1863, but the Russians with ruth-
less brutality suppressed them. In 1864 Russia went still 
further and prohibited Lithuanian printing. The soldiers 
of Russia were stationed at the doors of the churches to con-
fiscate the prayer books from the worshippers. This system 
of terrorism, however, was not able to suppress the Lithu-
anian language. Books, pamphlets, and papers, which had 
been printed in Prussian Lithuania and in the United States 
were smuggled across the border and were circulated in 
thousands. 

The revolutionary movement of 1905 in Russia, which 
came as the result of the defeat by Japan, gave an oppor-
tunity to the Lithuanians to demand a form of self-govern-
ment. There was even a congress of two thousand delegates 
at Vilnius (Vilno), who demanded that Lithuania be re-
stored to her national position within her natural frontiers 
and with her historic capital, Vilnius. This movement was 
smothered, however, during the Russian reaction against 
revolution. 

Russian domination was still in force during the first part 
of the Great War. The eastern front of the World War was 
in Lithuania, and the country, like Belgium, was devastated 
and ruined. In proportion to area and population no country 
during the war suffered more severely. Kaunas and Grodno, 
which were fortresses of the first rank, were direct targets 
for the blows of Germany, and naturally were centers for 
the concentration of the Russian defense. For military rea-
sons the Russians laid waste to the country before the ad-
vancing Germans and also evacuated all males of military 
age into the interior. For military reasons, also, the German 
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occupation, so to speak, completed the devastation. Germany 
had need for the wood in the great forests (it is said that all 
the German trenches on the Western Front in France were 
lined with timber from the Lithuanian forests), and for the 
products of the farms. Germany also, looking toward a pos-
sible extension of the German empire, attempted to lay down 
the foundations for continuation of her former policy: 
"Drang nach Osten" (Eastward urge). Accordingly, the at-
tempts to Germanize the country were started. As under 
Russian domination, the Germans forbade the use of the 
Lithuanian language wherever possible. 

The revolution against this order of things began actively 
in 1915 when a secret conclave of Lithuanian intellectuals 
met in Vilnius and designated a committee of five men to 
defend the interests of Lithuania against the German Occu-
pation Government. They submitted two papers to the Occu-
pation Government and also joined in the appeal of the 
League of Subject Nations of Europe to President Wilson. 
They demanded full and unlimited independence of Lithu-
ania. Because of the war conditions, however, their efforts 
had little success. When Poland was proclaimed an inde-
pendent state by Germany on November 5, 1916, the Lithu-
anians saw that their time was not far off. Poland during 
1917 with the aid of the Germans attempted to draw Lithu-
ania into the Polish political power. The Lithuanians, how-
ever, thought that they should have a representative body 
elected by the people to express the interests of the country. 
Consequently they demanded that they be allowed to call 
a conference. The Occupation Government after much de-
bate consented to allow the gathering. 

The famous Vilnius conference of 1917 was organized to 
develop and present the claims of the Lithuanian people. 
Spirit ran high and observers had noted the strength of the 
national feeling. All classes and parties laid aside their dif-
ferences for the moment. The conference elected a national 
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council of twenty members, and adopted a historic resolu-
tion. In this letter they declared that the free development 
of Lithuania was only possible in an independent Lithu-
anian state founded on the principles of democracy. They 
resolved also that the cultural rights of the national minori-
ties in Lithuania should be respected. 

The independence of Lithuania was proclaimed by the 
National Council on February 16, 1918, in the following 
words: 

"The Lithuanian Council, sole representative of the Lithu-
anian people, in conformity with the recognized right of 
national self-determination, and in accordance with the reso-
lution of the Lithuanian Conference held in Vilnius from 
September 18 to 23, 1917, hereby proclaims the restitution 
of the independent State of Lithuania, founded on demo-
cratic principles, with Vilnius as its capital, and declares the 
rupture of all ties which formerly bound this State to other 
nations." 

The independence of Lithuania is now recognized by all 
the nations of the world—including even Poland. Germany's 
recognition came on March 23, 1918, when the Kaiser signed 
the act. While the Allied Powers had recognized the sover-
eign state of Lithuania and imposed several conditions, the 
United States of America recognized (July 28, 1922) Lithu-
ania de jure without any conditions. 

But there was still a weary struggle ahead before the coun-
cil was able to adopt a provisional constitution on October 
18, 1918. The council elected Antanas Smetona as Provi-
sional President of Lithuania. 

During the first year of the new Lithuanian state they had 
to defend themselves against three foes: the Bolsheviks, the 
Poles, and large bands of Russian and German adventurers. 
They drove back the Bolsheviks. The intervention of the 
Allies prevented much bloodshed either with the Poles or 
with German-Russian adventurers. In the Polish-Lithuanian 
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difficulties the Allies established a demarcation-line which 
the Poles promptly violated. A second line further west into 
Lithuanian territory fared no better, and yet a third line 
lasted until July, 1920. 

Since the beginning of the Republic of Lithuania the for-
eign policy of this State has been most disturbed by Poland. 
Poland, since its independence, seems to have wished for, 
if not the subjugation, at least the re-establishment of former 
union with Lithuania. Her imperialistic designs have only 
been partially frustrated. The story of the Vilnius problem 
is the story of Polish aggression. In the first place Vilnius 
has been, throughout the history of Lithuania its capital. In 
addition, the country around Vilnius is predominantly Lithu-
anian in population and in tradition. 

Secondly, as the territory around Vilnius belonged to 
Russia, the Lithuanians made a treaty with Russia in 1920 
in which Russia recognized the full sovereignty and inde-
pendence of Lithuania. Within the boundaries established 
by this treaty, the old Russian province of Vilnius was in-
cluded. The Poles in the summer of 1920, were forced by 
Soviet armies to leave Vilnius. The Russians, however, left 
Vilnius to the possession of the Lithuanians. Poland on Sep-
tember 5th of that year accused Lithuania before the League 
of Nations of breaches of neutrality in the war between 
Russia and Poland, and of cooperation with the Bolsheviks 
against Poland. The charges were dismissed by the League 
of Nations and the Poles were urged to respect the neutrality 
of the territory under Lithuanian control. The Poles, how-
ever, violated the agreement and advanced into Lithuanian 
territory. 

A new conference between Polish and Lithuanian dele-
gates took place at Suvalki, and on October 7, 1920, an agree- • 
ment was signed whereby a new demarcation line which still 
left Vilnius in the hands of the Lithuanians was agreed upon, 
but just two days after signing the Suvalki agreement the 



A SHORT HISTORY OF LITHUANIA 83 

Poles under General Zeligowski suddenly attacked Vilnius 
and re-entered the city where they have ever since remained. 
This military coup was admitted by Marshal Pilsudski to be 
the result of a deliberate plan. The President of the Council 
of the League of Nations, which dealt with the question at 
the end of October, denounced the Polish action as a viola-
tion of the pledges which Poland had given to the League. 
All efforts of the League of Nations to solve the difficulties 
were met with failure. The last effort of the League was to 
recommend dividing between Lithuania and Poland the 
administration of the neutral zone established back in 1920. 
This proposal was strenuously resisted by Lithuania. Yet 
the conference of Ambassadors in 1923 assigned Vilnius and 
the Vilnius region to Poland. 

Thus did the highest international body in Europe agree 
to a grave violation of international law. Lithuania, naturally, 
has not recognized the decision of the Ambassadors' Confer-
ence, a decision which is based on the law of MIGHT makes 
RIGHT. Lithuania, to mention but one among many reasons, 
contends that according to the most elementary principles of 
international law, Russia was the only party to have au-
thority to dispose of the territory around Vilnius; and Russia 
in her treaty of 1920 with Lithuania had assigned that terri-
tory to them. 

Since 1919, there has been a so-called state of passive war 
between Lithuania and Poland. Lithuania does not regard 
their relations with Poland as actively hostile, but as im-
plying the non-existence of normal political relationships. 
Indeed, the Lithuanian Government has always expressed the 
desire to accomplish their ends only by peaceful means. Their 
claims are just, they say, and they believe that in the end 
the right must prevail. Poland, on the other hand, has not 
ever given up her hope of expansion at the expense of Lithu-
ania. They have pursued a policy of provocation and perse-
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cution in the Vilnius region, attempting to find a pretext 
for further incursions into Lithuanian territory. 

Because of Poland's aggressiveness the Lithuanian Repub-
lic appealed to the League of Nations in 1927. Marshal Pil-
sudski represented Poland and Professor A. Valdemaras, the 
Prime Minister, represented Lithuania. Time in the March 
2, 1931, issue reviews the meeting: 

"Most dramatic appearance of Marshal Pilsudski, complete 
with private car and sword, was in 1927, when he flabber-
gasted professionally peaceful Geneva. Arriving in full pano-
ply at the League of Nations Secretariat, Poland's Dictator 
made for the League Council room, soon confronted Pro-
fessor Augustine Valdemaras, Prime Minister of Lithuania, 
fixed him with a baleful glare. 

"The Professor had been arguing previously that it is 
scarcely right for Poland to hold Vilnius, since that city was 
ceded to Lithuania by treaty. Suddenly with a clank of his 
great sword, Marshal Pilsudski stamped to his feet, turned 
upon Dr. Valdemaras. 

" 'Is IT PEACE,' he rumbled, 'OR WAR?' 

" 'If he really means that he wants peace, I will say peace,' 
said the Lithuanian. 

"Vilnius is still Poland's." 
Lithuania's relations with other countries have been suc-

cessful and inspiring. Their treaty, for instance, with Italy 
drafted in accordance with the most-favored-nation principle 
is a diplomatic triumph. In addition to the Italian treaty 
there have been treaties signed with the United States, Russia, 
and the other great powers of the world. Lithuania's general 
foreign attitude is one of peace. 

Fundamentally Lithuania demands that Lithuania must 
be independent, with Vilnius as her capital, and that Lithu-
ania cannot enter into special or closer ties with any single 
neighboring great state. This latter resolution is equivalent 
to an assertion of future neutrality during any major Euro-
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pean disturbance. In other words, Lithuania does not favor 
above any other nation Russia, Germany, England, or any 
other country in the world. Lithuanian policy can only, they 
say, be Lithuanian. 

In order to preserve her future neutrality, Lithuania, since 
1918, has built an efficient system of national defense, 
founded on the policy of two years' compulsory military train-
ing for each male citizen. In addition to defense measures 
the various governments of Lithuania, since the beginning 
of the Republic, have drawn up and fostered a thorough plan 
of economic rehabilitation. As Lithuania is about eighty 
percent an agricultural country, the policy has been to make 
more efficient the production of agricultural products. 

Lithuania is unusually fertile: fifty percent of the country 
is capable of cultivation; twenty-five percent is meadow or 
grazing land; sixteen percent is forest. Thus, over ninety 
percent of all the land is productive in one way or another; 
and the economic welfare of Lithuania rests on a stable 
foundation. 

Strictly speaking, Lithuania is a self-contained economic 
entity; the people have always produced in pioneer fashion, 
as we would say, their own necessities. They build their own 
log farm houses and cover them with thatch (straw). They 
manufacture their own wagons, farm implements, and furni-
ture. They build their own brick ovens, and they make their 
own shoes. The women wind rope, spin and weave the flax 
from their fields for summer garments and weave wool from 
their sheep for warmer clothing. In spite of this economic 
self-sufficiency, however, Lithuania has made great strides 
in trade relations with foreign countries. They export their 
surplus timber, the famous Lithuanian flax, dairy products, 
cereals, livestock and pork. The government, wisely enough 
because of Lithuania's average of one hundred days a year 
of freezing, has encouraged the change from a strictly agri-
cultural country to one which deals mostly in stock and dairy 
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products. England takes the largest percentage of their ex-
ports. 

The Lithuanians cherish fond memories of their past his-
tory. This sentiment is reflected in their National Anthem, 
composed by Dr. Vincas Kudirka. The English translation 
by E. J. Harrison, author of Lithuania's Past and Present, is 
as follows: 

"Lithuania, land of heroes, Thou our Fatherland that art, 
From the glorious deeds of ages shall Thy sons take heart. 
May Thy children, day by day, labour in the narrow way, 
May they strive, while they can, for the greater good of man. 
May the sun of Lithuania pierce the darkness of the night, 
And the light of truth and honour guide our steps aright. 
May the love of our dear land nerve and strengthen heart 

and hand, 
We will strive, while we can, for the brotherhood of man." 



CHAPTER V 

KAUNAS (KOVNO) 

11:15 P.M. I arrived in Kaunas (it was called Kovno 
during Russian domination). On entering the rail-
road waiting room I passed the ticket collector, who 

gathered all the tickets from the passengers. A large eager 
crowd of people jammed the waiting room of the station 
awaiting friends and relatives from England, Germany, 
America—all parts of the world. 

The majority of the people on the train, so it seemed to 
me, got off there. Among the American tourists was a young 
woman from Philadelphia with her two children. She hired 
a uniformed porter to help with her baggage to the waiting 
taxi-cab. When she gave him a foreign coin, he felt it in his 
hands first; then took out his glasses and wiping them off on 
a red handkerchief, put them on the point of his nose and 
examined the coin gingerly on both sides, finally, to exclaim 
in mixed German, Lithuanian, and English language that 
he didn't want such money. He wanted American or Lithu-
anian coins. 

My new acquaintance, the timber merchant, got his basket 
of fruit, thanked me for the accommodation, and before 
parting, invited me for tea at his home next day. (Lithu-
anians, like the Russians, are great tea drinkers.) 

A German merchant, who had come to attend the exposi-
tion, and I hired a cab together and taxied down towards 
the hotel. Our cab was one of the ninety percent Ameiican 
made cabs used in Kaunas. While riding over the cobble-
stone streets, the driver informed us that in the near future 
they were going to have asphalt streets, "Just as they have 
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in America." The next day, in truth, I saw that they were 
asphalting part of Laisves Aleja (Liberty—the main street) 
by covering the cobblestones with asphalt. What a lovely 
row of trees in the center of the main street! 

The merchant asked to be taken to the Hotel Metropole, 
while I wished to stop at the Hotel Lithuania, to which I 
had been directed in New York by Mr. P. Dauzvardis, Lithu-
anian Vice-Consul. But before we reached our destination 
we learned that the two were one and the same hotel. The 
Metropole was renamed "Lithuania" when the new addition 
was built to the old Metropole. 

The hotel clerk's English seemed weak to me, and my 
Lithuanian seemed still weaker to him; so we compromised 
on German. He informed me that he could give me a suite 
of rooms—parlor, bedroom and bath, for the rate of sixty 
litas (a litas is worth ten American cents) a day. When I 
informed him that I wasn't Andrew W. Mellon, nor even 
his son-in-law, and that I,did not need such an expensive 
suite, he assigned me to a single room at nineteen litas a day, 
on condition that I would vacate it the next morning by nine 
o'clock, since it had been reserved long before the exposi-
tion. Of course, I had to agree. I thought that it would be 
easy to find a good room. But how mistaken I was! 

The merchant had no trouble in getting his room, for he 
had his reserved. Before the two of us were shown to our 
rooms, the Philadelphia young woman and her two children 
arrived. There were no more rooms left with the exception 
of that one suite, and of course there was nothing left for her 
to do but take it. She had tried to get rooms in another hotel, 
she said, but she was convinced that without reservation, 
especially before such a big holiday, it was impossible, and 
so she was glad to take the $6.00 suite over-night, for she was 
leaving for Radviliski early next morning. The uniformed 
hotel porter, who helped me upstairs (no elevator) to the 
third floor with my baggage, began to play up to me when 
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he asked in "English": "Noo gentleman, you come from 
Czikako?" 

It was a city much registered in his mind. In Lithuania 
they even had a new book out at that time called The Uncle 
from Chicago. Even the taxi-cab driver spoke "English" a la 
Chicago. 

Later, however, I was surprised to hear many of the edu-
cated Lithuanians speak fluent English. Many of the natives 
study English, and if they keep it up, English will soon be-
come the leading foreign language, at least among the in-
telligentsia. Lithuanians are good linguists, for they speak 
three, four, five and even more foreign languages. 

I was hungry, in fact, very hungry; so I was told by the 
clerk to go down to the buffet in the hotel before they closed, 
where I could get a cold lunch. On my way to the buffet in 
the lobby, the American young woman complained to me of 
her inability to obtain food for her children since all the 
stores and restaurants had closed at 12:00 o'clock sharp. 
She informed me of the maid's inability to buy food at the 
buffet, too. I thought of an unused box of wafers which I 
had bought at the Koenigsberg station, and I gave it to her 
to quiet down her hungry, crying children. 

With much difficulty I was able to find a seat in the over-
crowded caf£. It was filled with American tourists and Lithu-
anian army officers who were celebrating. When I offered 
an American cigarette to a Lithuanian across the table, he 
exclaimed: 

"Oh, you, too, are an Americanl Many of the Americans 
are here for the celebration. The newspapers reported that 
ten thousand Americans have come to Lithuania for this 
occasion." 

The busy waiters were running around not noticing a 
hungry fellow, and I didn't think it was wise for me to at-
tract their attention. At last before closing, however, I was 
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served with a small lunch. All places of amusement and busi-
ness houses closed at 12.00 midnight. 

By 12:30 I was in bed, but I couldn't sleep even though I 
was tired. Many strange thoughts entered my mind: 

"Is this the city about which I have dreamed for the last 
twenty years?" 

After two A.M. I was still awake when the day was dawn-
ing. I couldn't sleep no matter how I tried;- so I picked up 
the telephone book (Lithuania's telephone book is the size 
of Weirton, West Virginia's), and turning the pages I ran 
across my native town of Zeimelis. I found that it pros-
pered, for they had thirteen telephones in comparison with 
Count Lievan's single one, when I left in 1910. Among the 
thirteen telephone subscribers I noticed the name of the 
poorest boy in town, one Israelson, who had become the rich-
est man in Zeimelis, I was later informed. At last at about 
six I fell asleep. 

At eight I was out in the street trying to get a room, but 
rooms were as hard to get as a ticket for a Notre Dame ball 
game. There has been a real estate scarcity in Kaunas since 
that city became the temporary capital; and in addition the 
visitors to the exposition had taken up all the extra rooms 
there were. In the second and third class hotels I was told 
that all rooms were reserved, but if I would come back three 
days later, after the celebration, they would be glad to ac-
commodate me. It reminded me of Atlantic City talk, "Come 
back after Labor Day!" 

In a fruit store where I had my breakfast, the owner sug-
gested that I go to Hotel "B. K." The hotel bears the pro-
prietor's name. He has another one, and it's easy to spell, 
too. But I don't wish to hire an attorney to defend myself 
in a damage suit (it's bad business to flirt with libel laws); 
and so I'll call him Mr. B. K. and let it go at that. 

I had a hard time finding the place. And when I finally got 
upstairs, I couldn't see the office, and so I, like the dentist who 
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pulled all the teeth until he found the right one, knocked 
on all the doors until a male voice invited me to come in. 

The room was a combination office, dining room, kitchen, 
lobby, and salesman's sample room. A middle-aged man, half 
asleep and less than half dressed, came over to shake hands, 
extending me the hospitality of his house. Here is how he 
began to sell me a room: 

"You want a room, I am sure, my dear sir." 
"You guessed it," I replied. "That's exactly what I came 

here for." 
"But I am really surprised," said the hotel-keeper, "that 

a business man like you (whoever told him that I was a busi-
ness manl) should wait till the last minute to get rooms. I 
have been getting reservations many days, weeks, and even 
months ahead of time. I have them from all over—from Riga, 
Reval, and other big cities" (and he wanted me to believe 
all thatl). By now he was quite awake and began to finish 
dressing in my presence. His preliminary speech did not help 
him much in impressing me with his "hotel." I made up my 
mind the minute I entered that I wasn't sold on his place, 
but I could not deny him the privilege of talking in his own 
home! The more he talked the more I learned how to rent 
a room on the eve of a big celebration. 

"How much do you charge for rooms?" I was eager to 
know. 

"That all depends," he replied, "on how long you are 
going to stay and if you want your room with or without 
meals." Turning around he opened a door leading to one of 
his front rooms and pointing with much pride to the French 
telephones exclaimed: "We have a modern hotel here. Those 
telephones cost us plenty to install!" Still he did not reveal 
the price. He evidently wasn't quite ready to let the cat out 
of the bag. Turning towards me he began to pump more 
information. 
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"Where do you come from? What kind of business do you 
have? 

"You see, my dear sir, this is the last room I have. It has 
been reserved over the phone, but since I have no deposit on 
it I can let you have it." 

"But with all this information I am still in the dark as 
to the price of this room," I retorted. 

"Ordinarily, without an exposition," he said, "it rents for 
fifteen litas a day, but now with the exposition on, it rents 
for double." Seeing that he was not to get an argument from 
me, he continued: "Double and more than double. I tell 
you at a double price it's a give-away." 

"How much is double and more than double in litas?" I 
wanted to know. 

"It'll cost you, without bargaining (a general European 
custom), thirty-five litas a day." 

In leaving, I told him that I would "think it over." In 
America, this traditional phrase usually is accepted in busi-
ness as the equivalent of "Nothing doing!" I heard the 
woman, evidently his wife, say: "Such a good 'fish' to let slip 
through your fingers!" 

It is true that the Lithuanian government for this occa-
sion forbade the smaller hotels, rooming, or private houses, 
to charge more than ten litas for their rooms, but laws in 
Lithuania, as in America, are made to be broken by money 
mad persons. 

In the next "hotel" I saw that there was no use trying to 
get a room, for the lobby, dining room, and even the corri-
dors were crowded with peasants, who with bottles of liquor 
had begun celebrating the event many days ahead. But I 
inquired only to find the landlady "Sorry that she was unable 
to accommodate an American." 

Walking back disappointed, I ran into a fellow on Laisves 
Aleja who greeted me in English. He was a young man, it 
developed, who had lived in Philadelphia for four years, and 



O N E OF T H E S I KEEI CI.EA.VKHS AT K A U N A S 

Xote the homc-mnile broom "Sluuta' 
(see pugc 106) 

A H E R B PEDIK.EK IN T H E M A K K E T OF 

K A U N A S 

Natives do not patronize the apothecary 
very much (.see page 128) 



A M O D E R N F A R M - H O U S E 

An open uater-uell is at the dnor (.see page 1 7 7 ) 

T H E N A R R O W G A I GE F R E I G H T T R A I N 

Some call it the "Samovar" (.see pages 136, 1 6 0 ) 
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had come back to Kaunas because he didn't like the Ameri-
can hustle-bustle. I told him my troubles, and he assured me 
that he could help me if anyone could. He related to me how 
his neighbor had turned a warehouse into sleeping quarters 
for over the exposition. This young man did not want me to 
miss the chance of seeing and describing the celebration; so 
he introduced me to a prominent business man of Kaunas 
who discussed the room problem with me. By then it was 
early evening. 

For awhile this merchant was silent; then he said: "As 
much as I would like to accommodate you in my own home, 
it is impossible. We have the provincial storekeepers, who 
will arrive here for the exposition, and we must first accom-
modate them. But I will go down with you to the Hotel 
Lithuania and use my influence. Perhaps they will find a 
way to accommodate you." He put on his hat and coat, left 
his business associates, and said to me: "Let's go. I'll see the 
manager, who I am sure can help you." Such words put some 
pep into me, and we got into a taxi and were off to the 
Hotel Lithuania. 

Upon entering the lobby, he asked me to take a seat in 
the anteroom, while he went to find the manager. About 
fifteen minutes later he appeared smiling, sat down along-
side of me, and told me everything was fixed. Shortly after, 
I was introduced to Mr. Borstas, the manager, who instructed 
the chief clerk to put me in a rear room on the third floor 
(the first night I had occupied a front room) at the rate of 

seventeen litas, which price was quite reasonable. They did 
not, like the smaller hotels and rooming houses, jack up 
their prices for this occasion. 

In addition to this favor, this merchant invited me to the 
crowded dining room where he treated me with a bottle of 
beer. He declined my invitation to join me at dinner there 
as his was waiting for him at home. In parting, he, like the 
timber merchant, invited me to his home for tea for the 
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next day. With a high spirit I hired a taxi to bring back 
my baggage. 

Kaunas, which the Lithuanians believe to be purely a 
temporary capital (Vilnius, the permanent capital, is occu-
pied by Poland), is located at the junction of the two rivers: 
Nemunas (Nieman) and Neris (Vilija). It is claimed that 
the city had its beginning in 1317. Soon after, it became an 
important trade center. The city has been a war victim 
many times. It was burned to the ground many times during 
the wars with the Teutonic Knights. In 1655 it was occupied 
by the Swedes and Russians, in 1812 by Napoleon, and dur-
ing the World War by the Germans. 

In 1915 the Germans had little trouble in taking posses-
sion of the fortress, which had been built some years before 
by the Russians, for it crumbled like an eggshell when the 
German cannons attacked it. Germany occupied Kaunas for 
four years. The population of the city in 1812 was 4,000; in 
1914—85,000; and in 1930 much over 100,000. 

The real estate boom in Kaunas, in 1930, was at its height. 
I met several American-Lithuanian real estate operators who 
were building American buildings for sale or investment. 
Many of the old homes were being remodeled into newer 
types. Modern store fronts replaced the old ones. Water 
lines, sewerage, new schools, a new building to house the 
Bank of Lithuania, and other public buildings have been 
built in the last ten years, and the old board walks have been 
replaced by new concrete sidewalks. A beautiful square has 
replaced the former cattle market. 

The cultural center of the country is now located at Kau-
nas. It comprises a university, conservatory of music, art 
schools, a fine opera and three splendid museums, including 
the war museum with its picturization of the history of Lithu-
ania. Metal, textiles, tobacco, soap, matches, shoes and other 
goods are manufactured there. 

Beautiful views are obtained from the Mount Vytautas and 
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from Aleksotas Heights across the Nemunas River. Air-
planes continually fly over Kaunas as over other European 
capitals. My visit to the modern hangars and air field proved 
that the Lithuanians are not taking a back seat in that re-
spect. The Lithuanians have accomplished a lot in such a 
short period. 

The city of Vilnius, which they hope to get back eventu-
ally, is certainly entrenched in the Lithuanian hearts, for 
reminders are to be seen in all public places: 

"Lithuanians, your morning and evening prayer should be 
Vilnius." Too, the main street of the old part of the city, a 
river steamer, a tree in the City Park, are named after their 
ancient capital. In fact, all over Lithuania, they have such 
trees. 

Inside the railroad stations as in many other public places, 
large posters were displayed on the walls as a daily re-
minder of Lithuania's ancient capital, Vilnius. The caption 
in capital letters read: "OUR VILNIUS." The other wall of 
the waiting rooms was decorated with a large map of Lithu-
ania, showing the present size of the country and including 
the part occupied by Poland. In Kaunas they have a special 
Vilnius headquarters where the circulars come from, thus 
keeping the Vilnius sentiment alive. 

In restaurants, wholesale and retail liquor stores, and other 
public places, dry propaganda was to be seen displayed in 
conspicuous places. Large posters of wrecked trains and 
automobiles with underneath the question: "Why did 
America cut out liquor?" were plastered on the walls. All 
those posters were printed in the United States. The ironical 
part of it is that wholesale and retail liquor dealers who were 
displaying those posters likewise paid for them, if my memory 
serves me right, one hundred and fifty litas a year for twelve 
monthly changes. Hard liquor is manufactured by private 
enterprises, but its sale is controlled by the government. 

Some of the old timers who own barber shops, delicatessen 
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stores and other business places do not believe, as the Ameri-
cans do, in working in their own establishments. They have 
employees work for them. Some of them are to be seen in 
the city parks with their canes, trying to solve their finan-
cial problems among their friends by only discussing them. 
But when it comes to work, they believe in the American 
phrase: "Let George do it." It is considered degrading for 
them to work. This is a remnant of the old Russian social 
attitude which is rapidly disappearing now. In due time, I 
hope, the shop-keepers in this respect will be completely 
Americanized. 

The first time I patronized one of the barbers in Kaunas, 
I got a big kick out of the application of the after-shaving 
lotion with an atomizer, and the powder with a powder 
puff. The price of a hair cut was two and one-half litas, head 
shave—one litas (a lot of the natives in summer get their 
heads shaved for sanitary and economic reasons), face shave 
-one-half litas, hair tonic—one-half litas. Students pay half 
rates, and girl students get their hair cut for one litas. 

On the first day, I went to the American Consulate to 
register my passport with Mr. Vladimir Kublitzky, the con-
sul's secretary attending to that. My letter of introduction 
from Mr. C. Trespie, of the American travel bureau in 
Berlin, to Mr. Kublitzky helped me much. Mr. Fullerton, the 
consul, a former attorney of Springfield, Ohio, received me 
very nicely, giving me a lot of useful information. 

On the way out an old Jewess stopped me wanting to know 
if we had a synagogue in America. At that moment I hesi-
tated to tell her that in New York alone there are one hun-
dred and twenty-eight, and that the number throughout 
America perhaps runs into a thousand. When I asked her 
for what purpose she wanted the information, she told me 
that she was a widow with two sons in America, who had sent 
her the necessary documents and traveling expenses and had 
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asked her to come to New York and live with them the rest 
of her life. 

But since she was of a religious inclination, and had heard 
that ALL the people in America were atheists, and that there 
were NO synagogues, she faced a difficult problem. Her sons 
assured her that there were plenty of synagogues but she 
was uneasy about the matter. Perhaps the sons were fooling 
her. I relieved her when I assured her that her sons were 
right in that respect. 

The unlettered, untraveled natives ask many foolish ques-
tions. One of them wanted to know if there were Pomadoren 
(tomatoes) in America. Another one asked how many cows 

a rich man in New York keeps (the Lithuanian farmer's 
barometer of wealth: the richer the man the more cows he 
keeps). When I told him that rich or poor people in New 
York buy milk from a dairy, he stared at me unbelievingly. 

Talk about foolish questions! When I made a special trip 
to convey regards to a woman whose son was in the United 
States, she wanted to know if people in America ate scram-
bled eggs. Can you imagine that! 

I, wanting to give her some pleasure, said that such a deli-
cacy was unknown. 

"If I could only come to America I would show them HOW 
to prepare that dish!" she exclaimed. 

Don't they live in a world of their own? 
Another woman stopped me and wanted to know if I 

could locate her sister who had been in Cincinnati for thirty 
some years. "Is that America, too?" The unlettered, untrav-
elled person cannot get a conception of what an American 
big city is like. Some of those natives complained to me that 
the year before a New Yorker had promised to look up their 
friends in New York, but failed to do so. How can you con-
vey regards to a Miss Gnendel (maiden name) in New York, 
Newark, or New Orleans, I ask you! 

Indeed, their customs are often as curious as their ques-
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tions. When Mr. Radecki, the Jewish professional matri-
monial broker heard that I was unmarried, he approached 
me with a proposition. He insisted that Lithuanian Jewish 
girls were the best to wive. I declined with thanks. Many of 
the non-professional brokers, such as storekeepers, taxi 
drivers and idlers, approached the many American bachelors 
who were there at the time, and several marriages took place. 

A New York young man, who had fallen in love with a 
Kaunas young lady's picture when it was published in the 
New York Forward, even made a special trip to Kaunas and 
married her. After a brief honeymoon throughout Lithu-
ania, they left for New York to settle there. 

On the other hand several American ladies married Lithu-
anian young men and had much trouble in returning to the 
United States with their husbands. The rules were then that 
when an American woman married a foreigner, she must 
have $10,000 cash and be able to provide him with a job. 
Fortunately this law has been changed recently, and the ob-
stacles are removed. 

Observations: 
Modern American-made buses replaced the old horse cars 

on the streets, the abandoned ones serving as havens for 
tramps and children. A peasant family coming to market to 
sell or trade their country products. Boys and girls wearing 
their special high school fraternity caps—a distinction mark. 
Natives in greeting or passing take their hats off and shake 
hands not only to women, but also to men. All invoices bear 
a half a stamp. The other half remains on the merchant's 
stub as evidence of taxes paid. 

Wooden cigarette cases, wooden egg holders, a wooden 
windmill, and many other souvenirs made by prisoners were 
on display with price tickets in the show cases of the hard 
labor prison's waiting room. I bought some of the souvenirs, 
including a man's watch chain and a lady's watch bracelet 
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made out of horse hair. All those souvenirs were sold at rea-
sonable prices. 

On this same day I stopped at a tea house for breakfast. 
Waiters in Kaunas, as in Paris, in approaching a patron bring 
a newspaper. Of the three leading languages spoken in Kau-
nas—Lithuanian, Russian, German—he decided to bring me 
a German newspaper with German script which I couldn't 
read. Embarrassed as I was, I had to pretend that I was 
reading. Lithuanians, I believe, drink more tea than Ameri-
cans do ice water, for I could see them drinking tea even at 
this early hour. Indeed, at all hours one can see them discuss-
ing world affairs, closing business deals, or playing checkers, 
dominoes and other games over pots of the fragrant brew. 

Lithuanian people are geared too slowly for the American 
temperament. Somehow they take too much time in prepar-
ing a meal. At my second dinner in one of the restaurants 
in Kaunas I met Mr. Geller, a Detroit, Michigan, real estate 
man, with whom I had crossed the ocean. He was very rest-
less because of the slow service. After waiting almost half 
an hour, and not being able to as much as attract the waiter's 
attention, we left. When we were near the door the pro-
prietor remarked in a language I understood: "Americans 
are always in a hurry. I wonder why they are rushing." 

At last the waiter came with my order at the tea house 
bringing it on a large tray with a small tea pot of fresh tea 
and a larger tea pot filled with hot water. On top of that 
big tea pot the little one fitted like a cover, thus keeping the 
tea hot and brewing. I enjoyed the real black peasant bread 
with home made strawberry jam very much. 

It took me a long time to get used to the triangle paper 
napkins, however, which the celluloid collared, tuxedoed 
waiter brought out of his bosom pocket. The tea brought 
back to me boyhood memories of the days when we could 
buy a big pot of hot water for tea—enough for ten or twelve 
glasses—for one Russian Kopeika (one-half cent). How 
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times change! People no longer buy hot water for tea. They 
have their own "Primus"—an alcohol burner hot plate, 
which supplies the hot water in a jiffy. 

Kaunas is Lithuania's commercial center. It supplies all 
the provincial towns and villages with their merchandise. A 
visit through the only shoe factory in the city convinced 
me that it was modern in every respect. They have adopted 
American machinery and American manufacturing systems, 
where the daily output is three hundred pairs. Mr. S. Fal-
kovskas, the son of the proprietor, spared no time and effort 
to show me, with much pride, every part of his father's shoe 
factory. A trip through their modern home, which adjoined 
the factory, concluded the visit. It, too, was American in 
every detail. The second largest shoe manufacturing plant 
is located in Siauliai. 

One day, while walking in the park, I overheard a couple 
of peasants complaining of the high cost of living in the 
capital. 

"I paid one-half a litas for a cup of coffee and two buns," 
wailed one. 

"That's nothing," cried the other, "I paid the exorbitant 
price of one litas for a herring and a couple of potatoes." 

"An outrageous price," agreed the first peasant, "when we 
only get that much for a centneris (hundredweight) of pota-
toes at home." 

City and provincial idlers gather in the City Park for their 
daily discussions. They start the day early and finish it late 
at night. When I passed some young fellows, they stopped me 
wanting to know what the American government was going 
to do with the old large type currency. They also wanted to 
know the reason why Uncle Sam brought out the small bill. 
"Is there a scarcity of paper?" one of them wanted to know. 

"Do you know what started the American depression?" a 
park idler began to question me. I pleaded ignorance. With 
much excitement he exclaimed: 
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"It's because they reduced the size of the currency!" 
What a financial wizard! 
"No, that wasn't the cause," contradicted another man in 

the group. "I know the real cause, and that is people trust 
one another too much in America. 

"When you trust somebody," he further philosophized, 
clenching his fists, "what can you do to them? I know all 
about the American bluffers. I was there for six months, and 
I am a business man not a cobbler." (According to this man 
a cobbler is low, lower than sea level.) 

And strangely enough, this man, after all, was perhaps not 
very far from the truth, since the foremost authorities on 
finance and economics now recognize that the inflation of 
credit, which is the same as "too much trust," is the main 
cause of the present financial difficulties. 

One man wanted, to know why Chicago police couldn't 
prevent the bandits from carrying and killing with machine 
guns. 

"What kind of a President is Roosevelt if he can't send 
his army, navy, and marines down to Chicago and put a stop 
to this gang warfare?" 

This man was worried for fear Mr. Roosevelt wouldn't get 
busy in time to prevent the Chicago gangsters from tearing 
Chicago apart, and then moving on Washington. Would I 
inform him of the great danger! 

Do you hear me, Uncle Sam? 
"One President can't do that," interrupted an older man," 

"it would take all the American Presidents to clamp the lid 
tight on the criminals." 

"What do you mean by all?" the first speaker wanted to 
know. 

"Why, I have a son in America," replied the other, "who 
is also a President." 

(The Presidents of various societies and institutions in 
Lithuania are known as "Chairmen." The title of "Presi-
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dent" belongs only to the Chief Executive of the Republic. 
The natives were amused when the American-Lithuanian 
Reconstruction Company, organized in the United States, 
sent its young "President" to help the Lithuanians after the 
World War. Many of the natives, not knowing of this Ameri-
can custom, even considered him as an impostor.) 

After much questioning I did not succeed in learning 
whether his son was a President of a local barbers' union or 
of a bank. 

"Tell me, please, Mr. American, how many Presidents 
do they have in America?" the first man wanted to know. 

A middle aged man overheard the conversation. He wasn't 
going to let the other men get all the honor. He insisted on 
getting some recognition, too, and exclaimed: 

"I, too, have a 'big' son in America. He is a Delegate!" 
And when one of the other men asked what sort of a Dele-

gate his son was, or how high an office he held, the proud 
father informed him: 

"Why, a Delegate is almost as high as a President!" 
Can you beat that! 
Persons of all ages begged me to convey regards to their 

relatives and acquaintances in the United States. When I 
glanced over some of the addresses they had, I saw that if 
I tried to accommodate them all, I would have to travel from 
coast to coast and border to border. 

In Kaunas one can hear people speak at least six differ-
ent languages—Lithuanian, German, Russian, Jewish, He-
brew, Latvian. Some also speak Polish, but since the Poles 
occupied their capital, Vilnius, the Polish language is not 
popular. 

While making my notes in the City Park, I noticed from 
the corner of my eye that someone was looking over my 
shoulder trying to glance at my notes. When I turned around 
and asked him in his native tongue whether he could read 
English, he exclaimed: "No!" And when I asked him why he 
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tried to read, he said that he had nothing else to do. And 
what was he doing in the park? He was killing time just to 
get away from home and his wife. The reason he was so 
tired of home and his wife was because she insisted that he 
go to work, and that was much against his nature. Before he 
left he wanted to know if my impression of Kaunas was 
positive or negative. 

In a restaurant they had a typed menu in "English" for 
the Americans, I presume, which included: "Rost bif, Strom-
berry Kake." For awhile I thought I was back in America, 
and in a waterfront restaurant at that! 

Natives enjoy bargaining. They even bargain when they 
buy one egg from a peasant woman, and perhaps I enjoyed 
watching the spectacle even more than they enjoyed their 
bargaining. A woman in front of another restaurant had 
charge of the only public weighing scales on the main street. 
The customers were set back twenty Lithuanian cents (20) 
each time they weighed themselves. Business was not so brisk 
with her, but she had plenty of peasants and kids around 
her looking at her curiously. A Russian with his shirt stick-
ing out of his trousers believed that the Americans were 
wrong in wearing their shirts the other way. How can one 
arrive at the truth? 

Back in the park again, in all seriousness, a group of young 
men asked me to explain to them why America's "Welcome!" 
sign had been removed. They also wanted to know if I could 
go down to Washington and see President Roosevelt about 
soft-pedaling the immigration laws so that they could emi-
grate and marry rich American girls with Dollarn. Would 
I promise that to them? Will the President grant that favor? 
This urge to emigrate is widespread in Europe. 

"Will you kindly introduce me to the American Consul?" 
a man with a brief case under his arm asked me. 

"And for what purpose?" I wanted to know. 
"Oh, I may decide to go to America," he replied. 
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T o the natives, an American is a somebody, especially with 
the American Consulate. Some of them think that any 
American can do as he likes. He thought that all I had to 
do was to introduce him to the American Consul, Mr. Ful-
lerton, put in a few good words for him, and the necessary 
documents would be issued. It was hard for this man to 
conceive of the idea that many had registered with the 
American Consul, and that no American citizen, no, not 
even the Consul could help him in any way, by putting 
his application ahead of the others. According to the Lithu-
anian immigration quota, about 360 are permitted to enter 
America in a year. 

A brief case in Lithuania is the distinctive mark of the 
minor intelligensia, an inheritance from the Russians. Often 
a brief case will only contain such items as broken-pointed 
pencils, sheets of paper, or perhaps a magazine. But under 
no circumstances will the minor intelligentsia show them-
selves on the main street without their distinction mark. 
T o them the brief case is perhaps what the spats and walking 
cane are to the Englishman. 

Talk about the Lithuanians and their brief cases! Even 
to the Russian of today a brief case means as much as the 
monocle to a German official. Dr. William J. Robinson, 
famous physician of New York City, editor of Critic and 
Guide and author of thirty-five books, in describing his 1932 
trip in Soviet Russia As I Saw It, writes:1 

"He was thirty-two years of age, evidently belonged to a 
higher social stratum than his wife—he kept a brief case in 
his hand." 

When I first heard that the Russian ice cream peddler in 
Kaunas carried his "frozen delights" on his head, I couldn't 
believe it. But when I suddenly saw him on main street I 
followed him to take a picture. He stubbornly refused to 
agree to it without giving any reasons, but after buying some 

1 Reprinted by special permission. 
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of his ice cream, treating the street urchins who soon con-
gregated, and convincing him that such publicity would 
benefit his business, he agreed to pose. And can he balance 
the bucket on his head! 

On every house, a sign informs the passer of the tenants' 
names. At night a light illuminates the sign. In the older 
part of the city where they have no electricity, a kerosene 
lamp makes the sign readable. Seven stores on Laisves Aleja 
were numbered 38A, 38B, 38C, and so on. 

Barefooted women worked as common laborers on the 
buildings. One mixed concrete while others carried brick, 
mortar, and other building supplies. I watched a man laborer 
carry thirty-six big bricks on his back up to the top of a 
building. Male laborers were paid five litas a day—female-
three. 

In a delicatessen store, when I informed the proprietor 
that I wanted to buy two bananas, he became excited. I soon 
learned the cause of his excitement. He hadn't had a two 
banana customer for a long time. Most of his customers 
would buy one-half at a time. In one cabaret, I saw a man 
squeeze some lemon juice into a cup of hot black coffee. 
Maybe it's good! But who knows? 

In a haberdashery where I went to buy a few white dress 
shirts, I was shown colored and striped pull-over styles, and 
when I walked out without making a purchase, the store-
keep said: 

"Americans ALWAYS ask for something we don't have." 
His remark reminded me of a story which I heard in my 

boyhood days. A young fellow who spread butter on his 
bread dropped it on the floor. When he picked it up he 
wanted to know why the buttered side ALWAYS fell down-
wards. T o this a nearby friend humorously replied: 

"You butter it on the wrong side." 
Many curious things happen in Lithuania during busi-

ness transactions. In a grocery store I visited, I saw a clerk 



ioo AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

weighing tomatoes. When he ran out of small brass weights, 
he used a match, a cigarette, and some other small boxes 
for weights. A peasant who didn't have cigarette paper, used 
old newspaper to "roll his own." 

I exchanged my travelers' checks for litas at the M. Brauno 
Bank. I preferred to transact business there, for one of the 
banker's sons, who used to live in New York, spoke fair 
English. Most of the banks are located on second floors. 
They open them from nine until two and from four until 
seven. 

Throughout Lithuania, as in Latvia, France, and Poland, 
the opening telephone conversation is "Ahllo." At the Hotel 
Lithuania, where I stayed, they made no charges to guests 
for local telephone service. The equivalent of "Central 
Office" is used here also. The word is "Centrale." Local 
telephone calls cost twenty Lithuanian cents (20). 

Kaunas' street cleaning department consists of women, who 
first sprinkle the streets with garden sprinklers and hose, then 
sweep them with their "Sluota" (home made brooms). A 
muslin sign of a dry propagandist in the main street read: 

"Be sober and support the dry week." 
Why does a barefooted man carry his boots on his shoul-

ders? T o save shoe leather, of course! When I later asked 
an old peasant in Panevezys why he thus carried his boots, 
he said, pointing to his bare feet: 

"My original 'boots' have served me well for over sixty 
years and at no cost." 

A tailor on the main street, who turned men's faded suits 
inside out for thirty litas, told me that he liked the American 
thread best. He had had a tailor shop in Brooklyn, New 
York, years ago. He explained to me that many of the poor 
natives have their suits turned inside out. 

In the market place a couple of wagon loads of gypsies 
had settled themselves. They asked me how their brothers 
fared in America. They wanted to know if what they heard 
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about their brothers traveling in high priced automobiles 
was true. They also wanted to know if American people 
were so dumb as to pay ten litas for fortune telling. 

"Why doesn't your President open the American gates 
wide for us?" one of the gypsy women wanted to know. 

As if we didn't have enough idlers in America! 
Wherever I went in Kaunas, people would proudly ask 

me: "Did you see our two new steel bridges over the 
Nemunas and Vilija Rivers?" The new bridges were started 
in 1927, and finished two years later. Foot traffic over the 
bridges kept on the right walk, the other being reserved for 
the left; a policeman enforcing the rule, and imposing fines 
on violators. 

In a small grocery store on Vilnius Gatve, the woman 
proprietress was too busy with a customer to keep her little 
red-headed son from sticking his fingers in a loose barrel of 
syrup and licking them. His pleasure was complete when 
he stuck his little sticky hands in a box of white flour. 

A prisoner marched down the street accompanied by two 
armed soldiers. Prisoners were led down the middle of the 
street, never on sidewalks, the red-headed boy's mother in-
formed me. They march them through the street for two 
reasons: First, they have no patrol wagons; second, to set 
a moral example. 

In the post office I was informed that a trip east and 
west across Lithuania would take a whole day. There, candy, 
tooth paste, radio, bicycle, and American sewing machine 
ads were plastered on the walls inside and out. Individual 
lock mail boxes were constructed in the center of the lobby 
in a circle with a small door for the clerk to enter. "We 
did the biggest business in our history during the Exhibi-
tion Week," I was informed by Mr. Poza of the main post 
office. 

My camera in Lithuania was an ambassador of good will. 
Many times the natives and the urchins would ask to be 
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made good his promise by paying the principal with heavy 
interest. In addition to that he bought them all expensive 
clothes and presents, gave a banquet for the whole town, 
and drove his former employer and family around in his 
American car. 

"I wish some more of the 'thieves,'" concluded the in-
formant, "would come from America and Africa to pay back 
some of their debts." 

My stay in Kaunas revealed many amusing things—tales 
strange and diverse—facts, some curious and some new to 
even a native of Lithuania. 



PEASVNI WOMEN Y I S I U M , T H E CAPITAL 

Country women believe in saving shoe 
leather (see page 106 ) 

W A L K I N G HOME AFTER A VISIT T O 

T H E C I T Y 

The boots are worn only during church 
services (see page 157) 



T H E C E N T E N A R I A N OF K A U N A S 

I\'ot bad for a man of 110 years 
(see page 114) 

T H E W A T E R C A R R I E R OF O L D K A U N A S 

In the new part of the city there are 
water mains (see page 116). 



CHAPTER VI 

MORE OF KAUNAS 

ON June 18th, at 12:00 noon, Mr. Antanas Smetona, 
President of Lithuania, opened the triennial fair. 

An hour beforehand the members of the exposi-
tion committee gathered at the Fair Grounds, and the gen-
eral public was admitted after the traditional cutting of 
the ribbon at the entrance. 

Among the many important speakers was Premier Tubelis, 
who said in connection with the fair: 

"Every exposition—industrially, agriculturally and com-
mercially—shows a nation's ability; it's like a mirror that 
reflects. This exposition proves that both young and old 
are interested in the nation's progress. The exposition proves 
to us as well as the Americans and other foreign visitors 
that the Lithuanian agriculturists and industrialists don't 
stand still. Even under the present trying conditions we have 
made progress. The exposition will show what we have and 
what more there is left to be accomplished. This exposition, 
I am sure, will give a much bigger impulse to those who 
participated." 

The Premier concluded his speech with the hope that 
the Americans as well as other visitors would take back 
home a favorable impression. 

For weeks the concessioners had worked day and night 
preparing for the great event. Many of them had even 
worked throughout the previous few nights attending to last 
minute details. Leading merchants, not only of Lithuania 
and Latvia but also of Russia had their representatives and 
merchandise displayed. Agriculturists' machinery and farm-
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ers' supplies played a leading r61e. All this merchandise 
and machinery was hauled up to Mount Vytautas and the 
fair grounds by teams, or trucks. Peasants and their families 
from all parts of the Republic arrived on foot, on horse 
back, and in home-made horse-drawn carts. 

Young "racketeers" were busy during the exposition. They 
purchased tickets which were good during the entire week, 
sold them to people for one-half of the admission charge, 
and then got the tickets back through the fair grounds' fence 
opening. Some of the tickets were good to admit three at 
a time, too, and the "racketeer" with his one or two cus-
tomers often entered one gate and left again through another 
not to arouse suspicion. "Every dog has his day," they say. 

The visitor, upon entering the fair grounds, was very 
much impressed with the Vytautas the Great Pavilion. This 
structure was named after their great leader, who had ruled 
over Lithuania five centuries before. The main entrance was 
guarded by special police and the Lithuanian Boy Scouts. 
All Lithuanians with the name Vytautas registered in a large 
book. Many volumes of Lithuania's history, written in the 
Russian, Polish, Lithuanian, German, Jewish, and other 
languages, were to be seen there in the pavilion. The Boy 
Scout guards had orders not to permit visitors to handle 
those books, but they certainly made an exception in my 
case. 

American automobiles, as well as American farm ma-
chinery were on display. The leading Lithuanian leather 
manufacturers had exceptionally fine displays. Mr. Rabino-
vicius, representing the Frankel Leather Works of Siauliai, 
informed me that business was brisk with him during the 
exposition. Batas and Gelfa, the two leading Lithuanian 
shoe brands, had the best shoe displays. 

The Lithuanian candy and chocolate firms, the Birute— 
Tilka, Ruta, and many other brands occupied prominent 
space. I was informed that the owners of Ruta and Birute 
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had been formerly together trading under the name of Ruta." 
But when they split, the latter firm adopted a similar name 
—Birute. They all gave out free samples and loud-colored 
advertisements. The Wolf-Engelman brewery likewise gave 
out free beer samples. And did I come back for more! 

The Russian display of merchandise occupied a consid-
erable amount of space. Every piece of wooden-ware manu-
factured in the Lithuanian hard labor prison was on display 
with the prisoner's name, the length of time devoted to the 
task, and the price on each ticket. A lot of fancy articles 
manufactured in prison had been sold at the first opening 
day, but they were kept on display until the last day. The 
American tourists were heavy buyers of those souvenirs. 

In the exposition restaurant, Mr. Geller and I had lunch 
together. Two peasants came and, wanting to sit down at 
our table, asked for permission. We gladly gave them per-
mission and during my conversation with the peasants I 
learned that one of them knew my father and had had legal 
business to transact with him. This peasant was so happy 
that he invited me to come out on his farm and spend a 
fortnight with him. He offered me a free vacation, which 
would include driving me through the country and nearby 
farms where I could get plenty of information. He assured 
me that his fresh country food and the pure country air 
would do me a lot of good. I had to reject the kind offer, 
for my time was very limited. 

This farmer was so anxious to help me that he quoted 
prices on farm products and estimated his yearly income 
and expenses. Such is Lithuanian generosity. Before parting 
he said: "You are following in your father's footsteps. Your 
father was a writer and so are you." I told him that I was 
trying to be one. 

The general spirit of the exposition resembled an Ameri-
can county fair. We did miss some of the American ballyhoo, 
the barkers, and the baskets of groceries given away to the 
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lucky winner, the hot dog stand, merry-go-round, Ferris 
wheel, blanket raffle, brass jewelry, and pop-bottle diamond 
peddlers who whisper when parting with their bargains. But 
there were things there even more interesting. 

One of the pavilions had wooden-wares of all kinds from 
Zemaitija, (Lowland) which is famous for that sort of thing. 
A lot of the sabots and of the better grade wooden souvenirs 
I bought came from there. When I was shown their most 
prized possession, a duplicate of a prisoner's chain—all in 
one piece from one log, I immediately began negotiations 
to purchase it. 

But to my disappointment I was informed that it had been 
sold and that another one would be unobtainable. After 
much discussion with the higher officials I was promised 
one, and at the regular price. Upon delivery of that chain 
I was told that it represented 120 hours of one man's labor 
and skill. When I finally received a letter from America that 
all souvenirs including the chain had arrived safely, I cer-
tainly was relieved. Imagine losing all that labour! 

At the Feniks pavilion, a famous horse shoe and nail 
manufacturer from Riga, Latvia, had a fancy display. The 
Russian speaking representative complimented me with one 
of the nickel plated horse shoes and a few cards of nails. 
I am grateful to him for his generosity. 

Mr. Geller accused me of being a film fiend when he said: 
"You must take pictures even of those peasants and little 

girls. What for?" 
I believed in preparedness. I thought that it would be 

better to have too many pictures than not enough, but I 
couldn't expect a real estate man to have a writer's ideas 
about pictures. T o him it looked like time and money wasted, 
but not to me! 

Kaunas boasted of having the oldest man in Lithuania. 
He was one hundred and ten years old. S. Macas, my journal-
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ist friend with the trained seeing eye, suggested that I inter-
view the centenarian. 

One day, when the journalist and I went over to the 
Kaunas cemetery to see the monument maker to select a 
stone for my deceased father whose marker had been de-
stroyd in Zeimelis during the World War, we saw the cen-
tenarian at the cemetery gates. Mr. Macas introduced me 
to the old gentleman. I was received very indifferently. But 
when he heard that I was from America and that I wanted 
to interview him, his iciness melted and smilingly he con-
sented. He had many relatives, grandsons and great-great-
grandsons in the United States, and, as a fellow countryman 
of theirs, I was welcome. 

Mr. Macas informed me that many foreign journalists 
failed when they tried to photograph the centenarian with-
out his consent. One curious American tried to snap a pic-
ture and had his camera smashed for his pains. With the 
information advanced by Mr. Macas, it was easy for me to 
induce the centenarian to pose for the camera, however, 
for I suggested that I would try to locate some of his lost 
relatives for him when I returned home. 

He refused to be photographed that day, saying that he 
was not ready. But while we were driving him back to the 
city in our horse and buggy he promised faithfully to be 
ready the next day. 

He was punctual, in fact too punctual, for he was there 
ahead of time the next morning. When he saw us coming 
with the two cameras, he proudly said: 

"I am a man of honor. You can depend on me. All my 
life I have fulfilled my promises." 

Very soon a crowd of adults and urchins congregated, 
some of them making unkind remarks, others whispering 
in his ears that he should demand money. One of them spoke 
a language he thought that the American did not under-
stand: 
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"This American will sell your photograph. He will make 
money. Why not you?" T o this the centenarian retorted: 

"Why not? I don't begrudge him. If he honored me with 
this visit, he is entitled to that, and furthermore he will 
publish my picture in a book. What would that be worth 
to me?" 

Another one couldn't understand why an American jour-
nalist would be interested in the "Commandant" (he was 
thus nicknamed because of his ruling power over his subordi-
nates) . As he termed it, why waste time, money, and news 
print for that? But when the instigators realized that their 
efforts were in vain they soon left. They did not go far, 
however, retreating but a short distance to watch the show. 
I got busy with my pocket camera snapping different views. 
In the meantime Mr. Macas rushed down town to buy plates 
for the bigger camera—the post card size. 

While I was busy snapping his picture, the old fellow 
reminded me that his pipe was out of date, that he needed 
some money to distribute among his poor friends, and that 
he would be glad to buy wine for sacramental purposes if 
he were not a poor man. I dug down. No sooner did he 
receive the money than he called some of his poor friends 
over and distributed the biggest part amongst them. What 
a man! 

In his younger days he had been a water carrier for nearly 
all the towns-people, but before the war had sold out his 
concession to one of his lieutenants, so he told me. 

He evidently had a great sense of humor and used it, for 
when some of his new customers used to say: 

"Hey, 'Commandant,' bring me a bucket of water," he 
would humorously retort: 

"Water you want, hey? But you don't tell me what kind 
of water you want. I have all kinds. I have pump, Vilija, 
rain, snow, and Nemunas water. I also have hot and cold 
water. My business is similar to the dry goods business. 
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When you enter a dry goods store, you don't say: 'Give me 
a meter of dry goods,' because the merchant has gingham, 
percale, cotton, wool, muslin, silk and other kinds of dry 
goods. Now do you know what kind of water you want?" 

Before the holidays, the poor of Kaunas, so I was in-
formed by Mr. Macas, would gather into two rows while 
the rich and the middle classes would hand out donations. 
Among the beggars there would be the blind, the crippled, 
and the deaf, and dumb. When a foreigner, especially an 
American, would see such a picture his heart would melt 
like butter in the hot sun, and he would open his purse 
and hand out generously. 

Reb Boruch, the "Commandant," would see that all the 
mendicants behaved and never insulted with back talk a 
benefactor when he handed out a donation short of their 
expectations. If an argument started among the beggars, 
order was soon restored the moment the "Commandant" 
approached. If a verbal order did not help, his cane did 
the trick. Indeed he was known to the beggars as the "King." 

"I was an honest water carrier," he said during the con-
versation. "I used to bring REAL buckets of water thrice the 
size they use today. Today people are false," he philosophized. 
"They bring you a 'tea cup' of water, and they make you 
believe that they bring a bucket." Mr. Macas substantiated 
his statement by saying that the old man did use buckets 
of the "barrel" size. 

The centenarian was a strong, broad shouldered, broad 
boned man with a long beard. For many years he had never 
combed his hair. He wore shoes which must have been size 
twenty. His eyesight was very good, in fact, much better than 
some people's half his age. 

His much patched overcoat, which he had been wearing 
for years, summer and winter, fitted him tightly and served 
as a bolster for his gray beard, yellow from tobacco stain. 
With the money I gave him he promised me to buy a new 
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pipe, replacing the old and well worn one which he smoked 
day and night. In his bosom pocket he carried all his valu-
ables. He was very careful with his "bankroll" keeping it 
in a cloth sack tied on to the inside coat pocket. 

It seemed to me that a lot of people in Kaunas were 
idling, for an extra large crowd soon gathered. A woman 
who sold cucumbers (Lithuanians eat cucumbers as freely 
as the Americans do bananas) rushed , over to me wailing 
that I had "ruined" her business by staging the show. She 
soon quieted down, however, when I bought out her supply 
of one hundred and twenty cucumbers and let the crowd 
help themselves. I was only set back two litas for that 
privilege. 

Before parting he said he wished that he could get all his 
living sons, daughters, grand, and great-grandchildren to-
gether and celebrate a family reunion. He was hoping that 
through this medium some members of his family in America 
would respond. May his hope materialize! 

I attended a stage play in the Russian tongue at the 
Summer Theatre in the City Park. My main object was to 
prove to myself how much of the Russian language I knew. 
The Summer Theatre was built of lumber and was a barn-
like building, which resembled an American country skating 
rink or dance pavilion. The stage and the walls, inside and 
out, were plastered with all kinds of advertisements. The 
crowd consisted of Lithuanians, Russians, Jews, Germans, 
Poles, and Latvians. The actors were imported from Latvia 
—a neighboring Republic. 

Arriving at the theatre's main entrance just a few minutes 
after the show started, I was told by the usher that I must 
wait outside until the first act was over when late-comers 
were admitted. But when I noticed that men with stove pipe 
hats were coming in through the side entrance, I decided 
to try my luck there. Knocking on that door I found it was 
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partly opened. A man popped his head out, grunted, and 
slammed the door shut. 

I didn't think that democratic Lithuania would have two 
sets of laws, one for men with stove pipe hats and another 
for those with straw hats. With that in mind I was off to the 
stage door to exercise my rights. The doorkeeper either 
didn't understand or pretended not to, for he tried to keep 
me out. But when the door opened again I found myself 
inside before he had a chance to complain further and was 
on my way towards a seat before another usher stopped me. 

At that moment, however, a lady from the front row 
(the front row of seats was assigned to the President and 

his cabinet) asked the usher not to disturb me. And she 
invited me in English to sit down on one of the unoccupied 
front seats. The usher's anger disappeared right then and 
there. He lifted my ticket and after the act was over, he 
directed me to my right place. It was thus I learned that 
they have one set of laws for high and straw hats. 

After all I had gained something by coming a little late, 
too, for I had a chance of being the Minister of War, Finance, 
or one of the other Ministers—I couldn't make out the exact 
description on the seat. Not bad, eh? 

Programs, as in other European cities, were sold for one 
litas. Many of the Russians with their forest-like beards 
certainly did obstruct the stage view. They didn't bother 
me any, however, for I understood very little of the fast 
dialogue. The herd-like roar with which the audience 
greeted the actors testified that they enjoyed the play very 
much. At times when the actors spoke slowly I was able to 
understand them. 

Practically the whole Lithuanian government system is 
modelled after the American. They have a White House 
for the President. Khaki uniforms in the army replaced the 
old gray ones. The currency, too, is based on the American 
dollar, ten litas to a dollar, and one hundred cents to the 
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litas. Their cents are made of brass, and American dollars 
are accepted here freely. 

The Kaunas market place on Thursdays is full of color. 
The scene is gay with the clothes of the farmerettes who 
wear long home-made woolen skirts that reach to the ground 
and cover their bare feet. In the dry goods stores and booths 
encircling the market place, there is much glitter of green, 
red, blue, yellow, and purple headclothes. 

Too, many combination colored handkerchiefs, shirts and 
what not wave enticingly in the open air stands. The peasants 
deal with the storekeepers in the same manner as they did 
twenty years ago when I left. They enjoy bargaining, dicker-
ing, and arguing very much. But it is all done in a friendly 
way. A lot of the goods sold are British and American manu-
factured with the Russian coming next. 

Lithuanians are great herring consumers. On Thursdays, 
the second market day of the week, peasants, after selling 
their farm products, will go around from grocery to grocery 
with their big buckets hunting herring bargains. They buy 
not less than a bucket of sixty or more herrings at a time. 
Some of them with big families even buy them a barrel at 
a time. Before they buy, most of the peasants will bite the 
back of the herring to taste it. (The same test is made 
when buying potatoes.) If that test is satisfactory, the sale 
follows. Lithuanians in America eat as much herring as their 
brothers and sisters abroad. They are nicknamed "Herrings," 
just as the Italians are called "Macaronis." 

T o the best of my knowledge Kaunas is the only city with 
exclusive herring stores. In one of the stores I visited an 
elderly woman was busy assorting herrings, repacking them 
from big barrels into smaller ones. When someone informed 
her that an American tourist was there, she stopped for a 
moment, wiped her hands on her apron and invited me in. 

She wanted me to go over—nothing was said about riding 
over—to her son's in "Samo-Franciseck" (San Francisco) and 
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convey regards to him, asking him to send her "empty" 
(without money) letters. She asked me to assure her son 

that she did not need his financial assistance, for she was 
doing a "good" business. A barrel of herring, she informed 
me, would yield a profit of from three to five litas, exclud-
ing the container which was sold for about the same amount. 

Across the street a barefooted peasant in a dry goods and 
shoe store tried to buy a pair of boots. Not having any 
hosiery to try them on with, and standing—not sitting—on 
one foot, he wiped his other muddy foot with a newspaper, 
and with more newspaper for socks, tried on the boots. 
After the fitting, when he found the boots were big enough 
—they always like to buy them much bigger for fall when 
they wear home-made woolen hosiery—the bargaining fun 
began. 

The storekeeper asked a price. (The goods in small shops 
were never marked, and if they are they have blind figures 
rather than open ones.) The customer offered exactly half 
by slapping the storekeeper's palm. Then the storekeeper 
came down and the customer raised a little, until, after 
much loud argument, they finally reached a selling point. 
Sometimes an uncompromising customer refuses to go up 
and an unyielding storekeeper refuses to come down, and 
the sale is lost. 

That peasants enjoy bargaining is evident. In a nearby 
dry goods store I watched a farmerette try to buy a few 
meters of percale in this manner: 

She held a yard stick in her hand, pointed to the shelf 
full of bolts of gingham, percales, muslins, and other kinds 
of dry goods and asked the woman shopkeeper to quote 
her prices. 

"How much do you sell this one for?" she asked, pointing 
the yard stick to the top of the shelf. 

Instead of giving her a price, the saleslady assured her 
that they would get together. 



ioo AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

"But," insisted the other, "I want to know how much you 
sell this for." 

"Two litas," was the reply. 
"That's too much," declared the customer. 
"But why do you bargain with me when you haven't made 

your selection yet?" the proprietress inquired. 
"Why not?" humorously retorted the young customer. 

"I am learning the buying tricks." 
For awhile this young customer moved the yard stick in 

all directions of the shelf inquiring the prices. And I won-
dered at that moment whether she remembered all the prices 
quoted. Only after long deliberation did she consent to buy. 

Around the market place are exclusive stores where hay 
and straw, grease and oil, or soap and laundry supplies are 
handled. Most, if not all the market buildings, belong to 
the municipality. 

I had my lunch in a nearby restaurant where meat pies 
were served as a speciality. There must have been a big 
demand for that dish, for several women were busily en-
gaged in the kitchen turning out more. Through the open 
kitchen door I could see how they turned those delicacies 
out. The dough was rolled out very thin, ground meat was 
put on, another layer of dough put on top; then the whole 
was pinched around the edges something like American 
apple dumplings. Then a tray full was carried into a big 
brick oven to be baked or boiled, as the customers ordered. 

Oh, yes, I almost forgot to tell you about my luncheon. 
It consisted of sweet and sour herring, consomm£ with meat 
pies, broiled chicken, vegetables, dessert and a bottle of 
beer. The owner made his rounds like a watchman, punch-
ing his clock, smiling and wishing "a good appetite." Eating 
here was a pleasant affair. When I got my bill I was sur-
prised, for the whole meal, including the tip for the waitress, 
set me back about the price of a sandwich and a cup of tea 
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on Broadway, New York. And did I come back here for 
more meat piesl 

Back to the market I went, just in time to see an amusing 
thing. 

Two market women were arguing not only verbally but 
with their fists. One had tried to pull a customer away from 
the other one. After exchanging the usual crude words, I 
heard curses which I considered markedly unusual. At least, 
they were entirely new to me. 

"You should swallow an umbrella and it should open in 
your stomach," cursed one of the women. T o which the 
other screamed a reply: 

"You should lose all your teeth, but you should have one 
left for toothaches." 

Not all the stores were crowded and busy, but, as a rule, 
about a half week's business is done on market day, one 
of the storekeepers informed me. Those storekeepers who 
were not busy were calmly waiting, seated cross-legged in 
front of their shops. Somehow I did not notice the old 
custom of pulling a passerby in by the arm. They speak to 
a prospective customer now, but they never touch him. 

When I was passing some of the grocery stores, a woman 
stopped and asked me to do her a favor and look up her 
sister in Nei-Rock, New-Ark, or Nef-Yorek (a few of their 
many ways of pronouncing New York City). She informed 
me that her sister had been there for thirty years. She gave 
me her maiden name, but she was not sure—did not know 
her married name. Imagine trying to locate a woman by her 
maiden name in New Yorkl 

While I was talking to this woman, another, evidently 
a proprietress of a notion store, came over with two one-
dollar bills of the old style and wanted to know what she 
could do with them. When I told her that the old bills 
were as good as the new ones, she refused to believe me. 
I convinced her that Uncle Sam's old style bills were good, 



ioo AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

however, when I exchanged them and gave her Lithuanian 
litas right on the spot. For that she invited me to tea. 

No sooner did I get through exchanging the currency 
than a young peasant woman with several little girls entered 
the store to buy a pair of tennis shoes of American make. 
After trying on the shoes, the customer asked for a price. 

"How much will these 'little' shoes cost?" Buyers have 
their own psychology. When she emphasized little, she ex-
pected the proprietress to quote her a little price. When 
they finally agreed on the shoe price and some other goods, 
the customer tried to beat down the total amount. Some-
times they even succeed in this second bargaining. But if 
they don't, in most cases they are given something as an 
extra measure. It may be only a small bag of candy or a 
bottle of soda brought in from the next door, but the cus-
tomer must get something extra for good measure. 

Before I left that store the woman proprietress wanted 
to know if I intended to make a favorable report about 
Lithuania. W e l l . . . 

A dry goods salesman next door was selling calico while 
standing with his knee-high boots on top of his counter. 
A girl wanting to buy a comb asked for the price. When 
she was quoted twelve cents, she said: 

"You would take ten, wouldn't you?" 
"Yes, I would," replied the storekeeper. 
"But I didn't say that I would pay that much," she re-

torted. 
"How much will you pay?" 
"Eight." And the sale was made. I thus learned a new style 

in bargaining. 
When it started to rain, many of the open air standkeepers 

did not worry about themselves, for they covered up their 
goods only. 

"There is no use worrying," declared one of the women. 
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"When we get wet the sun comes out and dries us out 
again." 

Good natured people, those Lithuanians. They don't seem 
to worry. I have the kindliest feelings towards the stand-
keepers, teamsters, peasants and other toilers, who struggle 
on with their semi-primitive equipments in all kinds of 
weather and who are not afraid of any kind of toil in order 
to earn their daily bread. They most certainly carry their 
life's load cheerfully. And a load becomes lighter, I am sure, 
when bravely borne! 

In a nearby saloon four laborers were dividing their pay. 
They exchanged their bills into small coins and passed them 
around. When they had a few coins of different denomina-
tions left, evidently being poor mathematicians they decided 
to buy a bottle of liquor and drink it out. T o them that 
was the easiest way to overcome a mathematical problem. 

T o some of you, dear readers, this incident may seem 
strange. Well, to substantiate the above story I am again quot-
ing Dr. William J. Robinson, who describes his personal 
experience, which is similar to my observation, in his book 
Soviet Russia As I Saw It:1 

"I went into the branch post office in Moscow near the 
hotel and asked for twenty five-kopeck stamps, offering the girl 
clerk behind the window one rouble. She gave me the 
stamps. I put them in my pocket and walked out. Returning 
to the hotel and looking at them, I noticed that there were 
only fourteen instead of twenty. It did not come to my mind 
to look at or count the stamps in the post office. 

"I have bought stamps in New York hundreds of times— 
from ten to a thousand and twenty thousand at a time—and 
there never was an error. So, I went back to the post office 
and showed the girl that she gave me the wrong quantity. 
She took the stamps which consisted of two attached rows 

1 Reprinted by special permission. 
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of seven each, of equal length, of course. She counted one 
row: 

" 'One, two, three, four, five, six, seven.' And I thought, 
of course, that she would at once see that two rows of seven 
each made fourteen. Nol She continued to count the second 
row: 

" 'Eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen.' Only 
then, was she convinced that there wei;e fourteen stamps in 
the strip. And she gave me the additional six stamps. 

"I related this incident to a Moscovite. 'Poor girl,' he said, 
'maybe she didn't know how much twice seven was, so she 
wanted to make sure.' One could see that she was a common 
peasant girl, and perhaps twice seven was above her mental 
capacities." 

When I bought two bananas, peeled, and started eating 
them, one of the peasants asked me: 

"How does it taste?" And before I had a chance to answer 
he further inquired: "Is it sweet, sour, or bitter?" 

When I broke one in half and offered him a piece so 
he could taste it, he refused to take a chance. Another peas-
ant remarked: 

"It's an American fruit for American people. Americans 
eat anything. I remember seeing an American eat an orange, 
peels and all." They all agreed that Americans were queer 
people. 

At another fruit stand an old man kept on "sampling" 
cherries for some time. The proprietress said: 

"Maybe it's time that you bought some." 
"No," replied the old man, "they're sour." 
"And why," retorted the proprietress, "does Brodski 

(famous sugar manufacturer) make sugar?" 
"I'm going to buy cherries," declared the old man, "that 

are already sweet," then dug his hand down into the box and 
leaving an empty space, walked away. After he left the stand 
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one of the other market women cursed him with a typical 
market curse: 

"He should lay down the spoon," which is equal to the 
American "Go jump off a bridge." 

A soap auctioneer auctioned off fancy cakes of unwrapped 
soap, standing on top of a barrel in the middle of the market 
place. He was dressed in a pair of trousers of a screaming 
checkered pattern more befitting a Barnum and Bailey clown, 
a pleated shirt with a broad bosom, a Prince Albert coat 
with shiny silk lapels, which I am sure, had seen better days 
in the homes of Lithuania's "400"; a tall stove pipe hat, 
and a crazy quilt of a vest completed his outfit. 

"Here you are, ladies and gentlemen!" he exclaimed, 
stretching his left arm and laying bars of perfumed fancy 
colored soap from the top of his shoulder down to the tips 
of his fingers. "Our soap is of the finest kind, soap that is 
used by the finest and best people in the world. Why can't 
you use it when it is inexpensive?" An eager crowd looked 
on enjoying his humor. It resembled an American village 
medicine show of years gone by. 

"Ah!" he exclaimed. "You are afraid to buy our soap 
because you think it is expensive. That is just where you 
are wrong." And pointing to his soap display on his arm he 
began to count them over to convince his audience that 
he had twelve bars. "Just one litas for all of them," he 
informed. A young country woman came closer, asked for 
one bar, smelled it, agreed with him that it had a pleasant 
odor, but said she would buy it only if she got an extra 
measure. They all burst out laughing, and because she was 
the first "brave" customer, as he put it, he rewarded her 
for her courage with an extra bar. Many other buyers parted 
with their litas. Then he started the show all over again. 

One of the audience, evidently a kibitzer or an accom-
plice, wanted to know if the soap would help a headache. 
The auctioneer assured him that the green soap would 
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relieve his headache, and he further explained that each color 
had a specific use. Another auctioneer relieved him when 
he ran out of breath. His assistant had on a different uni-
form but used the same hat. For a time I watched him, but 
he did not succeed in extracting as many litas from the crowd 
as the former had. 

At another part of the market place, the farmers gathered 
with wagon loads of wood, and wood-cutters with their saws 
and axes tied with ropes on their backs hung around hoping 
a sale would be made. No sooner is a sale made than they 
are hired. 

Near them stood an old peasant selling home-made medi-
cine which included green grass, roots, snake oil, and leeches. 
He explained to me that rheumatism, colds, and other ill-
nesses could be cured with his herbs. Did I know someone 
who needed the remedies? 

A chimney cleaner with a well smoked and blackened 
face topped by a low-crowned, cracked derby marched around 
the market place ready for business. A junk dealer tried to 
sell me an old samovar by saying that most Americans bought 
them as souvenirs. I did not care much for it, but I bought 
a belt buckle with an old Russian double eagle on it and 
some other bric-a-brac as souvenirs. 

Again a group of young men idlers stopped me wanting 
to know how much an American journalist gets. "I hear," 
said one, "that they get as much as 1200 litas a month." 
He wanted to know if I would be kind enough to reveal 
the secret. What was I to tell them? 

At 4:00 P.M. the market day ends officially. Then the 
street women gather with their cleaning tools, and start 
cleaning the cobble-stoned market square. The uniformed 
tax collector gathers a tax from each peasant who had a team 
during the market day. A receipt is pasted on a conspicuous 
place on the wagon or harness so the controller can 
check it. Shutters slam, the clatter of voices ceases, and the 
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crowd drifts away to be lost in the city until market day 
again. 

Hiring a Droshka (horse and buggy) was an event. When-
ever a driver set his eyes on an American, he followed and 
coaxed him to hire his outfit. Americans enjoyed riding 
in the Droshka for the novelty of it. The driver, after snar-
ing a customer, would purposely cover up his printed tariff 
rates with his long coat-tails or horse blanket, thus enabling 
him to overcharge the customer if they had not agreed on 
the fare before hiring. 

I learned the following procedure in hiring one. It was 
very effective and helpful to my purse. Whenever a driver 
stopped me, I, like the natives, began bargaining. Whenever 
he quoted me the fare, all I had to do was exclaim: 
"Nitchevo" (the Russian word for nothing doing. The ma-
jority of them still speak Russian) and keep on walking. 
Invariably he'd follow me and drop the price. Then I'd 
make him an offer to be met by a counter offer. Again I'd 
say "Nitchevo." Again he'd drop the price. Finally we would 
reach a happy medium. "Chorosho" (O.K.!) and the deal 
was closed. 

In hiring a Droshka and forgetting to bargain with the 
driver one day, I had an unpleasant experience which re-
sulted in the driver's arrest. Arriving at my destination I 
asked him what the fare was. He calmly announced that the 

j pleasure of riding in his Droshka over the cobble-stoned 
streets of Kaunas would set me back six American dollars. 
He didn't say sixty litas. When I asked him why he quoted 
the price in dollars and not in litas, he replied: 

"What's the difference? A dollar is a litas and a litas is a 
dollar, as you in America make a dollar perhaps much easier 
than we do a litas here!" 

"That," I said, "is a poor business argument. It might ap-
peal to someone's sense of sympathy but not to his business 
sense. Why should you demand sixty litas for the short ride 

1 
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when in America such a ride in a motor car would not cost 
more than six litas?" 

He insisted on getting six dollars, refusing to let me lift 
my packages. For a moment I wondered if I couldn't buy his 
whole outfit for that amount. Then he decided to use force, 
and I made up my mind to employ tact in its stead. I paid 
"Jesse James" his six dollars in American money, got a 
receipt for it, lifted my packages, and decided to see the 
police about it. 

Next day I met Professor Simon Hirsdansky and his charm-
ing daughter of New York City. He had come to Kaunas 
for a visit after forty years of absence. He related to me his 
unpleasant experience with this same driver who had "held 
him up" with a similar overcharge. That incident, of course, 
encouraged me more to report the driver to the police. 

As soon as my merchant friend, who helped me get the 
room, heard about the "hold-up," he came over to me and 
insisted that I go with him to the police station immediately, 
for he did not want the American people to leave the country 
with unfavorable impressions. He heard about my "hold-up" 
in the street. My "Jesse James" the "peacock," had bragged 
about it to his fellow drivers saying: "I got an American 
goose, golden eggs, and all." He insisted that I should not 
lose a moment in arresting such a driver and thus set a moral 
example for the rest of them. 

On our way towards police station number two where I 
preferred the charge, another driver stopped us, coaxing us 
to hire him saying, "You Americans do not use good judg-
ment. You refuse to hire me, an honest driver, but you 
hire S , a thief from Vilno." When I asked him what he 
knew, he said that he had first hand information from the 
"thief of Vilno" himself. 

In the police station, the officer listened to my complaint, 
asked me many questions, examined my passport, and put 
it all down on the Protocol (information). But before I 
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signed it I asked the officer not to be too severe with the 
driver, not to fine him but just collect the over-charge of 
fifty-four litas, which I offered to turn over to the Lithuanian 
Red Cross. 

Next morning my acquaintance, Mr. Macas, came to see 
me at the hotel to tell me that the driver's father was waiting 
outside wanting to see me about releasing the charge against 
his son. His license had been revoked (in the European 
countries a defendant is guilty until he proves his innocence), 
and he could not operate his vehicle until after the trial 
which was set for three days from then. 

After listening to the father's side of the story, I felt that 
his son had had enough punishment by losing practically a 
day's business. Because of his willingness to refund the over-
charge and his promise to reform, I decided to release him 
by giving him a written note in English. An hour later he 
came back with the note saying that my presence was r i 
quested to free him. I went. The case was disposed of when 
I signed the Protocol releasing the defendant. 

On the way out from the police station, a crowd of taxi 
and Droshka drivers were gathered at the triangle where 
they water their horses. One of the hackmen exclaimed 
aloud, for my benefit, I presume: 

"S won't hold up any more Americans. This American 
was a hard nut to crack, and he has certainly taught him a 
good lesson." 

I was glad that my efforts weren't in vain, and that I had 
removed the "rotten apple" in the barrel before it infected 
the others. 

The first night when I was registering at the Hotel Lithu-
ania, I had been informed of the martial law which existed 
at that time. One night, about fifteen minutes before one, 
a wise thought entered my mind: "Why not go out and be 
arrested and find out what it's like." When I started out 
from the hotel, the clerk again reminded me of the martial 
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law. I replied that I'd be back soon. I walked down Laisves 
Aleja, expecting the worst. 

When I reached the Bank of Lithuania, the city clock 
did its duty by striking one. All the police whistles followed 
the clock. That was the signal for everybody not already 
inside to go in. I kept on walking nonchalantly, however, 
noticing out of the corner of my eyes a policeman of Samson 
size approaching me. He saluted me in a military manner 
and asked me in his native tongue if I had a special permit. 
I expected that my journalist's permit, which the kind Dr. 
Edward Turauskas had provided me with, would have some 
weight at that moment. But I was wrong. He explained to 
me that a special permit was required from the chief of 
police to be out on the street between the hours of one 
and four. 

He read the document and turning to me invited me to 
go along to a nearby telephone where he called up police 
station number two to report that he had caught a foreigner 
violating the law. No sooner did he hang up the receiver 
than another giant policeman sprang up as from the ground, 
tapped me politely on the shoulder, and invited me to walk 
along with him to the police station and "tell it to the 
judge." No patrol wagons in Lithuania. 

While walking towards the police station I realized that 
perhaps it would not be well to play with fire by telling that 
I had purposely gone out to get material at their expense. 
What should I do? How could I defend myself? Quick as a 
flash another wise thought entered my mind. "Why not turn 
my watch the other way and use that as an excuse?" Under 
cover of my coat, I switched the hands. The officer spoke 
to me in a mixture of broken English and Lithuanian. He 
was very polite with me not suspecting that I understood 
some of his native tongue. 

Inside the police station "business" was brisk. They had. a 
half dozen or more drunkards and a few other offenders 
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guilty of the same offense I had committed. One of the 
"pickled" had "red ink" all over his face and on his arms. 
Pointing his finger to a man nearby, he explained that the 
defendant had settled an old grudge between them by 
amiably striking a liquor bottle over his head. A young man 
who was arrested for being short a few yards from his home 
told me that he heard the officer say that I, as an American, 
would be honored by having my hearing first even though I 
was the last one arrested. 

At about 1:30 A.M. my hearing started. The desk sergeant 
asked me what business I had to walk the street after one 
o'clock. He wanted to know whether or not I had been 
informed of the law by the hotel clerk. I could not plead 
ignorance. I pulled out my pocket watch and showed it to 
"his honor." I was about a half hour to the good when I 
was arrested. He wanted to know if I hadn't heard the city 
clock strike and the sound of police whistles. By this time 
one of the officers who knew me came in. He remembered 
me from the time I had the taxi driver arrested. He whis-
pered a few words in "his honor's" ears, perhaps reminding 
him of my gift to the Red Cross. At this, he smilingly turned 
to his subordinate and instructed him to discharge me. 

This official again examined my passport, my journalist's 
permit, and other documents and carefully made records of 
them on his police docket. Then he asked me how long it 
would take me to walk to my hotel. I estimated about fifteen 
minutes, but he tripled that time and gave me forty-five, 
handing me a special permit which was good until 2:30 
that night. I thanked him for his consideration in discharging 
me and left. 

On the way towards the hotel I was stopped and saluted 
several times by different officers who walked out from be-
hind dark trees or from behind telephone poles to examine 
my special permit. I made the trip, as I estimated, in fifteen 
minutes. Reaching the hotel in the dark, I found it not 
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only closed but locked. I rang the bell so long that my finger 
was tired from pressing the button, but I relieved it with 
my thumb without breaking the circuit. Nobody homel 
That the bell rang there was no question because I could 
hear it. I began to grow uneasy, for my forty-five minutes 
would soon be up and I was afraid that I might be invited 
by another officer to police station number one. I decided 
to knock on the door. However, I succeeded in interrupting 
the clerk's sweet slumber and got him to open the door. 

He appeared sleepy, yawning, and partly dressed. He was 
angry, and I didn't blame him for that. Hadn't he warned 
me not to stay out late? He never expected me to come back. 
He had imagined that the police would perhaps keep me 
in the police station until four o'clock and then let me go. 
But when I flipped him a silver coin, his anger disappeared, 
and he turned on the light and with a smile bade me good-
night. 

Upon entering my room the city clock struck 2:30. Many 
strange thoughts entered my mind at that moment. Before 
I fell asleep, I realized that my American passport had over-
balanced the scales of justice. I wondered, too, whether a 
West Virginia Justice would have discharged a Lithuanian 
offender as easy as all that? Who knows? 

The natives are delightful people socially. They are tact-
ful, considerate and friendly. I was convinced of this during 
the Fourth of July celebration when all American tourists 
celebrated the holiday at their expense on the Nemunas 
River. 

The S. S. Vilnius that was to take us out to Kacergine 
failed to arrive at the scheduled time. Some of us were wor-
ried about the steamer, thinking perhaps the Poles had 
gobbled it up as they had the City of Vilnius, after which 
the steamer was named. After an hour or so elapsed and the 
S. S. Vilnius still had not arrived, we boarded another steamer 
which took us down the river. 
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Our river excursion started with the usual steamer's 

whistling, the usual puffing, and the customary shouting. A 
military band escorted us on the boat. Airplanes encircled 
the steamer paying their respects, and American flags deco-
rated the boat as befitting the occasion. 

No sooner did the boat pull out than the younger crowd 
on board started dancing. The others enjoyed themselves 
with ice cold beer, sandwiches, and other refreshments. Some 
of the American and Lithuanian prohibitionists, however, 
remained loyal to their cause and quenched their thirst with 
soft drinks. 

The hilly country on either side of the stream looked to 
me like the Hudson hills in New York State, forested and 
steep of cliff. Among the high officials present on the boat 
I got acquainted with K. A. Gineitis, Director of Foreign 
Affairs, and Dr. Mikas Bagdonas, Secretary of the Lithuanian 
Legation in Washington, D. C., Dr. Turauskas of the "Elta" 
(Lithuanian Telegraph Agency) and many other prominent 
Lithuanians. 

We sailed slowly along the river, zig-zagging to avoid the 
sand bars. We passed beautiful country, fertile lands and vil-
lages. Along the banks barefooted women washed their family 
clothes and scoured their copper kitchen utensils. Many of 
them carried river water to their homes in buckets attached 
to their shoulder yokes. 

The river trip was impressive, and I am sure all of us en-
joyed it. Most of us danced to the music furnished by the 
military band. The weather threatened to spoil our pleasure 
towards the end of the ride, but it cleared after a light rain. 

After landing at Kacergine, the passengers roamed about 
happily on the shore. We were all grouped together, and the 
professional photographer took our pictures with the forest 
in the background. Nearly all of us bought the pictures as 
a remembrance of our Fourth of July celebration in a foreign 
land. 
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I, too, made use of my camera. When I ran out of films, I 
was told by a thoughtful waiter in the Hotel Lithuania that 
he had brought a supply of films with him to accommodate 
the visitors and would sell them at no profit. I, as well as 
the others, certainly appreciated his thoughtfulness and ac-
commodation. 

For about an hour we rambled around in the village, some 
of us patronizing the only village general store on the way 
back. By that time the S. S. Vilnius had caught up with us. 
J. Vileisis, city mayor of Kaunas, spoke to us in the native 
tongue on the return trip, relating to us the struggles of the 
citizens during the World War. He thanked the Americans 
for visiting Kaunas and for the help they had given in many 
ways. In passing along the river, he also pointed out the 
house where Napoleon stayed. The "Samovar" (a nickname 
for the narrow gauge train) passed us along the river bank. 
That was the first chance I had to see it. 

When we neared the city, at the Vytautas steel bridge at 
Aleksotas, the smokestack of the steamer had to be lowered. 
The captain accommodated us especially by bringing the 
boat, for this occasion, into the heart of the city. There we 
disembarked. Again airplanes were there to encircle the boat 
and to welcome us. 

We were led to the war museum, which is located on 
Duonelaicio Street. There General Nagevicius spoke to us 
telling of Lithuania's experiences during the World War and 
of the bitter fight for their independence. A very impressive 
ceremony by the disabled war veterans followed. 

The war museum, which is located in a nicely laid out 
garden with plenty of flowers, is looked after by these soldiers. 
This garden is respected by all visitors. They do not allow 
themselves to drop even as little as a cigarette butt or a 
match on its wide green lawn. In case someone does, a dis-
abled soldier, who is on duty from dawn to dusk, will cor-
rect the offender. Dr. Jonas Basanavicius' bust is to be seen 
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there. It was erected as a monument to his lifetime work 
which was to bring about Lithuania's liberty. A magnificent 
war memorial was erected in a conspicuous place in a garden 
of stones gathered from the war fields. The inscription read 
as follows: 

Zuvusiems 
Uz 

Lietuvos Laisve 
1921 

("To the memory of those who died for Lithuania's free-
dom.") 

The crowd was so large that the garden could not accom-
modate them all, and an overflow watched the ceremony 
from the outside. Many uniformed soldiers and officers were 
also to be seen on the outside. After the general's speech, the 
war veterans performed the most touching, unforgettable 
ceremony I have ever seen. 

The moment the clock struck eight the soldiers in charge 
marched past the war cairn saluting as they passed. The 
crowd at once removed their hats. The bells in the tower of 
the war museum chimed out, and a soldier with a trumpet 
sounded a call. At the same time music was heard from a 
distance. It was the band of the war veterans marching nearer 
and nearer. 

At that time the fire before the Unknown Soldier's me-
morial was lit and then turned to a blaze. A few minutes 
later the doors of the war museum opened while the band 
played a march in memory of the dead. Suddenly the band 
stopped, and an officer gave a command. At that signal the 
flag on the tower was lowered. Then the band played again, 
this time the Hymn of the Republic. We all stood silently 
with our heads bowed. It left, I am sure, an unforgettable 
impression on all of us. Wreaths were then laid on the Un-
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known Soldier's memorial, and a distribution of flowers 
ended the ceremony. 

At 9:00 P.M. a free banquet was given to us at the Hotel 
Lithuania. With their spacious dining rooms they managed 
to accommodate all at one sitting. Among the liquors they 
served was the native drink Krupnikas. I must say this much 
for it. Even the honest American bootlegger could dilute it, 
make a case out of one bottle, and still be selling good liquor. 

We dined and danced until about a quarter of twelve. 
Then we were invited to the Yacht Club, which was located 
along the river. There again we celebrated until about five. 
Mr. Fullerton, the American Consul, as well as other notables, 
was there. 

Ponas (Mr.) Albinas Briedis, a Lithuanian journalist, 
questioned me in his native tongue. My boyhood Lithuanian, 
which for twenty years remained in disuse, came back to me. 
But when, at times, I got stuck, Miss Theresa Krush, of the 
United States Lines in Kaunas and also Miss Isabella Vaisvil, 
of Chicago, were kind enough to act as interpreters. On the 
next day this columnist in his newspaper crowned a column: 
"Your Journalist Spends 25 Hours With the Americans." 
In describing me in his column he stated that the American 
journalist born in Lithuania still remembered some of the 
Lithuanian language. 

After the ceremony, the Americans decided to raise a fund 
in the United States to buy or build an ocean steamer, name 
it Vytautas the Great, and present it to the Lithuanian gov-
ernment. Whether it has been done or not I do not know. 
Shortly after 4:00 A.M. the crowd began to break away. By 
five I reached the hotel for a much needed rest. Thus ended a 
Fourth of July grand celebration in Lithuania. 

An American passport, as I have experienced, commands 
a lot of respect in Lithuania. During my stay in the capital, 
as soon as the natives learned that I was an American, some-
one was ever ready to help me in every way possible. I en-
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countered nothing but friendliness and hospitality, except-
ing of course in one or two instances. And they were to be 
expected, I suppose. If these facts were circulated in the 
United States, I am positive that American tourists to Lithu-
ania would greatly increase, especially during the summer 
months. 

I must confess that I left the capital with a much better 
opinion than when I entered it. "The proof of the pudding 
is in the eating." 



C H A P T E R VII 

PANEVEZYS 

ONE day I left Kaunas for Panevezys. The kind Miss 
M. Avetenaite, Chief of the Press Bureau, provided 
me with a special pass which permitted me to ride 

at one-half fare on the Lithuanian railroad. All foreign jour-
nalists were extended that courtesy. Thanks for that. 

The train left at 7:15 P.M. with a heavy load of passengers: 
While going through the railroad tunnel I remembered how 
Father in my boyhood days used to talk to me about that 
tunnel. There is no question in my mind that it was then 
my travel desire began to develop. 

The engine was pulling slowly and puffing. I wondered if 
we weren't making a steep grade through the tunnel, for 
Kaunas is mountainous, resembling the City of Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, in that respect. Too, the two rivers in Kaunas 
at the point where they form in one, most certainly resemble 
Pittsburgh where the Monongahela and Allegheny Rivers 
form the Ohio. 

On the other end of the tunnel a beautiful agricultural 
country could be seen, the green fields stretching away on 
all sides. I noticed the first thatched (straw) roof on a farm 
house. Such roofs are forbidden in the capital. The telephone 
poles along the railroad were supported at the bottom with 
old steel railroad tracks. When we passed a freight train 
which had stopped at a village, I noticed with amusement 
that the freight engine had kerosene lamps in front. Our 
train engine and coaches had regular lights, but it did lack 
an important feature. There was no dining car. Not suspect-
ing that, I had not provided myself with food. 

140 
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When the train stopped for awhile at Kedainiai, however, 
I bought in the station buffet some hard boiled eggs and 
sardines. Natives, who travel "hard" as a rule do not patronize 
the buffet much; they carry their own food. The American 
passengers on the train quenched their thirst with beer, the 
natives with soda water. The black peasant bread, hard boiled 
eggs, smoked sardines, and a bottle of beer, certainly made 
a good meal for a hungry man. But the bread was so gluey 
that it pulled off my crown. Fortunately I did not swallow 
it, but by the time I got to Zeimelis I had a job for the 
dentist. 

At 11:05 P.M. we arrived at Radviliskis, the junction point 
for Siauliai and Panevezys. At this junction we stopped for at 
least twenty minutes. The Radviliskis Rabbi happened to 
be in the waiting room. I conveyed regards to him from 
Morton Bendovid of Weirton, West Virginia, who originated 
in Radviliskis. 

At 1:15 A.M., our train puffed into Panevezys railroad sta-
tion. I hired a Droshka and was off to a hotel in the center 
of the city. As we were ready to start, an old man who had 
been a passenger on the train asked to be taken along to the 
city. He offered to pay me a litas, but I suggested that he 
use it to tip the driver. I told the driver to let me off at 
the best hotel in town. He came to a stop in the center of the 
Square at a hotel, a ten room outfit. The old gentleman in 
parting thanked me for the accommodation and told me that 
he kept a china and dishes store, and, as usual, I was invited 
for tea the next day. The driver discharged me, putting my 
baggage on the sidewalk, and rushed off to the station 
hoping to get another fare. 

I rang the hotel bell for awhile but did not awaken the 
proprietor or porter. After I knocked on the door for some 
time, however, a man stuck his head out of an upper window 
and exclaimed: 

"What do you want?" 
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"A room, of course," I replied. 
"You want a room?" he repeated, and started to rub his 

sleepy eyes with his coat sleeve. "Oh, yes, I have one more 
room left for you (I often wondered whether that was a 
good selling point). He must have conversed with me 
through the open window for about ten minutes. At last he 
came down, barefooted, dressed in an undershirt, with a 
pair of trousers with the legs rolled up to his knees. He took 
my baggage into a room, again saying: 

"You're lucky to get the 'last' room." 
In my presence he changed the linens, brought in a pitcher 

of cold water and one home-made linen towel. He stood then, 
wiping his forehead with his coat sleeve, blinking at me and 
scratching his head. He did not care to leave the room so 
soon. But when I flipped him a silver coin, his itching 
ceased and he left in a hurry, quite contented. "Money talks 
a universal language," I mused. A few moments later, he re-
turned, asking for my passport which he kept as security. 
It was returned to me on the last day of my stay when I 
settled my bill. Again the charge of five litas for police regis-
tration was made. 

By the time I got to bed it was dawning. I could not sleep. 
I looked out through the window and noticed how spick 
and span the Market Square was. I was impressed with the 
fact that the town had made much progress under the 
Lithuanian regime. While lying in bed, I wondered if I 
would find the same wholesalers in whose stores Mother used 
to buy the woolens, hardware, and other goods for our store 
in Zeimelis. How would my relatives react towards me when 
I surprised them with a visit? Lulled by such thoughts I fell 
asleep for awhile, but I was awakened shortly by the noise 
of the pump outside where the barefooted women had gath-
ered to get water for breakfast or early washing. 

Up at eight, and after a quick breakfast I was out to give the 
town the once-over. At a leather store a woman suggested that 
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I buy a pair of Pastolas (home-made leather slippers with 
ropes) to take back to America as a souvenir. She sold me 
on the idea, and I bought three pairs. General stores in 
Panevezys used newspapers to wrap merchandise whether it's 
leather, food, dry goods, hardware, or anything else. 

During the conversation I learned that my brother-in-law 
as a young man had clerked for them. I also learned that the 
government was ready to tear down the big square building 
on the center of the market place to beautify the neighbor-
hood. But the owners won out when they agreed to remodel 
it and beautify the place themselves. 

Next I entered the old man's dishes and china store, and 
upon his suggestion bought a few Lithuanian-made articles 
as souvenirs. Curiosity seekers were plentiful there. On the 
way out a middle aged man stopped me and wanted to know 
how people in America made money on the Birza (stock 
exchange). Another one wanted to know how the American 
President was elected and how long it took a ship to "swim" 
from Europe to America. 

An old woman wanted to know if her American son was 
rich. If she were sure she could stand the American climate, 
she would sell out her grocery business and go there. "Will 
you explain the difference between the Lithuanian and 
American climate?" she asked me. "Will they let me get out 
of there if I don't like to stay in America? I would like to 
go but at times I am afraid to go to this America; it lies so 
far beyond the deep, deep oceans. Tell me, Mr. American, 
how does it feel to be on the ocean? On what days is the 
ocean most stormy? How much drinking water and dried 
bread will I need for the trip? (years ago steerage passengers 
had to provide themselves with dried rye bread which had 
been dipped in beer and then dried in a hot brick oven). 
I did not have the heart to tell the old woman that the 
bakery on a modern steamer turns out fresh bread every 
day and perhaps for every meal. 
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I entered an apothecary to convey regards. There they still 

used the same long accordion folding labels on medicine 
bottles, which I remembered from my boyhood days. The 
druggist remarked about the small American labels. "Ameri-
can people are always in a hurry. Naturally they have no 
time to fold up long labels like ours." He got the informa-
tion, so he told me, in a professional magazine. An old woman 
bargained with the druggist over the prescription price. 

At last I reached the home of the uncle whom I had seen 
only once in my early boyhood. I had made up my mind 
long before not to tell them my identity. In the courtyard 
where he lived, neighboring women exclaimed: "Here comes 
an American!" One of them—my aunt as I was later in-
formed—ran in the house and brought out a picture of my-
self and one of my brothers. She looked at me; then at the 
picture and exclaimed: "Oh, my nephew from Americal" 
Of course I couldn't keep the secret any longer. Then the 
fun began, for she wanted me to tell her everything that 
had happened since we had left for America. I tried to give 
her an abbreviated history. 

News of that kind spreads like wild-fire in a Lithuanian 
town, and soon the old courtyard was full of people wanting 
to know if I had any regards for them, or if I had met their 
relatives. And would I be kind enough to convey regards to 
them upon my return? Among the group was an old man 
well up in years who told me a very touching story. 

Early in 1905 when the Russian revolution started, his son 
had been very active in the movement. When he discovered 
that his son had studied revolutionary literature, he tried 
to persuade him to give the business up. But all the reason-
ing was in vain. One night when he came home late with 
a socialistic book, the father's anger became uncontrollable. 
He tore up the book, threw it in an open fire, and in addi-
tion slapped his son. 

The son left the house that night not to return. Somehow 
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the Russian police discovered the socialistic activities of the 
son and came looking for him. But the father could not see 
his son punished by the heartless Russian Cossacks. What 
else could he do but sell out his little bit of belongings and 
send the son off to America, the free land? He succeeded in 
carrying out his plans. The son became wealthy but to that 
day had never softened his heart. The father asked me if 
I would look up his son and try to persuade him to send 
his old father some financial support in his old age. Would 
I do that for him? 

When the old man left, one of the women with tears in 
her eyes philosophized: 

"Yes, a father will support five children, but those five 
children will not support one father." 

An old couple asked me to do them a great favor and take 
one of their children to America with me. The old lady 
insisted that I take the daughter who would have a better 
chance in America to get married to a young man who 
wouldn't demand a dowry. The old gentleman suggested 
that I take his son who could get himself a good job and 
send them dollars. In their minds was the idea that I had a 
big pull with the immigration authorities! They offered to 
pay all my expenses and add some for my trouble. Would I 
grant them that favor? Would I? 

I learned of a new racket which some American citizens 
practiced abroad. For a consideration they will "marry" a 
young lady, take her to the United States, and then divorce 
her. I was approached with such propositions not only in 
Lithuania, but also in Latvia and Poland. A Pittsburgh 
woman supposed to be a friend of our family made me such 
a proposition. Would I "marry" her niece from Grodno? 
When I traveled from Vilnius to Warsaw, I passed through 
Grodno, but I didn't even stop off to convey regards. That's 
how mad I was! 

Some Europeans are so anxious to get to America that they 
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are willing to risk a lot. While in Vilnius I heard a young 
man say that he would take any chance to get to America, 
and that he was willing even to live in an American prison. 
Perhaps he was intoxicated with the get-rich-quick American 
stories which were over-circulated there. 

In one of my walks about Panevezys I came upon the 
former Russian government bank (Kaznacheistwo). As a 
youngster I had been taken there by my father. The entrance 
was guarded by Lithuanian soldiers with rifles. I missed 
the bearded Russian teller who had nothing else to do but 
exchange money. That registered in my mind so much then 
that I half expected to see him still using the old Russian 
style adding machine with little wooden wheels. 

Restaurants in Panevezys do not carry prepared food. 
Whenever they are notified ahead of time, they will pre-
pare a meal at a certain hour. Not knowing that, I had to 
spend about two hours waiting one day while they sent 
somebody to the market to buy fresh stuff. They certainly 
travel in too low a gear for the American temperament. 

After the long wait a barefooted waitress finally did bring 
the plate of soup. But she forgot to bring the spoons. I 
thought of the story of the young man who, before he finished 
eating his meal, learned to become a champion cougher. 
He had to cough for a spoon, cough for a knife and fork, 
cough for a glass of water, and then all through the courses. 

On the way out after my long meal a man stopped me 
and asked me to look up his son in St. Louis. He wanted to 
know, too, if St. Louis was as nice a city as Panevezys. As 
I talked to this man I felt somebody's hand tapping on my 
shoulder and heard an "Alloh, Mister." Turning around I 
recognized young Mr. Rickles, a prominent merchant of 
Panevezys, whom I had met in New York when he was on 
a combined business and pleasure trip. He introduced me to 
a young man who turned out to be my older cousin. He 
soon invited me up to his house for tea where I met the rest 
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of the family. During the evening, Mr. Rickles' father asked 
me if I wouldn't "enrich" America with a Lithuanian young 
lady by marrying one. Again I had to stall. 

Some of the Lithuanians, like other Europeans, think that 
ALL Americans roll in gold and that I particularly had 
brought a money bag to Lithuania to unload there as the 
following incident proves: 

Reaching the hotel late that evening, I was approached by a 
strange young man who asked for financial help. I complied, 
but he seemed dissatisfied. 

"That," he bitterly exclaimed, examining the silver coin 
I had given him, "is a Lithuanian donation. From an Ameri-
can I expected at least ten dollars!" 

"And how do you know I am an American?" I asked him 
in his native tongue. 

"By your straw hat, my dear sir," he replied. 
"But people in London (how would he know the differ-

ence?) also wear straw hats." 
"Well, if you are not an American, I will take less," he 

responded. And he walked away satisfied with the Lithuanian 
silver coin. 

Early the next morning, my second day in Panevezys, I was 
awakened by the clamor of the weekly market which was in 
full swing. My windows faced the front of the public square, 
and I could hear and see the whole thing. The market picture 
was similar to the one in Kaunas, only on a smaller scale. 
The open air booths and stands were put up for that one 
day, while in Kaunas they are permanent. But I had to see 
this one, too, so up I got and set out to look it over. 

Barefooted peasant boys and their elders, some dressed in 
sheepskin coats, crowded the square. No sooner had I en-
tered than a pleasant young peasant woman asked me to buy 
some chickens. I bought the entire coop at the rate of four 
for a dollar. Her father volunteered to deliver them to my 
aunt's place since I had not bargained with them as the 
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natives did. I didn't think there was any room for bargaining 
at that low price. 

When we arrived with the chickens, my uncle told me that 
such a procedure was not becoming for an American. He 
explained that it was all right for Lithuanian market women 
to buy chickens, but when an American gentleman does it, 
he lowers his dignity. He was really shocked and asked me 
to promise not to repeat the practice. Would I remember 
that? 

However, I was invited for the chicken dinner that night. 
While dining, my aunt insisted that I take a bottle of her 
home-made wine along upon my return. She didn't care to 
know anything about the Volstead act! Not wanting to hurt 
her feelings, I accepted the gift, but that bottle never reached 
America. In fact it never left Panevezys, for my cousin and 
I consumed it at the hotel the next day. 

A family of three came to see me at the hotel and asked 
me to convey regards to their relatives in Pittsburgh, whom 
I knew well. I suggested that I take their picture. 

"I want to be in the center" (the honor place), com-
manded the 'general' to his wife and little girl. 

"I believe I should be in the center," insisted the woman. 
"No!" he exclaimed. "Because I am the man and you 

are the woman." 
In his estimation a woman was lower than sea level. The 

argument was settled when I suggested taking two pictures, 
one with him and the other with her in the center. Some 
men of Lithuania, as in other parts of Europe, still consider 
themselves the superior of the two sexes. Indeed, I have seen 
many of them speak to their wives as if they were old carpet 
slippers. 

No sooner did I get through snapping the photographs 
when the man commanded his wife and girl to go home and 
prepare supper. He would talk "business" to the American. 

"You don't know my wife and her meanness to me," he 
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complained. "She spills gold in her throat (an expression 
which describes a glutton in their way). I get either a head 
or a tail of a herring, a few potatoes, and a piece of black 
bread. And how can I remedy that when she gets the money 
from America in her name? I will ask you, Mr. American, 
to paint the real picture and have the children send the 
money in my name." 

"It's a lie!" exploded the woman, opening the door. She 
overheard the whole conversation on the other side of the 
hotel door through the keyhole. (Is Walter Winchell 
around?) "Don't believe what he tells you, Mr. American. 
I don't deny him any food. He is angry with me that I don't 
give him enough money for liquor." 

Before she was through I was convinced that the man had 
hidden some facts. When he was cornered by his sharp-
tongued wife, he admitted that he bought one "small" bottle 
of liquor a week. 

"I wouldn't deny him that liquor," the woman said, "if 
he would only go out and try to earn something and not 
depend entirely on our children in America. I insist that he 
should go out and peddle like the others. At least he should 
earn half a livelihood." T o all of which the old man re-
torted: 

"My head is too weak to run 'business' any more." 
"Yes!" she exclaimed heatedly: "But not too weak to ex-

change the money when I get it from America and count it 
all day long." 

"Why not? That's the only pleasure I get out of life, and 
thus I give pleasure to my friends and pain to my enemies." 

"Stop talking!" the woman thundered, forgetting that she 
was in a hotel room, not in their own home. 

"Why should I stop talking?" sharply replied the man, 
thus equally forgetting his environment. "If the Lord didn't 
want me to talk he would have put a bone in my tongue. 
And since the Lord didn't deny me the right to talk and 
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gave me a flexible tongue, why should you, a woman, deprive 
me of that privilege?" And again he reminded her that he 
was the man and she was the woman. And there you arel 

For the week that I stayed in Panevezys I hired one par-
ticular Droshka. He had rubber tires which were made out 
of cut-ups from discarded automobile tires. I used to enjoy 
looking at his alarm-clock-size pocket watch. When I took 
his picture, he boasted that the year before a gentleman from 
London had also taken a picture of himself and his carriage. 
He attributed the fact to his being the oldest of the drivers. 

I had this driver take me to the Ferme to photograph the 
house where my brother-in-law was born. T o my disappoint-
ment, however, the house had been destroyed by the Germans 
during the World War. 

On the way back we passed a funeral procession. The pall-
bearers carried the casket on their shoulders through the 
streets, while the church bells tolled solemnly. They rang 
for a long time, from the minute the funeral procession 
started until after the burial, notifying the people of the 
vicinity that So-and-So was dead. The ringing of the church 
bells made me wonder how much the members of the family 
would miss the deceased. A thought ran through my mind: 
"We are here today, but tomorrow—" 

I had to take my bath while in Lithuania, not on "Satur-
day night" but on Friday afternoon in the public bath house. 
And upon Mr. Rickles' advice I got a private porcelain room 
at the rate of three litas. The attendant told me that he 
once lived in Philadelphia and had come to Panevezys for a 
visit before the World War. Because of the war, too, he had » 
remained there. The American mechanical way of living was 
too much for him anyway, he said. He, like the many other 
attendants, was not paid by the owners of the bath house 
but by the customers. No soap or towels were given. The 
natives bring their own. I was supplied with towels at an 
extra charge. The attendant had to send a street urchin out 
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to a grocery many blocks away for soap. The left-over soap 
the attendant took home with him. 

Every minute or so I heard a cry from the next room. 
"Hey, give us hot water. The faucets are stopped." 
T o which one of the other attendants would reassuringly 

reply: 
"Wait awhile. You'll soon get hot and cold water." 
After an investigation they discovered the cause of the 

faucets stopping on them. They found some old hosiery 
which someone had thrown in the main top tank. 

When the electric lights went out—and they did frequently 
—bathing in the dark room was difficult. A little kerosene 
lamp was substituted. The attendant not only brought in 
hot and cold water, but he also supplied me with a black 
felt hat which I soaked in cold water and used as a protection 
against the steam in the room. His duty also included rub-
bing me with a home-made sponge made of leaves. Thinking 
that I did not have enough heat, he once poured in several 
buckets of water on the hot stones, literally filling the room 
up with steam ceiling high. When I was through with this 
operation and looked in the mirror near the kerosene lamp, 
my face was redder than a beet. He advised me to cool off 
for about a half hour before going outside. 

On the way to the hotel one day an old man stopped me 
and wanted to know if I had seen his son in Monte-rolle. 
And when I said "No," he couldn't understand why not, no 
more than I could understand the name of the city. He went 
down and brought me his son's address, and I discovered that 
it was Montreal. Imaginel When I told him it was in Canada, 
he wanted to know where Canada was located, whether it 
was beyond Paris or London. How can you discuss geography 
or topography with an unlettered and untraveled man? 

An old woman wailed: 
"America is not the golden land I thought it was. My son 
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was a flax merchant here and in the 'golden land' (America) 
he is an onion peddler. Woe is me!" 

I tried to comfort her by saying that there isn't such a 
thing as an onion peddler, but hucksters who not only sell 
onions, cucumbers, and potatoes, but also oranges, apples, 
bananas, and other fruits and vegetables. But she stuck to her 
story that he was degraded. She expected him to be much 
higher than a flax merchant in the "golden land." 

Another old man wanted me to explain to him how shoe 
factories in America worked. 

"They put hides in one end and at the other end shoes 
come out," he said. He had this news from a neighbor whose 
son was in Boston. But before I had a chance to say anything 
another man in the congregated crowd informed: 

"That's nothing so wonderful. We, in Vilnius, had a Graf 
Tiskevicz who had a flour mill. There grain was put in the 
top, and at the bottom not flour but ready loaves of bread 
came out. How do you like that for speed?" 

"No wonder the Poles stole our wonderful Vilnius," re-
marked another in the group. 

It reminded me of the Britisher who boasted to an Ameri-
can that in England life insurance was paid out to a man 
at his funeral. 

"That's nothing!" declared the American. 
"In the United States they have a much faster system. If 

a man falls from the tenth floor of a building, when he drops v 

past the third floor where insurance offices are always lo-
cated, he is handed his check." 

Here is a list of other questions: 
Why shouldn't Rockefeller, Morgan or Ford help our poor 

people, who need bread, clothes and shelter much more than 
they need the "barrels of gold?" 

How does the chair of death (electric chair) snuff out a 
murderer's life? 

Why do Americans chew tobacco? 
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Why do they build such tall buildings in New York? 
Is there no danger of fire on top of those high buildings? 

And if so how does the fire department get up there? 
Can a high building topple over? 
Why do boys and girls go together in one school? 
Is "Olboneh" (Albany) in America, and if so is it in first, 

second, or third America? (To those unlettered natives, New 
York City is the first America, everything beyond is second 
America, and Central or perhaps South America is the 
third.) 

Is Washington a city, state, governor, or a President? 
Indeed, how could ONE man expect to answer them all! 
Throughout Lithuania I heard people praise their Presi-

dent, Mr. Smetona. A Panevezys restaurateur related to me 
the incident of a poor Polish woman who had been saved 
by the President from deportation to Poland. This—as an ex-
ample of the President's feeling for his family. 

What's in a sign? 
The owner of a popular priced restaurant near the Square 

did not believe in having a sign in front of his place of 
business. When I was told to go there for meals, I passed it 
at least three times. When I finally located it and asked him 
why he didn't display a sign, he said that everybody in 
town knew that he was the owner of the restaurant and that 
he served good meals at popular prices. 

"But how about the stranger," I asked, "who doesn't know 
that?" 

"Where there is a will there is a way," he reminded me 
in English. "You see," he reasoned, "you, as a stranger, found 
me because you wanted to. Then why won't others find my 
restaurant if they want to eat at my place?" 

Business men in Panevezys contract with a barber at a price 
of twelve litas for two haircuts and ten shaves a month. 
In every barber shop window a bundle of human hair is 
displayed much in the manner of the American red, white, 
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and blue barber poles. My first shave in Panevezys I got 
from a barber who didn't practice his preaching, for he wore 
a nice beard. T o reach his shop I had to ring a bell first. 
Then I was led through a nice sized private library and 
reception hall where a grand piano stood, into his barber 
shop. During our conversation I learned that he had not 
been a barber during the Russian regime but an army 
officer. He consoled himself that things could have been 
worse. My shave, hair tonic, and other attentions connected 
with a Lithuanian shave amounted to two litas. Not much 
for all I got. 

I found Lithuanian people to be very humorous as this 
and other incidents proved. Once when I was ready to snap 
a picture of a certain man, his friend warned him to run for 
his life, because when "the American 'touches' the button 
in the little black box (camera), you land in his pocket." 
The other fellow snapped back: 

"I hope he is not from Chicago and keeps a machine gun 
in that black box." 

On Saturday evenings a band played in the City Park 
to attract patrons. When I bought two tickets at the park 
entrance, they had no change for fifty litas; so I was trusted 
for the amount. Then I realized that an American has a 
better standing in a foreign land than in his own home 
town. It was the same leader and band who had entertained 
us in Kaunas on the Fourth of July on the river excursion. 
The entire band earned one hundred litas for an evening's 
playing. 

On the way home on this my last day in Panevezys, I 
stopped at a stationery store to buy lead for my automatic 
pencil. The storekeeper didn't have any, but he suggested 
breaking a regular pencil open and taking out the lead to 
accommodate me. When he finally did so, he discovered that 
his lead was too thick, but he was willing to file it down 
by rolling it on fine sand paper. He volunteered all this 
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work, and he only insisted that he charge me the regular 
price of the pencil. When I suggested that he charge me a 
little extra for the additional labor, he philosophized: 

"No, why should I charge you more? You didn't bargain 
with me." 

And he further stated that by bargaining at times he lost 
more energy than the job involved. A fine goodbye thought 
and deed to take from Panevezys. 

The next day I was to set out for Zeimelis—my old home 
town. 



CHAPTER VIII 

MOTORING TOWARDS MY NATIVE TOWN 

i4T last I was ready to start on my last lap towards my 
birthplace, Zeimelis. 

*« I tried in Panevezys to hire a good automobile, but 
as it was Sunday, all cars were out of town. I learned that I 
should have reserved a car at least a week beforehand. My 
older cousin and I walked around from one hackman to the 
other. The best I could get was an old 1925 American tour-
ing car. I rented it, however, for there was nothing else to do. 

The driver and his brother, before quoting the price, con-
sulted their well-worn map and estimated the distance to be 
ninety kilometers. But when I opened my new Lithuanian 
map, which had been provided by the Lithuanian Vice Con-
sul in New York City, I calculated the distance between 
Panevezys and Zeimelis to be just seventy. The price agreed 
upon then was a litas a kilometer; seventy—not ninety—litas 
in all. So, it pays to "check and double-check," after all! 
Amos and Andy are right! 

Before starting the driver asked for a deposit. He used it 
to buy gasoline and oil. I invited my cousin to come along, 
as his employer had permitted him to take a week off for a 
vacation. On the way out I told the driver that I wanted to 
stop in Pusalotas. I had a "live" regard (money) from a New 
Kensington, Pennsylvania, butcher, to his father in that town. 
The driver, however, argued that by going that way the 
mileage would be increased, and I had to give him a raise. 

"I'm going to make a lot of money on this trip," said he 
to his brother in Polish. (He knew that my cousin did not 
understand that language, and he felt sure that the American 
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couldn't understand it either, so he talked freely. You can't 
judge a book by the jacket.) "When I get to Zeimelis," he 
continued, "I'll stop in every inn and see if I can't pick 
up a return load, which will be extra profit." His efforts 
weren't in vain, for he got a return load. 

I learned that with the extra money he would earn on this 
round trip he intended to buy new tires. That he needed 
new tires there was no question, for he was running, I be-
lieve, on the last layer of thread. I was uneasy about his 
badly worn tires, but I soon saw that the highway did not 
permit speeding and my mind was set at rest. Somehow he 
discovered that I had a new flashlight, and he insisted on 
getting it from me. He expected a blowout or a flat tire on 
the return trip, he said. He had paid the price of three thou-
sand litas ($300) for his antiquated car, I learned. That 
second hand cars are expensive in Europe I was convinced 
when I later priced an old dilapidated car in Riga, Latvia, 
and was asked $450 for it. The Lithuanian hack drivers have 
diplomas from motor schools, are known as chauffeurs, and 
like to be addressed as such. 

All along the road, some of the peasants would jump out 
and either tie their horses to let an automobile pass, or else 
they would try to quiet that frightened animal. In one case 
a woman threw a woolen blanket over the horse's head. 
Many other horses were frightened and ran off, upsetting 
their carts. So, it was quite an exciting journey—all in all. 

On the way, we passed numbers of barefooted peasants 
carrying their footgear either on their shoulders, in their 
hands, or in baskets. T o them it was just an everyday oc-
currence, but when I asked some of them to pose before the 
camera they were shocked. They couldn't figure out why 
Americans would be interested in such a picture. But when 
it was explained to them that the Americans, particularly 
the Lithuanian Americans, would be interested they agreed 
to pose. 
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At one village we stopped for water. I enjoyed talking 
to the peasants. The driver, of course, did not enjoy it as 
he wanted to make time. I bought some wooden spoons from 
the villagers as a remembrance of my excursion through the 
provinces. Some boys were fishing in a nearby stream, and 
women carried water from the same river in swinging pails 
hung from a shoulder yoke. 

They are a hard working people, these peasants, and they 
seem to enjoy carrying their burdens. Not only did they 
treat us with cold water but also with berries and cherries. 
They refused to accept pay. They certainly believe in "Wel-
come Stranger!" How is this for hospitality? 

We passed the high steel towers which were built by the 
Germans when they occupied Lithuania. What a costly war 
memento! 

Every time I stopped to talk to someone on the road, the 
driver would remind me to cut it short. I was convinced 
then that the only way to enjoy a trip abroad is to take one's 
own car along. 

Passing through another village, nearly all of the crowd 
who had gathered in the square lifted their hats and caps 
in greeting us. The narrow highway which ran through those 
villages brought us closer to them. They gathered on either 
side of the road to watch the passing automobiles. They are 
not as isolated now as they used to be in my boyhood days. 
Even the dogs gave us a warm reception. They barked in 
what seemed to me a friendly manner and escorted us as far 
as they could out of the villages. Most of the animals, like 
their masters, were good tempered; no sooner did a villager 
voice his greeting to us than the dogs ceased barking. 

We stopped at Pusalotas right at the public square. Soon 
again curious people gathered, examining us closely and ask-
ing many questions. When I asked for the butcher's father, 
someone in the crowd pointed him out to me. He was stand-



MOTORING TOWARDS MY NATIVE TOWN 159 

ing in front of his house just across the road from where we 
had stopped. 

We were invited in, and a green labeled bottle of liquor, 
a few herrings, rolls, and black bread were served for what 
our host called a bracer. Such is Lithuanian friendliness! 
When the driver-chauffeur emptied the second glass of liquor, 
I reminded him of the fact that liquor and gasoline did 
not mix in America, and that perhaps that rule held good 
in Lithuania, too. He agreed with me and stopped, for he 
wasn't a bad fellow, after all. During the course of the con-
versation, the old gentleman told me that my mother had 
been born in his town, and that I ought to look up some 
of her friends and relatives, too. 

During our meal, a young woman came in and imme-
diately began complaining about her husband in America, 
who had deserted her. She had heard that he was getting 
ready to be married again, too. She asked me if I would 
help her in a reconciliation or else wake up her "sleepy" 
relatives in America and get them to help her. 

While driving through Joniskelis forest, the sand on the 
highway forced us to reduce our speed. We passed a ranger's 
log cabin along the highway. I paid particular attention to 
that log cabin, for I had been told in my younger days that 
people were often held up in broad daylight in the forest; 
that robbers often set fire to a wagon on the highway after 
taking all the goods and personal belongings. But perhaps 
those stories were invented by the "ten-cent novelists." 

I noticed that the forest seemed thinner than when I knew 
it. I learned that that part of the forest was really thin because 
during the World War the Germans had carried off into 
Germany at least thirty per cent of Lithuania's timber for 
war and building material. The old weather beaten crosses 
along the highway were still there, but there seemed to be 
fewer, and the distance seemed to have shrunk. Driving in a 
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motor car and not in a slow going horse-drawn cart is the 
answer, I suppose. 

Along the road in the forest the members of a peasant 
family were having a lunch of hard-boiled eggs, black bread, 
and butter. The men tipped their caps to us paying their 
respects. I was convinced throughout my travels that Lithu-
anians were peaceful people, and that Lithuania is a safe 
country to travel in. 

On the whole trip from Panevezys to Joniskelis we didn't 
meet or pass another automobile. However, on the other 
end of the main street in Joniskelis we did meet an old 
rattling motor. Our car, like the other one, was forced to re-
turn and use a detour when we discovered that a new bridge 
was being built across the stream a short distance out of town. 
Perhaps they had detour signs warning tourists, but we didn't 
see them. 

The road near the bridge was so narrow, too, that we were 
forced to back up on private property. We did some damage 
to a peasant's new growing vegetables, too, I'm sorry to say. 
But the man in the garden came over and informed us how 
to make the detour without ever saying anything about his 
damaged vegetables. What's more, he refused to accept the 
offered indemnity! 

The detour took us along the narrow gauge railroad tracks 
(Lithuania owns 510 kilometers of narrow gauge railroad). 
Along the road near the village of Pamusai the chauffeur 
lost control of his car on a small hill. We bumped into a 
peasant's cart with a crash. The chauffeur commanded his 
brother to jump out of the car and put the brick, which he 
carried on the front seat, under the wheel. The young brother 
carried out the order and thus saved us further unpleasant-
ness. After much excited debate with the peasant, we started 
again. 

Most of the road from Panevezys to Zeimelis was level, 
however, as it was in most of the other parts in Lithuania 
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I traveled through, and I didn't feel uneasy riding in the 
car. But I most certainly would not have liked to ride in it 
around Kaunas with its steep grades. 

On the other side of Pamusai we almost had a collision 
with a wagon of hay when we met a farmer leading his 
team on the "wrong side" of the road. 

A Lithuanian peasant, on the highway, generally is some-
what of a nuisance to a motorist. He seems to know nothing 
about the motorist's right of way. He drives on any part of 
the road his horse may choose. The motorist, therefore, must 
always—if he is to avoid a collision—wait and see what the 
peasant wishes to do and then use his judgment. If the peas-
ant, for no reason at all, decides to take the left side of the 
road then the driver takes the right. But if the peasant pre-
fers the right side, there is nothing left to do but to pass 
him on the left. And if the peasant decides to take the middle 
of the road, you take what's left—if any. 

I will say the peasants around the big cities respect the right 
of the motorist's way; but in the country—! 

First of all, I suppose, it is because the peasants know 
nothing of an automobile's speed. Therefore, even though 
the driver blows his horn at some distance away, unless the 
horses begin to get frightened, the peasant will oftentimes 
wait until the automobile is on top of him before he begins 
to act. 

Secondly, most of the peasants do their day-dreaming or 
actual sleeping on the road, and trust their lives to the horses. 
Before the birth of the automobile this form of rest was 
perhaps right. But at present, even though few motors run 
over the highways, to my mind, it is absolutely wrong. 
Imagine an American farmer sleeping on the road! 

On this trip I also learned something about the psychology 
of domestic animals. They all behave differently when ap-
proaching a motor car. 

Cows present no less a problem to the motorist on a Lithu-
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anian highway than do horses. Cows are stubborn and stupid 
and never subject to fright. Perhaps, because they possess 
horns to defend themselves, they refuse to yield. Or else, 
being without brains, they don't know any better. In America 
cows learned long ago that the highways were not built for 
them. Not so in Lithuania! 

But whatever the psychology of the animal may be, it 
must be met on a Lithuanian highway. When a motorist sees 
a cow or a herd of them, he must slow down in meeting or 
in passing. At times, indeed, the cows remain on the middle 
of the road and refuse to yield an inch until the motorist 
bumps them. Only then will they scram! 

While driving through Linkuva I was surprised to see 
how the town had progressed. There were new concrete side-
walks and plenty of telephone and telegraph poles. Several 
automobiles and one motorcycle was standing on the Public 
Square. The Public Square and the other streets were cobble-
stoned, and there were even electric lights and motor buses. 

After leaving Linkuva my heart began to beat faster. I 
was nearing Zeimelis. Along the road we met peasants with 
their families either afoot or in open top carts all dressed 
in their Sunday best with the sun glistening in their faces. 
Those who walked carried their prayer books in one hand, 
and a basket containing their shoes and other things in the 
other. One woman stalked along holding her outer skirt 
knee-high showing her fancy decorated petticoat. She wore 
a silk head scarf, too, of screaming colors. A barefooted young 
boy with his Bible in one hand and shoes in the other, 
walked along the edge of the road, while his young girl 
friend similarly equipped with shoes and prayer book, joy-
fully followed him. This fellow, like many others in Lithu-
ania, believed in leading. 

Most of the peasant women were dressed in plain woolen 
dresses, and loud colored, silk head cloths. Several of them 
were dressed in their national costumes which consisted of a 
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striped or checkered woolen skirt, with a light-colored blouse 
and tight embroidered, sleeveless bodices. Silver, brass, cop-
per and even iron rings adorned the fingers of many of them. 

Some of the peasants wore their national costumes which 
consisted of tight-fitting home-made woolen trousers tucked 
into their leather knee-high boots; double-breasted coats; 
light-colored shirts of fine home-made linen, bordered with 
fancy designs around the neck and wrists; a loud-colored silk, 
fibre or cotton scarf tied under the collar; narrow-brimmed 
hat or cap decorated with a flower or two; and a walking 
cane or an umbrella completed the outfit. A few of them 
were drunk and were singing at the top of their lungs. 

In the heart of the village Lauksodis we came to a forced 
stop in the middle of the road. The driver—or chauffeur as 
he insisted on being addressed—jumped out of the car and 
began to examine the trouble. After much investigation he 
discovered a loose feeding pipe. By that time most of the vil-
lagers had gathered to gaze at us and the mysterious horseless 
carriage, NWe did not block traffic there much as only one 
auto and a few peasant carts passed us. 

The chauffeur's tool box did not include all the necessary 
tools, but one of the villagers gladly accommodated him and 
lent him the needed tools.' During the time the driver tink-
ered with the pipe, I became interested in the villagers, and 
I discovered that one of them knew our family. I put his 
little son on the radiator of the car and photographed him. 
When the youngster's father heard that his son's photograph 
would perhaps be published he was happy. He asked to be 
remembered to his brothers and sisters across the ocean. With 
a handful of American candy the child ran happily into the 
house which was directly across the street. His mother soon 
came out thanking me effusively for the candy and photo-
graph. Would I mail them a snapshot? 

From this point, for the first time in twenty years, I had 
a chance to see the outskirts of my native town. The "sky-
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scrapers" of Zeimelis were outstanding. Other buildings were 
visible, too. It made a beautiful picture. 

After an hour or so elapsed, the pipe was fixed and we 
were off. We hadn't gone very far when one of the tires 
gave way. The chauffeur was still angry from the last job, 
and he didn't care to repair the puncture; so he hand pumped 
enough air into it to last until we reached our destination. 

Before reaching the town many strange thoughts entered 
my mind: 

How much had Zeimelis suffered during the World War? 
Lithuania suffered much from German occupation. 

How much had the town progressed under the Lithuanian 
regime? 

Where should I stop first? 
Shall I go to a friend's house, or to a hotel if they have 

one? 
Will they recognize me? 
Will I recognize them? 
Will I find my father's grave in the cemetery? 
How long shall I stay? 
Then suddenly I felt our car rattling much more than 

usual, and I quit day-dreaming. It was the cobblestone high-
way at the town's limit. I missed the old windmill at the 
outskirts of the town. I was informed that it had been burned 
down a few years after the former Russian policeman of our 
town had bought it. This ex-policeman became a farmer and 
still cultivates the land there. 

The driver's duty and my destination ended when we came 
to a full stop in the center of the Public Square. I paid him 
the rest of his money, and he unloaded my baggage. After 
pumping more air into his slowly leaking tire, he was off to 
the inns to find a return load. And he got it, too. 

Here I was standing with my cousin and the baggage 
around me undecided where to go. So I looked at my Zei-
melis, for I recognized it at once. I looked at the Market 
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Place, at the two new brick buildings which had been put 
up during the twenty years of my absence. I looked, too, at 
the congregated crowd, the crowd who didn't recognize me. 

"What's the matter with you? What are you looking at?" 
asked my cousin. Awakened from my dream, I turned to him 
and smiled. 

"You, too, would look, I am sure," I said to my cousin. 
"Wait until you return to your birthplace after being two 
decades away." 

It was thus I landed in my native town after twenty years' 
absence. 



CHAPTER IX 

ZEIMELIS TWENTY YEARS LATER 

it EIMELIS!" I said to myself. "How are you? What 
have you to tell me? Are you happier now?" 

Before we had entered Zeimelis, my native town, 
I had suggested to my cousin that mum be the word. I didn't 
want them to know who we were. And sure enough, some 
of the crowd immediately began to pump information. But 
all they learned was that we were foreigners and were look-
ing for a hotel. They pointed to one of the inns, but after 
examining it I decided to look for another one. 

Zeimelis does not as yet boast of a regular hotel. There 
are a couple of inns which are labeled hotels where peasants 
coming to town are assured accommodations for themselves, 
families, horses, and carts, but they are not, strictly speaking, 
hotels. Later I discovered that one of those places was run 
by a former saloon keeper I knew, so I patronized the place 
when getting some meals. 

The inns were housed in large buildings with a bar on 
the street floor where tea, liquor, and food was served at all 
hours; and they had extra large courtyards in which the 
peasants keep their horses, wagons, and wares during their 
stay. On the upper floors they have dormitories and a few sepa-
rate rooms with bare floors on which the visitors sleep. A 
watchman looks after the horses and wagons and gets his 
"beer money" (tips) for good service. 

A woman then instructed a street urchin to direct us to her 
sister's rooming house, which was located on the second floor 
of the Abramovicius building opposite the Latvian church. 
A price of four litas per person was quoted by the proprietress 
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in a "take it or leave it" manner. We chose to take it. This 
"hotel," lacking all the American features of comfort, was 
clean and restful, nevertheless. 

The barefooted maid brought us a bucket of fresh cold 
water, a clean wash basin, and two linen towels. While I 
was washing the dust off my face, a number of questions from 
part of the curious crowd which had followed us in were 
showered on my cousin in the Lithuanian language. Again 
we stalled. A few minutes later we were out to see the town 
before it got dark. 

Cobblestone streets, new concrete sidewalks, new telephone 
and telegraph poles, and two new buildings across from the 
post office were among the first improvements I noticed. I 
missed the many hitching posts the peasants used to make 
good use of in the years gone by. But peasants are not allowed 
to stop on the Public Square any more unless they have some-
thing to sell. They have to leave their horses and carts in 
courtyards. 

The houses, too, are numbered; and there are uniformed 
policemen. The old reliable town clock on the Latvian 
church was still there, however, keeping correct time but not 
striking. The bells of that church as well as those of the Cath-
olic church had been removed by the Germans during the 
World War. The Catholic church installed new bells. At 
this writing I am informed that electricity is being installed 
in the town. 

While my cousin and I walked down towards the river 
to see the new wooden bridge which I had heard about, I 
noticed a young woman and a child following us at a short 
distance. I recognized her as one of my former public school-
mates. Other youngsters, too, with their curious eyes and 
unwashed faces milled around us like bees around a lump of 
sugar. What a mystery we were to theml 

Back we came from the river to stand in the center of 
the Public Square, and with my Americanized eyes I began 
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to wonder what had happened to it: Why was it so small? 
Had it shrunk? Long Street was not long any more. In my 
younger days I couldn't have imagined that there was a 
street longer or a Public Square bigger than ours. Is it Zeime-
lis that has changed or is it I? I wondered. Then I was 
reminded of the war song which ran: "How Are You Going 
T o Keep Them Down On the Farm After They've Seen 
Paree?" 

In place of the old and only kerosene lamp which had lit 
the Public Square there was a flag pole flying the new Lithu-
anian flag. I let my mind run back to that cold winter Satur-
day when the lamp was installed twenty-odd years ago. T o 
us youngsters the erection of that lamp was a happy event, 
and we stood in the cold weather all day and until late in the 
evening when the mysterious American lamp was ready to 
illuminate the Public Square. One man claimed that the 
lamp would enable him to read his newspapers on Saturday 
nights when coming from the post office. In those days the 
bulk of the mail was ready for distribution to the townsmen 
on Saturday night and to the villagers on Sunday. I am be-
ginning to wonder how many newspapers this fellow would 
read on a Saturday night if he arrived at Times Square in 
New York? 

The first one I decided to visit in town was the Rabbi. 
No sooner did I enter his house than a crowd of the town's 
elders came in. One of them, our former family tailor, recog-
nized me. I couldn't hold the secret any longer, and I gave 
my identity away. In a few minutes we had all the rooms 
filled with curiosity seekers. The majority of them showered 
me with questions that were beyond any human tongue to 
answer. The one who impressed me most favorably was the 
apothecary, for he remained silent after greeting me. I was 
invited by the Rabbi to the congregation for evening prayers. 
I accepted the invitation with pleasure, for I wanted to see 
how the old synagogue had weathered the war storm. 
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The kerosene lamps and candles were soon lit, I suppose 
especially for the guest, but the prayers were hastened 
through. They were all eager to hear more news from the 
American. Soon after prayers a number of other men came 
over to me to pay their respects; at last they recognized me. 
I heard the young woman who had followed us say: "I recog-
nized him the moment he stepped out of the automobile. I 
remember how he, his brother, my sister, and I used to study 
the Russian language in the Selsko (town hall)." Among 
the crowd of women was one who invited us for supper. I 
had other invitations, but I accepted hers. I was born in 
her house. Enough reason, eh? 

On the way towards her home for supper we passed the 
house in which we had last lived. I couldn't put off visiting 
it another day, and so we stopped in to give the old place the 
once-over. In our former storeroom a big brick oven had 
been built, and the whole place had been turned into a 
bakery. Other parts of our former quarters were re-arranged 
and rented out to several tenants. The little kerosene lamp 
in the bakery reflected the old whitewash, now peeling on 
the walls. The front door leading to Father's law offices was 
closed permanently. In the attic an apartment had been 
built where the present owner, Mrs. Ruikas, who with her 
husband formerly owned the best inn in town, now lived. 
Our former kitchen had become a tailor shop with an extra 
door cut through the thick clay wall to the front. "Time and 
tide wait for no man." 

I wondered why a hard rain didn't affect this clay building. 
But I was reminded that once clay walls harden they weather 
twenty years of storms without showing any signs of decay. 

As I stood in the bakery letting my imagination run, a 
woman came in to buy a supply of fresh rolls and bread for 
supper. I recognized her at once as our former neighbor and 
friendly competitor, Mrs. B. Herr. She told me that her 
second daughter was engaged to a former school chum of 
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mine and invited me to attend the wedding which was to 
take place in a couple of weeks. 

After puttering about a bit we set out again. We finally 
arrived at the hostess' house, the house in which I was born, 
accompanied by many curious men, women and children. 
The building had aged a lot during my absence and had 
shrunk much, very much, so it seemed to my Americanized 
eyes. There were no changes inside of the house. The same 
hard-pressed mud floor, same home-made wooden tables and 
backless benches and the same brick oven. 

Our hostess soon got busy and chopped up kindling wood 
for the fire under the tripod. She used the same kitchen 
utensils as in the years gone by. In rich homes they used 
the "Primuses," an alcohol burning hot plate which spits 
forth its white flame with an awful roar and an unpleasant 
odor. She brought in a bucket of fresh water and made 
tea and boiled eggs. The supper also included some dairy 
products and fresh home-made rye bread (nearly every house-
wife bakes her own white and rye bread). She sent the maid 
out for smoked sardines, but the fish peddler was a mile in 
his sleep at the late hour of 9:30 P.M. And who was going 
to interrupt his sweet dreams? Not even this twelve o'clock 
fellow! 

Soon after supper an ex-American came in to pay his re-
spects. Other neighbors crowded the kitchen-dining room, 
too, to borrow kitchen utensils, a few potatoes, or an egg in 
order to get an earful of American news. Americans, so it 
seemed to me, are always popular over there, and I doubt, 
on the whole, if there is another nation whose people are 
more generally respected than the Americans. 

An old man wanted me to explain how the trains in 
America were run over the New York City roofs (elevateds) 
and through the cellars (subways). America to them was a 
land full of wonders located some place beyond the "deep, 
deep oceans," but how far and in what direction they had 
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no idea. All they knew was that it was the "golden land" 
where there are high buildings and still higher wages. One 
of the old men again asked: "Is America further than Canada? 
Is America a big land?" 

"It sure is!" declared the ex-American who had lived in 
Baltimore for a couple of months before the war. At times 
he tried to keep himself conspicuously in the foreground 
of the picture by speaking "English." The crowd looked up 
to the ex-American and wondered how he had learned to 
speak "English" in such a short time. They also respected 
him for his knowledge in "Geography," and they considered 
him a great authority. But before the evening was over I 
learned that to some of those old, unlettered, and untraveled 
men, North, South, and Central America were all the same. 

One of the elders said that once in his younger days he 
had set out to go to America, but when he reached Liverpool, 
England, and saw the ocean he was so frightened that he 
changed his mind. The endless expanse of water stretch had 
terrified him so that even the sharp-tongued steamship agent 
couldn't induce him to take a chance in crossing. He learned 
that the boat sailed clear out of sight of land. He had thought 
that the steamer would sail along the coast like the one on 
the river Dvina, Riga. That was enough for him. 

"Suppose the captain loses his sense of direction, then 
what?" he asked. "More than likely the ship will go over the 
edge of the ocean and the passengers would be 'fixed' for 
life." Was he happy that he changed his mind! 

At about midnight we all parted, and with my new flash-
light I was off to the hotel. On the Public Square the police-
man armed with his rifle greeted us in a friendly manner. 
Two private citizens, changing nightly, helped the police-
man to preserve order. At the time we crossed the Public 
Square not another person was there; not a house light 
showed, nor did a dog bark. "Slumbering at full blast," I 
thought. 
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But when we reached the "hotel" we were surprised by 
a group of the town's young men and women, who awaited 
us. They showed evidence and desire for education. They 
wanted me to get all their countrymen together in America 
and help them build a library. In the long summer days and 
long autumn and winter nights the need for books was great, 
they were sure. It was true enough that the New York For-
ward sent them free their newspaper and magazine regularly, 
but that wasn't enough literature, Hessel Milunski, the or-
ganizer, explained. Would I help them accomplish their 
purpose? 

Early next morning the sitting room was again filled with 
a crowd of old and young, some of them even entering the 
bedroom to watch me make my toilet. Never before had I 
dressed so publicly. 

A few faces I recognized at once, but most of them seemed 
hardly familiar to me. I looked at them as if I had a pair 
of dark glasses on. However, the hostess helped me to recog-
nize the others. Some were curious; others, excited; still 
others—shy. Most of them shook my hand very warmly, but 
those who were reserved in their greetings were the ones, 
who, I think, begrudged a young fellow the good fortune of 
having migrated to America and of having become a "mil-
lionaire." 

They, especially the elders, seemed to be interested and 
fascinated by my morning dress procedure. So, I accommo-
dated them with an extra employment of shampoo, tooth 
brushing, hair tonicing, and throat gargling (and when I 
gargle I gargle 1). Such a spectacle was all new to them. They 
came to receive and convey regards, while some of the poorest 
came for financial help. An old man asked: "Remember me? 
I'm So-and-So," and he wanted me to see his relatives in 
Seattle, Washington, and ask them to help him financially. 
And, what's more, he even figured out the exact day when 
his cash should arrive. 
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Too, many curious urchins and youths came with the hope 
that perhaps the American would give away some candy, 
cigars, cigarettes, coins or a few bills. Oh, how I could have 
used some extra money I 

An early start to give the old home town the once-over. 
Kerosene and candle lanterns attached on every house lighted 
in the fall and winter. A new public and a new Hebrew 
school, the latter partly supported by the Lithuanian gov-
ernment. The town's medical personnel—a trio—three young 
women, the dentist, the druggist, and the doctor. The doctor 
has her office in the Town Hall. A patient pays her five litas 
a visit. Men and women sweeping the cobble-stone streets 
in front of their properties every morning and thus solving 
the street cleaning problem. Rents now being paid by the 
month—before by the year. A moustache on one of the saloon 
keepers which would have put the ex-Kaiser Wilhelm's to 
shame. 

I never knew before that I had had so many nurses when 
I was a youngster. The Hebrew teacher who had kept a 
diary during the war and wanted me to help him turn it 
into a manuscript. Would I help him get a publisher in New 
York? Invited to more tea invitations than I was able to 
accept. As early as 3:00 A.M. wash-women with their chil-
dren off to the river to do their weekly washing for the sum 
of four litas for a day which ends at sunset. An old man 
asking for more money to enable him to erect a new fence 
around the cemetery and to buy more ground adjoining it, 
as the old one was getting filled. One of the town's richest 
men hinting for me to lock up my purse, saying to the 
old man: 

"Don't worry. Nobody is going to die now. And who 
wants to be buried in a new cemetery?" 

Soon I talked to a former classmate of mine who is now 
married and the father of three children. "How well I re-
member," he said, "the day you left for America!" He also 
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told me the colors of my shirt and necktie that I wore the 
day I left. (What a memory!) 

I was even reminded of our stone-throwing contests over 
the tallest trees in the forest just out of town. Baseball, foot-
ball, tennis, and other games were unknown to us in those 
days. He apologized for relating those foolish things, but I 
assured him that they were not foolish at all, and that I 
was as happy listening to him as he was in reminiscing. 

"If I did not care to hear such boyhood stories," I in-
formed him, "then there would be no good reason for my 
coming to my native town." 

There is no doubt that I was glad to be back in Zeimelis 
once again. Here I passed, to my great pleasure, the house 
where I began to learn the alphabet. My mind ran far back 
(not as far, of course, as that of Eddie Cantor's mind, which 
ran back, as he claims, two years before his birth) to those 
happy days when the "Angel Gabriel" rewarded me with 
candy for good behavior during my first day at school. 

Then I saw the building which housed the higher classes. 
Quick as lightning came to my mind the time when I pur-
posely failed to bring my quart of kerosene in order to have 
an evening off. (In those days each pupil was obligated to 
bring to school his share of kerosene during the winter 
months, for our studies lasted until late in the evening.) 

I began to visualize other pictures: I walked by a store 
where I bought some sugar-coated animal crackers. There 
is no question in my mind that I was a "sucker" then, for 
the merchant used to unload on me his damaged goods. What 
is more, he made me eat them right in his store in order 
to cover up the evidence. Yes, I was an "easy mark," for later 
in life I was "trimmed" by some wise fellows of McKeesport, 
Pennsylvania, during an oil and gas boom, and still later, 
by clever Wall Streeters. 

I passed other places, too, which meant very much to me. 
Yes, Zeimelis played an important part in my young life! 
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In the afternoon, I walked down to Mikelajunas brick 
windmill to photograph it. The old miller recognized me. 
After a short visit, a prominent citizen of the town drove my 
cousin and me to the second miller, Zederstein, an old friend 
of the family. Before parting, he, too, posed before the 
camera with his windmill in the background. 

On the way back I stopped at the railroad station, which 
is located near the Mikelajunas flour mill. This railroad, a 
narrow gauge, was built during the World War. The station 
master spoke to us in Russian, and told us there was but 
one train in and out daily. On Mondays and Thursdays, the 
weekly market days, however, they ran two trains. This line 
starts at Zeimelis and runs through Krukai to Joniski, where 
it connects with the main trunk line. At night the one 
wooden passenger coach is lighted with two candles at each 
end, and two bare wooden benches run the lengthways 
of the car to accommodate the passengers. 

I visited a peasant family, old friends, near the railroad 
station. The mother complained that her son had not turned 
out to be the preacher she hoped him to be. During the 
course of our conversation she complained about his over-
indulgence in liquor. The son, she said, believed in keeping 
the distilleries working twenty-four hours a day as his father 
had before him, thus neglecting their land. The mother was 
a strong and active member in the anti-liquor movement of 
Lithuania. And I don't blame her at all! 

Ponas (Mr.) Ozelo, my former Russian teacher, had be-
come a land toiler on his father's farm when the schools 
stopped teaching the Russian language. His brother, who was 
a secretary in the county offices, became an officer in the 
Lithuanian army. Another one of the intelligentsia, a former 
secretary in the Selsko (a sort of a Tammany job holder) 
and an assistant in my father's law offices, had become a 
saloon keeper. (No doubt, many Tammanites will be glad 
to become saloon keepers, bartenders or what have you, when 
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LaGuardia gets busy "cleaning house.") There were dozens 
of stories of this sort, and I was stopped a dozen times every 
day with them. 

While building a new concrete sidewalk in front of his 
house, an old man complained of the new laws and the radi-
cal changes they were forced to make in town. He was very 
much against the change. In his case it was true that "it is 
hard to teach old dogs new tricks." One of the richest land-
owners had sold out all of his land—before the World War 
—and kept just his house and a small garden for his own 
use. The town's only watchmaker and jeweler had become 
a grocer. As he explained it to me, most of his business in 
pre-war days had come from Courland (Latvia), the Latvian 
border which is but a couple of miles out of town. The war, 
however, had cut off his business so much that he had decided 
to sell necessities instead of luxuries. 

Lippe Milunski's old foundation which had been built in 
my boyhood days was still in good condition and was still 
waiting for the house to be built on it. The old gentleman 
recognized me and told me that his oldest son, who had 
sent him money some twenty years before to build that foun-
dation, had come from South Africa to visit him in the spring 
of 1914 wanting to build the house and present it to him. 
But soon after, the World War broke out and he had been 
drafted into the Russian army. Before long the sad report 
came that he had been killed on the German front. Thus the 
son was unable to fulfill his promise. Life's disappointments! 

The inside of the post office has been entirely remodeled 
and rearranged to suit the new government. The town's 
only telephone pay station is located there. Ponas Bullis, a 
prominent citizen of the town, has become mail carrier. 
The young Lithuanian postmaster was very friendly to me. 
He presented me with some Lithuanian cancelled stamps, 
perhaps thinking that I had acquired the stamp collecting 
hobby. He suggested that American post offices should put 
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the names of their respective towns on registered mail stamps 
just below the word registered, as is customary in Lithuania. 
This procedure, he said, would help to dispatch mail faster. 
And as a reminder he used his metal stamp on my notebook. 

The town's only bank was located diagonally across from 
the post office on the second floor over a general store. This 
bank was organized with the help of The Joint Distribution 
Committee of New York City. The former poorest boy in 
town, and now either the first or second richest man, was 
one of the bank's directors. Another director had two of 
his daughters clerk there. One of them told me that they 
didn't keep much money in their iron safe but sent their 
deposits by bus to another bank in Siauliai, the county seat. 
Was that a warning—or what? 

While passing Zaikas' corner, I at once remembered an 
incident which was much—very much—registered in my boy-
hood mind. I had climbed over a high fence to release a 
white goat (Zeimelis was then famous for its goats and for 
miles and miles around a native was nicknamed "Zeimelis' 
goat") which was caught by Mr. Zaikas and held for ransom 
until the full amount of the damages to his fresh vegetables 
in the back yard was paid. When I finally released the ani-
mal I had to suffer mentally, for Mr. Zaikas had tied me on 
to the post with the same rope, to teach me a good lesson 
not to meddle in someone else's affairs. And it most cer-
tainly did! 

The bus was owned by "Richman" Zohns' youngest son-
in-law, who also owned a grocery store and had the exclu-
sive house for the dispensation of liquor. The bus makes a 
round trip every day to Siauliai, charging six litas each way. 
A driver-mechanic travels with the owner regularly. In the 
morning, before starting from the market place, he blows 
his loud horns to attract passengers. 

They still drink water from open wells, I learned, but in 
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most homes they boil it first. At times when I couldn't get 
boiled water, I found that ice cold beer was a good thirst 
quencher. At 4:00 o'clock, as in England, I was invited to 
tea by the apothecary. They owned the only radio in town, 
and I believe they were the only owners of a piano. The 
town's only phonograph was owned by an official in the 
Town Hall, and people, especially the young, would gather 
in his front garden to listen to music in the evenings. With 
no movies, motor cars, dance hall, pool room, and no li-
brary, what else was there left for the young crowd to do 
for entertainment? Only once in a long while did a travel-
ing troupe or movie, either from Kaunas or Riga, come to 
entertain them. 

Store hours throughout Lithuania are controlled by the 
government. In the cities they open at 9:00 and close at 
7:00. In the provinces earlier hours are in effect—8:00 to 
6:00. In my young days stores opened and closed at any hour. 
Now before opening and after closing hours the proprietor 
or proprietress hangs around his shop, hoping against hope 
that something will turn up, that a peasant will blow into 
town to buy a herring, a box of matches, a pint of kero-
sene, a pound of axle grease, or a quarter of a pound of 
sugar. Sometimes their hopes materialize and they violate 
the closing or opening law. When they do, they have some 
member of their family on the lookout for the town's police-
man, who enforces the hours. 

Returning to my hotel after tea I found a traveling sales-
man getting his afternoon nap in my bed—boots and all. 
When I complained to the proprietress, she wondered why 
Americans were so particular. What was I to tell her? 

At the monument maker's I ordered a new stone to mark 
Father's grave. I made out a contract in English, and he 
signed it without question. A separate contract was made out 
with the cement workers to build up the grave. The older 
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one of the two cement contractors, an illiterate man, "signed" 
by placing three zeros at the bottom of the line. He assured 
me that his signature would be all right, for he had signed 
a similar contract with a man from Africa the year before. 
He declared: 

"My signature went further than America. It went to 
Africa and it proved satisfactory!" 

Imagine! 
A trip to the cemetery to look up my father's twenty-

year-old grave. I invited two of the town's elders to show me 
the location. In going through the older part of the ceme-
tery I discovered a monument one hundred and twelve years 
old. For the first time in my life I felt about death without 
any fear or worry. There was a small lake in the cemetery. 
When I asked the oldest man if he knew the origin and the 
purpose of it, he related the following legend. 

A long time ago the public bath house was located near 
the cemetery. One night someone saw a "corpse" taking a 
bath. After that no citizens would risk their lives by going 
there and bathing. So it was decided to make a separate lake 
for the "corpses," and they built the small pond for them. 
When I suddenly turned around I saw a large crowd con-
gregated listening with much interest to the old man's story. 
A couple of young men in the crowd who disbelieved tried 
to contradict him by telling the following story: 

Years ago a "corpse" walked around the cemetery after 
midnight in the summer time. A couple of the town's brav-
est young men went to the cemetery to investigate. They 
lay on the ground waiting to see what would happen, and 
after a time they saw the "corpse," clad in white, approach-
ing. One of them was ready to run like a rabbit but the 
other held him back, and they discovered that the "corpse" 
was a nearby peasant clad in white, who was stealing the 
fresh cut hay. This story, of course, convinced the young 



180 AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

ones, but the older and more superstitious ones believed the 
old man's story. 

On the second day of my stay in Zeimelis I got up at the 
early hour of 3:00 A.M. to see how the town looked lost in 
its slumber. But how disappointed I was! There, people 
don't sleep late. Many of them were already on the Public 
Square engaged in their daily chatter contests. Some of the 
grocers and other storekeepers had removed their shutters 
from the store fronts to do some illegal business by selling 
a pack of cigarettes or a bottle of soda to early departing 
travelers. 

A Russian cart, loaded with wood, creaked through the 
Square. A dog, that had been lying peacefully in the gutter, 
suddenly jumped up and began to bark at the horse of the 
nodding peasant, disturbing his pleasant dreams. He came 
to a complete stop in front of our old house. A woman came 
out and started to bargain over the load of wood. Another 
woman and soon a third one helped her in the bargaining, 
but the peasant held on to his high price. They didn't get 
together on the price (the difference was just one-half a 
litas!); so he drove off to the Public Square. 

In most cases a buyer offers the exact half of the asked 
price. In the afternoon when I crossed the Square again, he 
was still there with his wagon of wood holding out for his 
price. When I asked him why for the sake of one-half a litas 
he would lose a whole day, he retorted: 

"And what will I do tomorrow? I have plenty of time. I 
can wait." 

Evidently he did not believe in Benjamin Franklin's epi-
gram: "Dost thou love life? Then do not squander time, 
for that is the stuff life is made of." 

Time didn't mean anything to this Russian peasant and 
many others of the European slow-geared temperaments. If 
they plan a trip somewhere and don't get to go today, they 
say: 
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"Oh, well, tomorrow is as good a day as today or yester-
day." 

Waste of time has no meaning here. This peasant, like 
many others, knows one thing and that is that a certain num-
ber of days must elapse between his first candle at birth and 
the last candle at death. And what does it matter to him 
just how he occupies himself during those days? The Rus-
sian hates nothing so much as exertion. He will exclaim: 
"Nitchevo!" A comforting word, Nitchevo. It means 
"never mind." He will excuse himself from exertion and 
solution to all problems. Another famous Russian word is 
"Zaftra" (tomorrow). How happy they are to put things 
off until tomorrow! 

I visited a Latvian family on a nearby farm just a little 
out of town who were old friends of ours. I was treated with 
their own orchard fruits. Then they invited me as the honor 
guest into their parlor. I answered all sorts of questions 
about myself and the family in America, at least as well as 
my limited Latvian would permit me. On the whole, never 
in all my summer travels did I meet any more friendly 
peasants than I met there. My courage grew, and I decided 
to extend my travels through Lithuania. 

It had been some time since I had seen a nice looking 
automobile. But one day I noticed a big car on the Public 
Square. From a distance it looked like a high-priced car. 
When I came closer to it I couldn't believe my own eyes, and 
I had to look at the name plate on the radiator. It was a low-
priced car, a new model, all polished and shined up. The 
chauffeur had a hard time keeping the curious urchins away 
from it. 

"Why, this is the second car to come through town this 
week!" exclaimed a young boy with an unwashed face. 

"No, it's the third!" contradicted another, whose ears had 
been pulled by the chauffeur for leaving his finger marks 
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on the polished nickel. "The first one was when the Ameri-
can came in town Sunday. The second one was the car 
that came from Joniski to take the doctor to attend to a 
farmer's wife, and this is the third. Isn't that correct?" 

"That's right," was the combined cry. The week was 
young yet. It was only Tuesday, and they hoped Other cars 
would come through. 

The owner of the car was a young dry goods and woolen 
salesman from Kaunas. He called on the local merchants 
to sell them their fall and winter goods. I thought here was 
a fine chance to travel. Where? Anywhere 1 I asked the chauf-
feur for his itinerary, but he refused to give it to me, say-
ing that his master would do that. 

I set out to look for the master and found him in Israel-
son's store selling them their fall supply of woolens. I waited 
until they were through transacting business and asked the 
salesman if I might travel along with them. At first he ob-
jected, but Mr. Israelson soon influenced him. He con-
sented and accepted the proposition. 

Arriving at the hotel and not finding anyone but the maid, 
I was unable to pay my bill. Soon the proprietress rushed 
in, however, as news of arrivals or departures like wildfire 
spreads very quickly. She was unable to make change; so she 
trusted me with the amount. They consider all Americans 
honest people 1 

Then I almost disappointed friends who had prepared 
lunch for us. When we were a short way out of town I told 
Mr. Kaplan, the salesman, of my luncheon appointment. He 
was kind enough to accommodate me and turned back. The 
natives were surprised to see how quickly an American can 
eat. 

We were off! 
After a few days of rambling I came back on a bus. 
When I unloaded my baggage I noticed that one of the 
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leather suitcases was damaged badly, as it had not been tied 
tightly enough to the top of the bus and had moved around 
in transit. The owner of the bus had insisted at the begin-
ning of the trip that I also put my Gladstone bag on top, 
as it occupied much space inside. I refused to part with it, 
for I had all my valuables in it which money could not re-
place in case of a loss. The baggage insurance in general was 
very limited. A young man was kind enough to inconven-
ience himself a little on account of my Gladstone bag, and 
it stayed inside. I was doubly thankful when I looked at my 
damaged case. 

Standing again in the middle of the Public Square with 
my baggage around me, I remained undecided whether to 
go back to the same "hotel" or not. I feared that some other 
traveling salesman might again have taken an afternoon 
nap in my bed. I was ready to take a chance at another one 
of the inns when suddenly a relative of the hotel proprietress 
came over to me and changed my mind. He assured me of the 
strictest privacy during this stay. 

After dinner I set out for a walk towards the railroad 
station to see the ten o'clock train off. There I met the female 
medical personnel—the doctor, dentist, and apothecary. Two 
couples, who were there also at the time and who craved ex-
citement, stretched a young lady out on the narrow gauge 
railroad tracks letting her imagine that the train was soon 
to run over her and then letting a "hero" rescue her. What 
a hero! How else could they paint the town red? 

Early next morning I was off to the synagogue to attend 
Sabbath service. I was asked by the President to occupy the 
most honored seat in the first row next to the Rabbi, but I 
declined with thanks saying that I preferred to occupy the 
seat in the third row where my father had worshipped. It 
was customary to announce a donation from the pulpit. Be-
fore the Cantor "broadcasted" it, I noticed the eyes of the 
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congregation focused on me. When he finally announced my 
contribution, I knew by the smiles and nods that they were 
pleased with the amount. Before the services were over one 
of the most prominent citizens of the town said that the 
President could have given me all the honors for the amount 
the congregation received. And when I tried to tell them 
that it wasn't necessary to honor me as much as they did, 
they said Americans were too modest. 

So that is that! 
In the afternoon I was invited for tea at so many places 

that I didn't know where to begin. However, I managed to 
accept three different invitations during the day. At each of 
these three places many of the neighbors congregated to 
listen in. At one place I never suspected that they had two 
daughters of marriageable age. T o most of the native and 
naive girls every American young man is both a millionaire 
and a gentleman who would make an ideal husband. 

"Never judge the wine by the bottle." 
In the afternoon a former public school classmate of mine 

came to invite me to his wedding. I was surprised to see how 
serious in life he was and how balanced he had become. He 
was a land owner and tilled the soil himself. Early the next 
morning he drove me out to his farm and with much pride 
pointed out the advantages of farm life. 

That same day the mail carrier, Mr. Bullis, who was also 
the telephone and telegram messenger boy, came over to me 
while I was engulfed in the ever-curious crowd on the Public 
Square and told me that I had a telephone call from Riga 
from a long-lost aunt. I had had to wait twenty years for the 
chance of speaking over a telephone in my native town! 

Although not strong on telephones, Zeimelis, like many 
other Lithuanian towns, is more or less Americanized. They 
have learned to eat American canned goods and dried Cali-
fornia fruits; they use American gas and oil; some of the 
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youths study the English language; and they read American 
newspapers and magazines, wear some American-made 
clothes, and carry American books around from house to 
house. Lithuania, so it seemed, had much in common with 
America. 

My younger cousin, who served in the army at Siauliai 
arrived in town Sunday evening. He brought with him the 
cheering news that the army had won the football game, 
and because of that he had been extended another three 
days' leave of absence. He was so happy over the victory that 
he jumped off the moving "Samovar" (narrow gauge train) 
and jumped on again. Would I believe it? He was one of 
the four passengers on the train arriving in town! 

Early next morning we drove out to visit Mr. Julius Jeb-
lensky, a Philadelphian, whom I met the week before at 
Joniski, a few miles away. We were received with kindness 
and grace. 

"So glad to see you!" welcomed the hostess in English, 
when we were introduced by her American visitor, and with 
a smile—one of the smiles that I cannot attempt describing-
she invited all of us for lunch. 

I don't know if it is the right thing to do to talk about 
a friend's lunch, but what is a fellow-scribbler going to do 
about more material? Well, here it goes: 

Lunch began with a round of Krupnikas and imported 
liquor. Then came broiled chicken, home-grown vegetables, 
and sweet and sour home-baked rye bread. I must admit that 
I enjoyed the meal immensely. The ride and perhaps the 
liquor enticed the appetite. After the meal was over I learned 
of another Lithuanian custom. The guest rises from the 
table first, and warmly shakes the hand of the hostess, thank-
ing her for her hospitality. "When in Lithuania, do as the 
Lithuanians do." 

In the orchard we snapped some pictures with the apple 
trees in the background. Mr. Jeblensky regretted his ina-
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bility to buy a camera in Zeimelis or in the other small 
towns. He missed a camera very much throughout his travels 
saying his trip was not complete without one. "A trip with-
out a camera is like a meal without Krupnikas," said the 
hostess. And who would disagree with her! 

Returning to town I found it too uncomfortable to ride 
in the springless buggy on the cobblestones; so I walked. 
While walking, I discovered that my shoes needed repairs. 
I stopped in a leather store, inquiring where I could find a 
good cobbler to repair them. They sold me half soles and 
heels first as was customary there, and then directed me to 
a cobbler. 

When I entered the cobbler's home, I found him busily 
engaged in a card game. He preferred playing cards to work, 
he said, since this was his day of rest. Not wanting to use my 
two-tone—black and white—shoes in the dreary weather I 
had to look for another cobbler. I was directed to one out 
of town, the son of the town's only glazier. He was not at 
home. The mother asked me to wait awhile, and wrapping 
an old well-worn woolen shawl around her shoulders, set 
out to find her son. A full half hour passed before she re-
turned with him. In the meantime the father entertained 
me by relating his war experiences. 

The young man got busy at his workbench, which was 
located in the corner of the combined kitchen, dining room, 
and parlor. He informed me that I had overpaid on the ma-
terial, especially on the heels; he could have bought them 
and saved me at least a litas (io0). He advised me in the 
future not to buy leather, but to let the cobbler do it. He 
sharpened his knife on a strop many times, but even then it 
refused to cut the leather freely. He discovered that he didn't 
have enough tools; so he had to go out and borrow them 
from another cobbler. What else could I do but wait? In 
another corner of the room an old woman was taking her 
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afternoon nap on a box. The big clay oven separated this 
room from their sleeping quarters. 

"Where do you run around to?" The mother demanded an 
explanation from her son, who returned with the needed 
tools. She, of course, was ignorant of the fact that he was 
out on an important errand this time. Again he took off his 
coat and put on his apron. I remarked that the coat was of 
American make. 

"Sure," replied the mother. "If it wasn't for America we 
would have starved to death long ago. Can we live on what 
we get for one pair of half soles the boy attaches a week? 
My husband is old and sick now. Some days when he feels 
better he goes to the nearby villages to install a little window 
pane, but he doesn't earn much. The country people of today 
are more economical. They take their own measure, buy the 
glass in town, and install it themselves. How is a glazier going 
to live? 

"America," she continued, "is our life saver. I am thank-
ful to the Lord that our relatives in America are able to help 
us financially." And she walked off to the other corner 
where she busied herself peeling potatoes and dissecting her-
rings for supper. 

While the young man was attaching the half soles on my 
shoes, I sat wearing a pair of old shoes, serving as slippers. 
The glazier suggested that I buy a pair of American-made 
shoes which his sister had sent him from Baltimore. I would 
have bought them had they been of my size, but they were 
far, far too narrow. Here is a tip to Americans who wish to 
send clothes to their relatives in Lithuania. If you must make 
a mistake in the size of the clothes, especially shoes, let the 
mistake be in bigness rather than in smallness! They don't 
seem to mind. 

The woman invited me to have a herring supper, but I 
had to decline the kind offer. I had other arrangements made 
for that dinner. She told me that in her younger days she 
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used to bake bread for my family to help her husband with 
the family income. No doubt, she told me that with the hope 
of arousing my sense of sympathy. She was worried about 
financial conditions in America. She was one hundred litasr— 
a half year's rent—in arrears. 

Her talk, too, drifted to their bitter war experiences. She 
didn't suspect that her husband had already related them 
to me. They had to start anew when they came back after 
the war, she said, for their household goods were burned 
in a wooden freight car while in transit. 

The son, in the meantime, punched holes in the soles one 
at a time with his hand awl and drove in his wooden pegs. 
He must have worked about an hour on the three close 
rows of holes, filling them with pegs. It wasn't easy for him 
to trim around the soles with his dull knife. He ran out of 
nails, too, and in order to attach the heels he gathered what 
thin long nails he could find in his box of rusty ones. They 
were too long; so he cut them in half and skillfully straight-
ened out the crooked ones. 

"If I only got two or three jobs like yours a weekl" he 
exclaimed. "How happy I would be. It would enable me to 
buy some necessary tools and supplies." 

The mother substantiated her son's statement when she 
said: 

"You see, my son is not lazy. He wants to work if he can 
only get it." 

He wanted to know how American cobblers repaired 
shoes. I hadn't the heart to tell him that they repaired shoes 
with modern machinery in less time than it took him to 
straighten out a crooked nail and cut it in half. He com-
pleted the job in about two hours. Then the mother cleaned 
the shoes and polished them. 

"If I only got two or three jobs a week, etc.," echoed in 
my ears when I put them on my feet. 

When I paid the young man for the job, I realized that 
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he was more than pleased, for he escorted me back to town. 
Such is a cobbler's life in Lithuanial 
When I returned from the cobbler's, I was just in time 

for the dinner previously arranged. Not knowing that the 
chicken had been prepared the Friday before and kept with-
out refrigeration or ice in a cellar three days, I ate it. I 
didn't suspect that anything was wrong until about eleven 
o'clock that night. 

I became nauseatingly ill. It was not until 4:00 A.M. that 
I succeeded in attracting the landlady's attention. Then she 
went off for the doctor (or is it doctoress?). The landlady 
admitted that she had heard knocks on the door but thought 
that the washwoman had come too early. 

The doctor, with whom I had talked only the evening be-
fore, did not believe my landlady for a while. She thought 
perhaps that I was playing a joke on her. However, she 
finally came and relieved me partly of my suffering. My 
fever ran high, and I was unable to sleep; so she ordered me 
to remain in bed for at least a few days. 

While lying in bed a disagreeable thought flashed through 
my mind: "Supposing—supposing I should die here in this 
town. Must I pay such a high price for the privilege of visit-
ing my native town?" I hated to die before my trip was 
completed, for I wanted to bring to America a description 
of the old home town. After that, I figured I could die 
happy. And, sure enough, fate reserved my end for another 
day. I got well on the fifth day. 

On my sickbed I discovered all my real friends. They 
came visiting me. Among them was a blind man who came 
to "see" me twice. The first time he found me asleep and 
so he came later. Once I was out on the street my real friends 
again cordially greeted me, and were happy to see me well 
again. 

I was, I'm sorry to say, unable to attend my former class-
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mate's wedding which took place during my illness, at 
Siauliai. However, I was happy to attend the homecoming 
reception which was held at the bride's home. 

Soon the day approached when I was scheduled to leave. 
Long before I had learned that the pleasure of European 
traveling increases in direct proportion with the decrease of 
baggage. In consequence I gave away the surplus of my ward-
robe to some needy families. I left only what I needed most 
on the balance of the trip. 

As I said before, Lithuanian people are geared too slowly 
for the American temperament. They think if they don't do 
a thing today, tomorrow will do just as well. And they'll bar-
gain for anything! The reason the concrete cemetery workers 
from Siauliai had not arrived at the time arranged was be-
cause they had been bargaining with the bus owner for a 
lower fare, I learned. The monument maker also bargained 
with the bus owner for delivering the markers. They came 
many days later than the contract called for, but how could 
I have helped it? 

At last one evening, they did arrive. They were unable to 
deliver the stones to the cemetery with the bus and had to 
transfer them into a farm wagon. The kind Mr. Ozelo, whose 
farm bordered the cemetery, made the transfer. When he 
found out whose stones they were, he refused to accept pay. 
But I insisted, and he changed his attitude. 

The monument maker and concrete workers started to 
work at dawn. They had an ideal day to complete their task, 
and at noon the job was completed and the monument un-
veiled. I paid the contractor, sub-contractor, and bus driver. 
A committee came to the cemetery to collect for the privi-
lege of erecting the tombstone. They also asked for the He-
brew School, congregation, and other public institutions. 
The spokesman did not miss the opportunity of telling me 
that my father was buried at the highest, most honored, place 
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on the cemetery, near the grave where the old Bibles were 
resting. (I remember how in 1905 before rebuilding the syna-
gogue, they buried all the old and worn-out Bibles.) How 
could I have refused them? Indeed, I hope I satisfied them 
all. 

I ordered the town's photographer to take a picture of 
the monument towards evening, and to go in an indirect 
way in order not to attract too much attention. He informed 
me that the town's people gossiped about the amount that 
I overpaid. Perhaps I did overpay, say twenty-five or even 
fifty per cent above normal prices. But what else could be 
expected of an American who had to put up a monument 
for his father and did not have too much time to lose in 
dickering? Well, I was satisfied that they had made a good 
job, and to that everybody agreed, so the price really didn't 
matter much. 

With the tombstone erected, I considered my visit to 
Zeimelis at end. The last evening I spent with friends. I 
walked around the town again with the medical personnel 
until late that night. 

I got up the next morning very early to get the train for 
Joniski, where I was again to meet Mr. Kaplan and ramble 
through provincial Lithuania. I was eager to get into the 
provinces and see the life of the people and country in all 
its natural phases. It would enable me to get direct con-
tact with the people, thereby getting experiences of great 
value in appraising life in the newborn Republic. 

On the train I met an ex-clerk in Father's law offices. The 
other passenger was a farmer who also knew us well. Out of 
town the engineer stopped on a wooden bridge near a stream 
to water his iron horse. The engineer and conductor, who 
were the entire crew, put a long hose down to the creek and 
pumped the water into the engine. This little engine trav-
eled at a speed of about twenty-five kilometers an hour at its 
height. Along the road a bus kept up with us for a long time, 
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the passengers waving at us until they disappeared in the 
forest. 

Thus in the early dawn I bade farewell to my native town. 
Indeed, I left it with a heavy heart knowing that perhaps 
I'd never come again. 



CHAPTER X 

RAMBLING THROUGH PROVINCIAL LITHUANIA 

AS soon as I arrived at Joniski, I again set out with Mr. 
L \ Kaplan for Linkuva. The same picture of peasants 

A . and their frightened horses was to be seen. A double 
team upset a wagon into a deep ditch as we passed, and 
near one village, when the cattle suddenly heard the oncom-
ing motor they ran loose and wild into the unfenced grain 
fields. The poor farmers must have thought: 

"Who wants such 'devils' as automobiles? For years we 
have lived without them, without trouble. Now look at this!" 

I wanted to take a picture of the excited cattle, and the 
more excited farmers but discovered that I had run out of 
films. It was then I learned that in Lithuania's small towns 
no films are sold. One must order them from Kaunas, Siau-
liai, or Panevezys. 

In Linkuva, to which we came our first day out, they were 
preparing for the yearly market (fair). Some of the canvas-
covered stands were up; some were in the making. The pro-
prietress of a dry goods store where Mr. Kaplan transacted 
business invited me to stay there until after the fair. 

Very soon, as usual, a crowd of curious people came over 
to ask me how the other half of the world (America) was 
getting along. But this time I had to cut the long conversa-
tion short, for too soon Mr. Kaplan was ready to depart for 
Pasvintinys. 

On the way there we had an unpleasant experience with 
a "wild" cow, for she chased our automobile, horns down 
and tail up. We were unable to speed over the rough coun-

t s 



194 AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 
try road, and the cow was able to keep up with us. The chauf-
feur, as well as the salesman, grew uneasy. They were afraid 
she would damage the car or puncture a tire with her sharp 
pointed horns. 

We tried to get rid of the cow, but she stubbornly fol-
lowed on. Shortly after that a farmer came running breath-
lessly to our rescue and explained why the cow was nervous 
and wild. Her calf had been taken away from her and sold 
to a local butcher the day before, he said! He and his helper 
then united their efforts and declared war on the cow. While 
they were busy conducting the war, we had a swell chance 
to make our get-away. And we did! 

Entering Pasvitinys for the first time in my life, I was 
thoroughly disappointed. The thatched log-cabins and houses 
resembled a village more than a town. But while the sales-
man was busy selling his goods, I called on a family to con-
vey regards from their son in America. Her son seemed rich, 
the mother said. She wanted to know what kind of a "stock" 
her son bought for five hundred dollars. "Does it at least 
have a golden handle for that much money?" "What kind 
of a stock could it be that cost so much?" the majority of 
the family asked (in Yiddish, a "stock" is a "walking cane"!) 

The youngest girl claimed to have seen me when I came 
through Joniskelis from Panevezys, where she was visiting 
her future sister-in-law. I was invited to the wedding, which 
was to take place in about a month. Again curious neighbors 
gathered. When they heard of my intention of visiting Vil-
nius, they advised me not to do so. Why? It was "dangerous," 
they said mysteriously. 

Our conversation drifted from one subject to another 
until we touched the military service. 

"Here in Lithuania every young man must serve his coun-
try when he reaches the age of twenty-one," declared one 
member of the family. "They have increased the service, too, 
from twelve to eighteen months." 
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"How do they serve in America?" inquired another. 
I explained to them that in America there is no compul-

sory military service. Only during the World War was it 
compulsory. 

"What!" exploded one of the group, as if he didn't be-
lieve me. Again I repeated and said that no one in America 
has to go to military service if he doesn't care to. 

"Don't they have an army in America?" demanded a young 
fellow who was enjoying himself over a herring and black 
rye bread. 

"We most certainly have an army," I informed, "but they 
are not conscripted. They are hired just as you hire a store 
clerk or a chauffeur." 

"Didn't I tell you America was the golden land?" voiced 
an old man. 

"And the American government PAYS young men for serv-
ing in the army?" was the bewildered question of one of the 
other young men. 

"Certainly," I replied, perhaps with a tone of superiority. 
They shook their heads in bewilderment. 
"Military service has been the curse," an old woman with 

a heavy woolen shawl on her shoulders put in. "In their 
younger days they play as soldiers just for fun. And when 
they grow up they become militarists, and then they shoot 
with real bullets. And later who suffers? We women, of 
course!" She most certainly was sold on the American song: 
"I Didn't Raise My Boy T o Be A Soldier." 

I explained to them that Uncle Sam had no trouble in 
getting the necessary young men to join and serve in the 
army, navy, and marines, and that they are paid fairly for 
their services. 

The room, a combination of kitchen, dining room, and 
parlor, was full of curiosity seekers. One of the newcomers 
wanted to know how much the trip from America cost me. 
Another saved me the trouble of answering when he said: 
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"That trip could easily be made for one hundred dollars. 
I sent two of my sons to America years ago, and it cost me 
only fifty dollars for both of them." 

I certainly enjoyed listening to them, but the pleasure was 
interrupted when the chauffeur came to advise me that his 
master was through transacting business with the Levensons, 
and that we were ready to go. 

Before I left, the mother showed me the younger daughter's 
bedroom where one bed had a high pile of the fat square 
pillows which are a part of every Lithuanian girl's dowry. 
Was that an indirect inducement? I wonder! 

On the way out of the house, a neighbor woman directed 
a question to the other: 

"Did the American convey to you a 'live' regard" (with 
dollars) ? 

Mr. Kaplan made another stop on the Public Square. 
When his customer heard that an American traveled with 
him he invited all of us in for tea. The proprietor asked me 
to find a long-lost friend of his somewhere in America. He 
didn't have the address. How could I help him? Indeed, I 
didn't know. 

Around the tea table upstairs, the whole family and neigh-
bors congregated. The host related that another American, 
who had been visiting his parents in a nearby village the 
summer before, had told him that people in America buy 
and sell dogs just the same as we buy and sell woolens. He 
asked me to confirm the statement. 

"They certainly do," I replied. And the crowd of natives 
laughed heartily. "The idea of buying dogs!" they roared 
in laughter. 

"But I can't understand why they must buy them," the 
merchant put in. 

"How else would they get one if they didn't buy it?" I 
asked. 

"That's easy!" explained the puzzled merchant. "When 
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you want a dog all you have to do is tell some peasant and 
he will bring it to you. Easy enough, eh?" 

I informed them that people in America, especially in the 
big cities, do not come in close contact with farmers. 

"Here in Lithuania," said the merchant, "we have so many 
dogs offered to us free daily that nobody cares to take them 
and many puppies have to be drowned." 

"It's a great life for dogs in America," one of the natives 
offered as his opinion. 

We finally left Pasvitinys for Joniskis to arrive there at 
about 10:00 P.M. We stopped at a hotel where the combined 
lobby and dining room was crowded with guests. This lobby 
also served as a bus station, and many of the people were 
waiting for the midnight bus. We were assured that there 
were enough lodging accommodations for all of us. 

The proprietress ordered the maid to prepare supper for 
all of us. We dined royally on scrambled eggs, white rolls, 
butter, home-made strawberry jam and tea. They served 
six scrambled eggs to the person. In general that was cus-
tomary, I learned. They wondered why I preferred the black 
peasant rye bread. 

A young man, who was waiting for the bus, wanted to 
know how much of a dowry he'd get if he would marry an 
American girl. Throughout Lithuania, as well as in other 
parts of Europe, I was frequently approached on this sub-
ject. Men over there do not marry women so much as they 
do the woman's money or property. 

The proprietress, a young woman from Riga, whose hus-
band was in Africa, considered herself a city person far 
superior to the travelers and peasants whom she served, 
though she was friendly to all of us. Before we finished eat-
ing supper some curious people managed somehow to find 
out that an American was there, and they crowded in to 
shower me with their usual questions. 

I thought that if this questioning by unlettered and un-
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traveled people kept up much longer, I would save my lungs 
and time by having cards printed and handing them out. 
They would read as follows: 

A. America is not a village, town, or a city, but a conti-
nent with forty-eight states and three territories. 

B. I don't know your son, daughter, brother, sister, or other 
relatives. And if I knew them, it would be impossible for 
me to see them, because American cities are so big and so 
scattered that I would have to spend many years visiting 
them and conveying your regards. The population of the 
United States is over one hundred and twenty-three million, 
about sixty times greater than the population of Lithuania. 

C. New York City alone has as many people as Lithuania, 
Latvia, Estonia and Finland combined. You can see that 
it is not so easy to convey regards in New York City as some 
of you imagine. 

D. American girls and boys don't marry for money; they 
don't believe in dowries. 

E. America is not located below the ocean. And a ship does 
not "swim," but sail. 

F. People in America are no different than in Europe when 
it comes to religion. They have synagogues and churches to 
attend if they care to. Catholics, Protestants, and Jews are 
on friendly terms. The Church is divorced from the State. 

G. A stock market is not only a place to make money but 
also a place to lose it. 

H. Any young man, who qualifies, can enter the army or 
navy in America, get paid for his services and stay there as 
long as he wishes—even a lifetime, which many of them do. 

I. I don't know how soon Uncle Sam will again put up 
his "Welcome!" sign to enable you to migrate to America. 

After dodging a hundred or so questioners I went to bed. 
Mr. Kaplan and I were assigned to room number one, the 
honor room, while my cousin and the chauffeur had room 
number three. A few minutes before 1:00 A.M. all the elec-
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trie lights were dimmed, a warning that soon they would be 
out. They flashed on and off three times and then went out 
for the night. Not until eight in the morning would they 
come on again. 

We didn't sleep much that night, and left the hotel to 
start on our way earlier than we expected. I had to part with 
my cousin here, for his vacation was almost up and he had 
to go back the next day. 

My cousin forgot to mail his postcard. I couldn't help but 
read it. Imagine what he wrote! 

"I have toured the WORLD," he began to pour out his 
heart. "I've been in Pusalotas, Joniskelis, Linkuva, Zeimelis, 
Krukai, Joniskis, Pasvitinys, and Siauliai. Love to all." 

Now he was happy to be returning home after his "world 
cruise." Indeed, it must have seemed to him quite as long 
and strange. 

The bright early morning sun put pep into all of us. 
After filling up the tank with American gas from the town's 
only gasoline station on the Public Square, we were off to 
Zagare. I was glad of the opportunity to see the real Lithu-
ania. While driving through a village I noticed a sign on a 
general store, which read: "Pastos Agentura" (postal 
agency). If my memory serves me right, a postal agency is 
paid ten per cent of the intake. 

Arriving at Zagare, we came to a full stop on the Market 
Place. While the salesman was busy selling his goods, I 
conversed with the natives. The need for a camera was great 
here, but I was out of films. A boy of about twelve ap-
proached me offering his services as a guide, porter, or mes-
senger. He was clad in rags, in shoes without soles, and a 
much-used cap covered his long bushy hair. He was the first 
one on the Public Square to greet me. I mentioned to him 
that I was out of films; so he walked with me to several 
stores, but without results. The photographers and store-
keepers informed me that they could get the films in a day. 
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Returning to the car without films, I flipped him a coin 
and discharged him. But he did not care to be dismissed so 
soon. He reminded me that I needed a shave, and that I 
might want to go to a barber shop. I will admit that I needed 
a shave; so I let him guide me to a "good" barber shop, as 
he assured me that he would. On the way I was informed by 
the boy that if I was not entirely satisfied with the services 
I need not pay the barber, and what's more, I could have 
him arrested for false pretense. An unusually brave and 
clever boy! 

Nearing the barber shop we passed another shop. The 
young barber with a ready tongue and his assistants roundly 
cursed the boy and wished him "short years" for robbing 
the trade and pulling customers from the Public Square to 
his sister's shop. Then I learned that my barber would be a 
SHE. I hesitated to let a female shave me. Indeed, I had 
passed them up on State Street in Chicago, in Brooklyn and 
in Berlin. And now to let one shave me in a small Lithu-
anian town! Did I have to come to Zagare for that? 

Entering the shop the boy said: 
"I know who you are. You're an American journalist, 

come here to describe the 'wise' of Zagare." 
When I asked him on what ground he based his state-

ment, he replied: 
"I saw you write in a block notebook." Enough evidence, 

eh? 
According to this boy all a journalist needs is a "block 

note." But it is not so simple. Irvin S. Cobb, the eminent 
writer, says that a journalist needs three things: "A pencil, 
paper, and ideas." And ideas at times are the journalist's 
concrete wall. 

I didn't care to give the unkind competitors a chance to 
laugh at the female barber, so, gathering my courage, I de-
cided to go through with the operation even if she did 
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"butcher" me. A smiling young lady stepped out from be-
hind the white curtain which partitioned the anteroom. She 
greeted me very pleasantly, put on her striped apron, sharp-
ened a razor, washed her hands with soap and water, applied 
a strong alcoholic solution to them, and indicated that she 
was ready to perform her duty. 

Watching the procedure I began to lose confidence, and 
I thought of sneaking out somehow. But on second thought 
I wasn't so sure that the other barbers would be any better. 

The well-worn barber chair was as nervous as I was, I 
guess, for it squeaked under me whenever I moved. By this 
time I had stretched myself out like a log in the antique 
chair. A little barrel was used as a foot rest. Here is how the 
operation started: 

She smeared the ice cold lather on my Adam's apple with 
a practically hairless brush. I was scared to death and I was 
sorry that I had not sneaked out. Words fail me in attempt-
ing to describe the lathering. No American who is used to 
getting real shaves in fine barber shops can form a concep-
tion of what I went through. She daubed the lather from 
ear to ear and on my nose. I let her torture me in that man-
ner, hoping that such a procedure would be easier on her 
razor. Next came a cold towel. 

With a sigh of regret at the job before her, she started for 
no reason at all, to shave me on the left side first. Then all 
of a sudden she changed her mind and turned my head 
around so that she could work on the right, leaving spots on 
the left side. Then before she finished me on either side she 
tackled the chin, the hardest part of all. Just when the razor 
was under my chin and near my Adam's apple, she inquired: 
"Is the razor all right?" I couldn't even answer until she 
shifted it to the side, and then I had to lie, saying that it was 
fine. What else was there left for me to say? Do you think 
I'm crazy? Was I glad after the operationl 
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I decided that no woman would ever again shave me. 
Perhaps I would let them cut my hair, but shaving? No sirl 
It's a man's job! AND HOW WELL I KNOW IT! 

Looking in the mirror I noticed that she had left out part 
of my chin. But who cared? I wasn't going to take another 
chance in that shivering chair unless I was forced to. The 
boy must have noticed my "damaged" face, for he disap-
peared, fearing perhaps that I might carry out my part of 
the agreement and take him to the police station. 

I asked her how long she had been a barber. "Six years," 
was her unhesitating reply. I was convinced that she mis-
stated, however, for she was only eighteen. Before I left the 
shop the boy appeared again. He was clever enough to hint 
indirectly for another tip by praising other Americans who 
had tipped him very liberally. 

Once I was out on the outside, the "gang" from the com-
petitor's shop were waiting for me and invited me in to 
razz the female barber. And they had plenty of razzberries! 

The first thing they asked me was how much she charged 
me for the shave, and not waiting for a reply one of them 
tried to guess by asking if it was one-half a litas. 

"Hey, look!" exclaimed another. "Why, she butchered 
you up right and lef t" And he brought over a mirror to 
convince me. 

"You can have her arrested for that," advised another one. 
"Who goes there?" volunteered the third of the barbers. 

"No one but the drunken peasants!" 
"They go there!" ironically declared the first speaker. 

"They go, but not until the old man, her father, pulls them • ,, 
in. 

"Do you know who her father is?" one of them added. 
"He is a recruit catcher for money." 

"If a peasant offers him a herring with a box of matches, 
he will not only give a haircut and shave but also eau-de-
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cologne, shampoo and head shaves," informed the owner. 
While these barbers and their friends were pouring out 

their bitter hearts to me concerning the "dirty" competitor 
whom I had patronized, a customer opened the door half-way, 
keeping one foot inside and one out asked: 

"How much do you charge for a shave TODAY?" (I won-
dered if prices, like the money exchange, fluctuated.) 

"A half a litas," was the barber's reply. 
"With or without eau-de-cologne?" inquired the customer. 
"Not unless you bargain," retorted the frank barber. 
The deal was closed with eau-de-cologne. 
Such is barber life and barber competition in Zagare. No 

wonder the boy said "the wise of Zagare!" 
Next to the barber shops was a little store in which the 

proprietor stood discussing world "politics" with the crowd 
of idlers. I informed him that I wanted to see a pair of 
Pastalas (peasant slippers). 

"You don't need them. Why bother me?" replied the "am-
bitious" storekeeper, remaining glued to his chair. 

"Maybe he needs them for a farm hand," voiced a "poli-
tician." 

But he still didn't care to give up his soft seat to try and 
make a sale. So, out I went, finally to buy a pair from an 
ambitious woman who called me in and who put the sale 
money in her apron pocket (no cash registers or tills). 

When I related to the woman that I had tried to buy the 
slippers at the other place, she sarcastically retorted: 

"A fine place to buy Pastalas from that Slure" (a worn-
out shoe). 

What a compliment! 
I learned that in Zagare the natives have a new way of 

stalling off their creditors. When Mr. Kaplan insisted on 
getting part payment on a past due bill—fourteen months 
old, a dry goods proprietress exclaimed: 



25?o AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 

"Can't you see that this town is as dead as a cemetery! 
Try and collect money from tombstones. We are evaporat-
ing like camphor!" 

She proved that she was honest, too, for she offered to 
return all the merchandise, which was, quite literally, un-
touched. 

"If you are going to push us, you will crumble us like 
eggshells," she concluded. 

The salesman granted her an extension. 
At two o'clock we went over to the town's only restau-

rant for lunch. After walking up the dark stairway and 
reaching the kitchen, the proprietress exclaimed: 

"Eat! Now? It's too late! Lunch is over!" 
"Can't we get something?" the salesman asked. 
"What will you have?" she inquired. 
"Anything." 
"You like herring?" 
"Yes." 
"Eggs?" 
"Yes." 
She got her woolen shawl, though it was summer, wrapped 

it around her shoulders, and went to the market to buy 
our lunch. At least a half hour elapsed before she returned. 
Then she got busy in the kitchen, cutting up the herring. 
Then she stopped to ask if we wanted onions and vinegar. 
When our reply was "Yes" she again started to don her 
woolen shawl, but we stopped her. We weren't going to 
waste the balance of the afternoon waiting. 

"How do you like this for 'hurry up'?" inquired Mr. Kap-
lan, in fair English. 

Mr. Kaplan invited a customer's three girls for an auto-
mobile ride, which was a great treat to them. That ride, as 
I was later told by Mr. Kaplan, was a good investment, for 
he gained and held the customer's good will. 
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We set out with them for Akmene. On the road we passed 
two high school girls with their special fraternity caps read-
ing as they walked. An old woman sat on the edge of the 
road, knitting some woolen hosiery while she watched a goat 
which grazed in the deep ditch. 

The chauffeur pointed out the hills which the Germans 
had crossed during the World War. Further up the road a 
shepherd clad in a sheepskin coat sat among his flock on 
the hillside waving, perhaps at us. 

The sun was on its way towards the western horizon when 
we entered the town of Akmene. The first greeting or recep-
tion we had was from an old woman who cried: 

"Go and take a bath. The bath is ready!" 
Here, as in other smaller Lithuanian towns and villages, 

they have Town Criers who announce the weekly public 
baths and other important doings. This reminded me of 
the town crier in Zeimelis in my younger days. He was a 
little black bearded man with a strong voice, who not only 
announced the weekly bath, but also called most of the 
citizens early in the morning for prayers. (Alarm clocks 
were unknown then.) 

The chauffeur informed the woman that he didn't need 
a bath, for "He" came from Kaunas. She left us shrugging 
her shoulders, perhaps wondering how Kaunas people could 
get along without baths. 

A friendly young man, the son of the leading merchant 
of the town, guided us around to the places of interest. The 
first place was a grocery store where I had the chance to meet 
an ex-American who returned to his native land when Lithu-
ania got its independence. This peasant was glad of the 
chance to meet another American. 

Next he took us to the church yard. An old priest was 
buried at the entrance. The natives honored this faithful 
spiritual leader, who had served them for thirty years and 
was one of the original builders of that church. 
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We walked a good distance out of town before we stopped 
at a farm house. The lady in front of the house greeted us 
in Latvian. This farm bordered on Latvia. We were invited 
to the front porch. Fresh cool water was served to quench 
our thirst, and in addition we were treated with cherries. 
Then we were led into the guest room as honor guests. 
Here again I had to answer many questions about America 
and its customs. 

In the kitchen a youth sat on the pressed mud floor wind-
ing a rope out of flax. When he heard that an American was 
in the group, he came into the guest room to listen in. He-
wanted to know if it was true that during the American heat 
waves eggs could be fried on sidewalks. "How can people 
live in such a climate?" he wanted to know. 

A light rain started, and we decided to cut our visit short. 
We didn't care to travel over the muddy highways at night 
while it was raining. Returning to Zagare to discharge our 
passengers—the three girls—we found that the sun had gone 
down, was ready to retire, and the croaking of frogs could 
be heard. Twilight faded to dark evening. Far off the reflec-
tion of a camp fire lighted up the sky. Just as we entered 
town, a couple of youths on bicycles passed us, and we almost 
ran into a peasant girl with but one shoe who was chasing 
a couple of cows from the highway. 

After dinner with the girls' parents, they, especially the 
mother, invited us to stay overnight, but we had to decline 
the invitation. Mr. Kaplan had to cover more territory, and 
we decided to travel at night. 

We left Zagare at 9:30 P.M. for Kursenai. The drizzle 
turned into a heavy rain. The car began to zig-zag on the 
yellow mud highway which much resembled our West Vir-
ginia farm roads. Most of the time, as a safety measure, we 
drove in second gear. At 11:00 we came to a fork in the 
road. There were no signs and we didn't know which way 
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to turn. We waited for awhile, hoping that someone would 
come along to direct us, but we waited in vain. 

It was decided to take one of the roads, and as usual it 
turned out to be the wrong one. We were thus informed at 
a farm house several miles beyond the fork after the chauf-
feur had thrown his spotlight against a window and blown 
the horn. The farmer opened the upper window, and in a 
friendly manner directed us the right way. The road we 
were on was not wide enough for us to turn around, and 
we almost landed in the ditch in backing. However, the skill 
of the chauffeur prevented a serious accident, and we drove 
on further up the road. 

We passed two carts with single horses traveling at a snail's 
pace, the drivers sound asleep in the uncovered wagons. 
They used burlap sacks to shelter them from the rain. The 
kind and courteous chauffeur dimmed the lights and slowed 
the motor in passing so as not to frighten the horses. Along 
the road we saw Lithuanian border customs guards, armed 
with rifles watching the Latvian border. They certainly were 
on the jobl 

It was after midnight when we arrived in Kursenai. We 
didn't see any hotel signs. How strange and foreign every-
thing seemed to me. None of us knew where a hotel was 
located; so we knocked at one house which looked as though 
it might be a hotel. If it isn't, we thought, perhaps they will 
direct us. 

We, in some parts of America, might well take lessons in 
hospitality from the Lithuanians. Imagine a Lithuanian arriv-
ing at night at such an ungodly hour, let us say in a village 
in rural West Virginia, and knocking on a stranger's door 
to ask for lodging or to be directed to a hotel! The villager 
might direct the stranger to a place to stay, but he would 
not consider it his duty to trouble himself in seeing that 
the stranger found the place. This was not the case with the 
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Lithuanian citizen in this town. He had a different idea of 
practicing the "Welcome Stranger!" slogan. He got in our 
car and took personal charge of us at once. He led the way 
through dark narrow streets up a hill and said: 

"Here you are. This is the hotel. You men remain in the 
car out of the rain while I wake them up." 

It wasn't an easy task to wake up a sleepy inn keeper, but 
after many healthy blows on the wooden shutters and door 
our guide got results. A young woman with a kerosene lamp 
came to the door and set the lamp on a window sill. After 
a few minutes of peering, she opened the door and told us 
to drive the car into the shed and carry our luggage inside. 

The kind guide didn't leave us even then. He considered 
that his job was not entirely completed until he had bar-
gained in a friendly manner with the proprietress over the 
price of the lodging. After the deal was made, he was ready 
to leave in the rain for his home. He refused to accept our 
offer to drive him down, saying that he didn't want to trou-
ble us, but after convincing him that it was no trouble, he 
accepted. He said: 

"I only did my duty in welcoming strangers." 
That is pure Lithuanian hospitality! 
When we returned to the hotel, the proprietress gathered 

our passports, locked them up, and showed us to our rooms. 
The chauffeur's snoring across the hall convinced me that 
he was enjoying his much needed rest. 

Up at the late hour of 8:30 A.M. Mr. Kaplan was kind 
enough not to disturb me until that hour, even though he 
got up at 7:00. I certainly enjoyed my sleep that night, for 
I was exhausted from the long slow ride in the bad weather. 
At the breakfast table, the proprietress informed us that 
the night before a "criminal" had tried to get lodging over-
night, but that he had had no passport, and she, of course, 
had turned him down. She was bewildered when she learned 
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that in America people don't need passports, not even in 
hotels. Then she remarked that America was a "free" coun-
t r y . 

Mr. Kaplan did a good business that day, and he tickled 
my vanity by saying that it was on my account, that I had 
brought him luck. One of the merchants, after transacting 
business, invited the salesman and me for a swim in the 
river which was not far from the Market Place. We all 
walked down, taking linens along. Bathing suits had not 
invaded this town nor the other Lithuanian provincial towns 
I came through. The natives get along quite well without 
them. A delicious lunch was served after the swim. And how 
tasty it wasl 

The chauffeur had a hard time keeping the curious street 
urchins away from his automobile. The more he chased them 
away the more anxious were they to get near the car, if only 
to touch a fender, or the radiator. The merchant's little girl 
cried that she wanted to stay in the car. When her mother 
told her that by getting in the car we would take her to 
America, she agreed even to that. She became glued to the 
inside of the car, and the only way they were able to get 
her out was a threat by her mother that in order to get to 
America she would have to cross a big, big river. 

An agricultural school had been built on the land for-
merly owned by Count Gruzinski. I was thus informed by 
the chauffeur on the way to Vieksniai. We stopped along the 
road at a farm house to get water and cherries. Two peddlers 
came along carrying a basket full of shoe laces, needles, 
thread, buttons, pins, five and ten cent perfume, soap, matches, 
and other kinds of notions. They looked like walking five 
and ten cent stores. They informed us that the demand for 
their merchandise was very low, but that here and there 
they made a sale amounting to a litas or two. 

They further stated that the farmers along the road had 
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been kind to them. If they didn't buy anything they would 
give them a loaf of bread, milk, fruits, or vegetables. With 
the free provisions they got, they had no trouble getting along 
in the summer time. But "winter is coming," they sighed. 
One of the peddlers said that he wouldn't risk his life in an 
automobile not even for one hundred litas. Would we be-
lieve him? 

At Vieksniai we stopped on the Public Square near the 
public water pump. While we were puniping water for the 
car and ourselves, a big crowd of what seemed to me idlers 
gathered. The salesman didn't lose any time, and he got 
busy with his samples while I talked with the curious 
natives. 

One of the crowd told me that he had an idea for a per-
petual motion motor. T o him this idea was new. He further 
informed me that he had gone to a lot of expense traveling 
to and from Kaunas trying to get in touch with the English 
writer who had finally written a letter for him to the Edison 
Company about the invention. They told him that he should 
build a small model and send it on; only then would they 
advance him any money. 

That this man had a mechanical mind there was no ques-
tion. He later invited me to his house and showed me some 
of his home-made tables, chairs, clothes presses and other 
wooden antiques. He wanted to know if I would find a mar-
ket for his products in America. How could one man please 
them all? 

Another man wanted to know what he should do with 
his three sons since he couldn't send them to America, the 
quota being filled for years to come. Africa had just closed 
its gates, too, he said, and in Canada the sons had no one 
to make a connection with. 

Could I help him engineer a way to bring his sons to 
America? America was dear to his heart, especially since his 
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neighbor's sons, who had gone before the war, had become 
successful. T o him, and to many other Lithuanians, America 
is the get-rich-quick land. 

A young woman who had a beer agency invited me with 
much pride to inspect her modern bottling and cold storage 
plant. With much enthusiasm she declared: 

"I don't have to think of sending my sons to America or 
Africa. We work and earn a nice livelihood. Our America 
is right here." She invited me to snap a picture of her plant. 

A variety store on the Square bore an illustrated sign in 
the window with the following items: Socks, handkerchiefs, 
neckties, collars, combs, knives, forks, spoons, tobacco 
pouches, cigar and cigarette holders. I purposely stepped in-
side and bought a pair of socks. Then I was convinced that 
the man hadn't left out a single item on that sign. 

A cap manufacturer, a one-man concern on the Public 
Square, informed me that he turned out work for two hun-
dred and forty litas a week, making him a net weekly profit 
of forty litas. A manufacturer's license cost him sixty litas 
per year. He was paying twenty litas a week for the privilege 
of being his own boss, for he had formerly earned sixty litas 
a week working for another manufacturer. 

"How much does an American cap manufacturer earn a 
week?" he asked eagerly. 

Near the pump on the Market Place there was a wooden 
tower where the fire hose was dried. An old gentleman who 
was ready to mail two letters to America asked me to take 
them along and save him a litas (a big sum) in postage. I 
advised him to part with that sum and mail them, for they 
would get there much quicker than I would; with my couple 
of months of travel ahead of me. 

The gross sales of the local grocers, one of them informed 
me, was thirty-five litas a day and seventy-five litas on busy 
market days. He paid a fine of fifty litas for not having a 
regular book to enter his gross sales. In the grocery stores 
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they don't handle herrings with their bare fingers as they 
used to but have a stick with a nail attached to it which 
serves as a fork. Grocery stores also sell nails. Here, unlike 
in America, they use only square nails. 

I sat on the running board of the car in the middle of the 
Public Square waiting for something new to turn up. And 
I was not disappointed. A husky man pushed through the 
throng and addressed me in English. 

"Do you want to exchange dollars for litas? I can help 
you out." He pulled out a roll of Lithuanian currency and 
was ready to peel it off. I was sorry to inform him that I 
didn't need his services. Then he told me that he had been 
in New York years before working as a bartender on lower 
East Side. He reminded me that in those days in New York 
a real meal, consisting of fish, meat, and beer, cost only 
fifteen cents. 

He was anxious to know how the American people stood 
for such a "foolish" thing as prohibition. I had to admit to 
him that the law was not enforced, that people did not re-
spect it, and there was no scarcity of liquor at the jacked-up 
prices. 

"They took the saloon away from the corner and moved 
it either to a basement or an upstairs apartment and changed 
the name to 'speakeasy.' That's the only difference," I in-
formed him. 

He said that it took him a long time to get used to living 
in a low-ceilinged, brick-floored, whitewashed log cabin 
after living in a modern New York home. 

"What!" his wife exclaimed as I was led into his house. 
"You are an American! How I miss the summer days at 
Coney Island," she sighed. "Those days are gone forever for 
us, I guess. We can't go back." 

"Last year," she went on, as I enjoyed the specially pre-
pared herring and rye bread, "another man from New York 
City visited us. He too enjoyed the black rye bread so much 
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that he took a small loaf along with him." And she wanted 
to know if I would be interested in doing likewise. But as 
much as I would have liked to, I was unable to accept the 
kind offer; I had a long journey ahead of me before reaching 
America. 



CHAPTER XI 

MORE OF PROVINCIAL LITHUANIA 

MAZEIKIAI was our next stop. This town borders 
on Latvia, and it was the first town at which I 
was able to buy films for my cameras. The general 

character of the town convinced at least one tourist that 
progressive people lived there. A lot of new homes replaced 
the old ones which had been destroyed during the World 
War. The main street was much wider than any of the other 
towns I passed through. New and modern shops were to be 
seen, too. We stopped at a hotel where the rooms were big 
and clean, and there was exceptionally good service. Nor 
did I have to bargain here, for the rates quoted were rea-
sonable. 

While the car rested on the Public Square, some urchins 
thought it would be much fun to inscribe their initials on 
the hood and fender. But when the mechanic-chauffeur 
caught two of them and began to rub and stretch their ears 
they began to realize that there was to be no fun of that 
sort after all. 

In the evening we attended a movie. The admission was 
two litas for first class, in seats located in the rear; a litas 
and a half for second class, the middle rows; and three-fourths 
of a litas for the third class in the front rows. There was a 
few minutes' intermission after each act, and a bell rang 
before the start of each act. It was an American silent movie 
with Lithuanian, Russian, and German sub-titles. Ameri-
can movies are very popular in Lithuania. The town's uni-
formed policeman kept order at the entrance, and the inevi-

214 
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table fireman with an axe and rope over his shoulders was 
also there in case of fire. 

I had an early start next morning in order to get ac-
quainted with the town. 

In a grocery store where I bought some Lithuanian candy 
to send home, the woman somehow recognized me as an 
American. She spoke to her husband in a language that I 
understood, advising him not to give me any business infor-
mation, as I might report it to their American sons, who 
would then stop sending them financial aid. As if I had 
nothing else to do! 

Very soon a man who claimed to be from Panevezys en-
tered the store and approached me for a donation. He 
explained that he was gathering money for his daughter's 
dowry. The bigger the dowry he got, he informed me, the 
bigger demand there would be for her. 

"Maybe you will give me a couple of hundred dollars," 
he said, in what I believe was in all seriousness. 

I explained to him that I wasn't John D. Rockefeller, and 
that I was unable to part with a couple of hundred dollars 
that easily. He finally came down and said that he wouldn't 
consider an American donation of less than ten dollars. 
Imagine! 

There was no scarcity of queer people there, too. 
"Do you know who I am?" shouted another man, pushing 

through the crowd towards me. "I am a singer. You should 
hear me sing; then you will have something to write about!" 

By this time the crowd had grown so large, however, that 
he refused to give me a sample of his singing in the store. 
He suggested that he come up to my hotel room and sing 
for me. 

On the way to the hotel he asked me if I had had lunch, 
and when I replied in the negative, he exclaimed: 

"That's fine! Then I'll have a chance to eat with you, 
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won't I? You know a singer before he starts singing must 
'dampen' his throat." 

We stopped at a beer-hall. He was not a sponger, for he 
only ordered a herring, rye bread, and a bottle of beer, and 
the expense of "wetting" his throat set me back only one 
litas. 

I'm not much of a critic on singers and music. But to me 
he seemed to sing fairly well; so I complimented him. Then 
he insisted that I take his picture and write in to the Ameri-
can papers, letting them know that a precious jewel, as he 
termed it, was lying in the Lithuanian mud. He wanted to 
know if I would lend him traveling expenses to America, 
too, in case I'd find him a place there. He was willing to 
give me a guarantee and a contract on his income. T o sell 
me the idea he further assured me that, 

"For years tailors, cobblers, teamsters, tinsmiths, and 
others have migrated to America and made good, and why 
shouldn't I?" 

The thought of procuring a visa never entered his mind. 
Of course, I didn't care to becloud his clear horizon by rais-
ing this uncomfortable question. And who would! 

Back on the street several young men with gold teeth— 
a sign of better days—wished to know how soon the Ameri-
can brides, who were on their way to Lithuania and of 
whom they had read in the papers, would arrive. They said 
that they were ready to "marry" (sell themselves) to the 
highest bidders. Too, they showered me with questions as 
to the eight-hour day, military service, the amount of money 
I spent on this trip, my income, and many other personal 
and impersonal questions. 

"Stay here over the week end," suggested one of the young 
storekeepers, also with a full mouth of gold teeth, "you will 
get enough copy in this town to write an exclusive book." 
But I decided against even that alluring prospect. 

We reached Seda before sunset. Here we stopped on the 
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Market Place for a supply of gasoline and oil. In a few 
seconds we had a curious crowd. The chauffeur informed 
them that an American journalist was traveling in his car 
and if they had any news to report I would oblige them. 
The skeptical spokesman asked for proof. Figuring that I 
might get some interesting information I handed him my 
letter from the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. He could have held 
that letter right side up and known no more of its contents 
than a man who tried to read it sideways, but he examined 
it closely and then turned it over to another man who 
glanced at it and put his stamp of approval on it, too. I had 
gained their confidence, and they were ready to "spill the 
beans." 

He told me the story of a youth who had tried to crash 
the gates of the local movie house. But the door man had 
nabbed him, and in trying to remove him had seriously 
injured the youth's eye. He wanted to know if I would wait 
or come back and describe the trial. They were willing to 
tell more of the town's news but decided not to when one 
of them "whispered" that "you never know who you are 
talking to." 

Kalvarija was our next stop. The salesman was too late to 
do business there, as the stores were all closed, and so he 
decided to drive on to the town of Plunge where we agreed 
to stay overnight. 

We stopped at Plunge's only hotel where the proprietress' 
two pretty daughters waited on us at dinner. 

After dinner we motored around town hoping to get 
some news. We drove around the park, which had formerly 
been the private garden of a wealthy landowner, stopping 
now and again to chat with loiterers. They, as well as their 
guests, asked me numerous questions. They all had relatives 
or acquaintances in America and were eager to hear any 
news. I tried to answer all imaginable questions. I could 
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have made excellent use of my proposed card on that party! 
But I did my best-

Early next morning we were off for Raseiniai. In this 
part of the country the peasants were still wearing wooden 
shoes. The district is known as Zemaiciai (Lowland), a forest 
country, and it is famous for its wooden-ware. 

We stopped at Rietavas for gasoline and oil and were 
supplied also with an American brand. Between Laukuva 
and Kaltinenai the muddy road was so slippery that we had 
to go uphill in low gear, and not until we had backed up 
three times did we succeed in getting to the top. Along the 
road, barefooted women and children clad in sheepskin 
coats were picking berries. When a four horse team hitched 
abreast approached us, we had to get out of their way, so 
narrow was the road. The thatched roofs on log cabins, the 
weather beaten crucifixes along the road, and the farm 
fences made of twigs reminded me constantly that I was 
traveling through Lithuania and not through rural West 
Virginia, even though the trees and brush were much the 
same. 

We arrived at Nemaksciai at noon. The town was dec-
orated with flags, fresh tree branches, and flowers in prepara-
tion for a procession. 

Indeed, we were forced to wait on the main street until 
after the procession. Every inch of the main street was 
crowded with curious onlookers. 

Leaving Nemaksciai we had to detour over a swampy field. 
It was the first time in our travels that we got stuck in the 
mud, but our skillful chauffeur managed to get us out 
again. On the way we met a funeral procession so large that 
it almost crowded us off the road; nine mourners sat on 
top of the coffin in the horse-drawn wagon! 

We arrived at Raseiniai in early afternoon where we had 
a combination breakfast and lunch. The salesman didn't 
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have much time to lose, and, like the ever-in-a-hurry Ameri-
can, left soon after the meal; so I saw little of this quaint 
city. 

We had been driving along over the improved road very 
nicely for about an hour when the motor suddenly stalled. 
The chauffeur, seeking to show his mechanical skill, got 
busy and detached the radiator, fan, and other motor parts 
to try to locate the engine trouble. He tinkered with every-
thing but the right thing, or, at least, so it seemed to me. 
He ignored my suggestion that he examine the carburation 
lines, for I suspected the trouble might be there. "No-No-No!" 
he insisted. So, I thought: 

"Well, if he wants the pleasure of dissecting the car, I 
won't interfere." Besides it gave me a chance to walk across 
a nearby field and engage in a conversation with the peas-
ants who, with their semi-primitive tools, were working 
there. Before I walked off I asked him to blow the horn 
when he was ready. 

An old farmer, evidently at the head of the gang, greeted 
me in a friendly manner. He soon laid down the hand 
scythe with which he was cutting grain. His helpers, men 
and women and the water boy, no doubt welcomed the 
chance of an extra rest, and they too dropped their tools 
and sat down in the field. He suggested to the water boy 
that he offer me a drink of cold water. Then he wanted 
to know if there was anything he could help us with. I in-
formed him that our chauffeur was trying to locate the motor 
trouble and that no doubt he would. He invited my com-
panions and me to spend the week end (Saturday) as his 
honor guests, but I had to decline his kind offer. I ex-
plained that if I had my own car I most certainly would 
have welcomed the chance. 

From the short distance I could hear the chauffeur ham-
mering away at the car as if he were building a new one. 
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One of the peasant women, evidently a farm hand, wanted 
to know if American women worked as hard as she did. 
She had been hoping to migrate to America where wages 
were high, hours short, and people enjoyed life, she said. 
"But how can one save on three litas a day?" 

This statement was too much for the old man, however, 
and he exclaimed: 

"In America people really work. They don't loaf around 
as they do here, and that's why they become richl" 

The rest period was soon over and he got up, the others 
following him. The men got busy cutting, and the women 
followed them tying the grain in bundles. All of the work 
was done by hand, and while he worked the farmer com-
plained that the low price of grain prevented him from 
buying modern farm implements. He wondered why the 
bakers got such high prices for bread while the price of wheat 
remained low. In parting he again invited me to visit him 
on my next trip to Lithuania. 

After the mechanic had labored for a couple of hours, he 
succeeded in getting the car started. When we left all the 
peasants waved their scythes at us until we were lost from 
view. Our happiness at being on our way again didn't last 
long, however, for the car came to a forced stop again after 
we had ridden but a few miles. Evening was approaching, 
and our chauffeur-mechanic was as much puzzled then as 
he was in the beginning. 

An old woman of seventy-eight years came past as we sat 
there, stopped, and then asked for permission to sit down 
on the running board of the car. Not only did Mr. Kaplan 
permit her to sit on the running board, but he invited her 
to get inside of the car and rest. When she got inside, she 
knelt down and said a prayer, thanking the Lord for letting 
her live long enough to sit in a motor car. She offered us 
some of the cherries she had in her basket as reciprocity. 
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She was coming from Airiogala, she said, where she had 
witnessed the procession, and was on her way to visit her 
daughter. We were only too sorry that we were unable to 
give her a lift, for she left on foot long before we got started. 

Before leaving she told us that a son-in-law of hers who 
had worked in the hard coal mines around Scranton (Penn-
sylvania) had been killed there a few years before. How could 
she help her widowed daughter since she didn't hear from 
her? She was worried for fear her daughter had less bread 
over there than she had at home. When her son-in-law was 
living he used to write, the old woman said, that he worked 
like a "devil" but fared and dressed like a "king." She 
wanted me to convey regards to her daughter, but she didn't 
have the address with her and couldn't even remember the 
coal mining town where she lived. How could I help her 
indeed? 

At 6:15 P.M. the chauffeur-mechanic was still trying to find 
the lost "chord." A herd of cattle we had passed at 1 :oo passed 
us then. By 7:30 he was still engaged in trying to find the 
cause of the car's failure. We became uneasy and decided to 
call out a mechanic from Kaunas some thirty kilometers 
away, but to my disappointment I was informed that there 
was no telephone service after 7:00 P.M. from the nearby 
village. 

A peasant with his double team came by. He stopped, 
offering us his help, and after a short conference, we decided 
to let him tow us in to his farm some ten kilometers away 
for the price of the ten litas which he asked. 

The chauffeur-mechanic still believed that he could repair 
the car very soon, but we persuaded him to give up the 
task and let the farmer tow us in. The sun had left us long 
ago and had traveled its way far beyond the western horizon. 
We let him tie the car to the rear of his wagon and thus 
traveled towards his farm at a snail's pace. 
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While our car was being towed towards the farm house, 
we attracted much attention on the road, especially among 
the younger generation. T o them the towing of a horseless 
carriage by horses was indeed an unusual sight! 

"I'll treat you very nicely," he assured us before he started. 
"We don't see Americans every day." Reaching the farm in 
the dark his wife greeted him impatiently. So he explained 
to her the cause of his delay at great length. He unhitched 
the horses, offering to let Us ride them to the farm house 
some distance away from the highway. But my companion 
and I decided to walk, for we were inexperienced horse-
back riders. The chauffeur remained in the car. When we 
entered their dark log cabin, the woman got busy trying 
to light the kerosene lamp, but she discovered that she had 
no matches. I had plenty of them in the car, and it meant 
another walk—at least a mile, but there was nothing else 
to do. 

On the way to the car I remembered a can of Sprotai 
(smoked sardines) which I had bought in Panevezys and 

dragged around throughout my journey. I was loaded with 
our own advertising book matches, as well as some from 
the steamer, and I presented them to the farmer and his 
wife much to their delight. Small book matches in Lithuania 
sold for four for a litas, they said. A large sum to a Lithu-
anian farmer! 

They thanked me very much for those matches. When I 
told them that such books of matches were given away free 
in America, they refused to believe me. As soon as the farmer 
got through scratching his head he exclaimed: 

"Someone told me last year that America was a free land, 
but he never said that they went as far as all that!" 

The small kerosene lamp gave just about enough light 
for us to see where we were. I noticed that the farmer's 
quarters consisted of the one big room and a kitchen which 
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was separated from this combined bedroom-parlor-living 
room by a large clay oven. 

That we were hungry there was no question, for we had 
only had our light combination breakfast and luncheon 
that day; so the farmer's wife prepared a supper for us of 
milk, cheese, eggs, and good tasty black peasant bread. A 
lunch was carried to the chauffeur so he could eat in the 
car while watching it, too. The can of Sprotai remained 
unopened, for we had no can opener. The farmer finally 
used a pocket knife, however, and managed to chop it open. 
No sooner had he opened it than he began sampling and 
praising it. My traveling companion suggested that I let the 
farmer and his wife finish it, as evidently they hadn't eaten 
any fish for a long time. 

But, "You are our guests!" exclaimed the woman and she 
brought us in some white bread, a delicacy she had prepared 
for their Sunday dinner. 

Mr. Kaplan's tactics proved worthy, however, for the can 
of Sprotai most certainly gained more of their good will 
for us, and the farmer's wife invited us for the lawn fete 
which was to take place the following Sunday evening. 

The neighbors soon came to pay their respects. One old 
man was thoroughly disappointed because he thought Amer-
icans looked different than other people in general. The 
farmers were happy people in these parts, or at least, so it 
seemed to me. They had plenty of food and other necessi-
ties and none expressed a desire to migrate to America. 
These Lithuanian farmers are self-supporting. They have 
their own grain, flour, cattle, meat, fruit, butter, eggs, cheese, 
chickens, and flax, which represent their income. What com-
modities they don't need they sell or exchange in the cities. 

When the friendly neighbors began to leave, the question 
of housing the guests overnight came up. They were ready 
to prepare a place for all of us, but we saved them the 
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trouble by indicating that we preferred to sleep out doors. 
The chauffeur decided to sleep folded like a jack-knife in 
the hay barn. Mr. Kaplan and I chose the car, as the front 
seat turned over. The farmers escorted us to the car and 
bade us goodnight. No sooner had the natives disappeared 
than a dog shoved its head through the half open door, 
as if he wanted, too, to learn the visitors' identity. He left 
without comment. Soon after that we decided to lock the 
doors and open the windshield for air. * 

At dawn we again heard the chauffeur-mechanic hammer-
ing at the car. We knew that we couldn't expect him to finish 
the job before the day was over, however, and so we decided 
to leave for Kaunas on the bus. 

The farmer came over to invite us to the house for break-
fast. A basin of cold water, soap, and clean home-made linen 
towels awaited us. Even a tooth brush had been laid down 
for us. Not wanting to hurt her feelings, I didn't even use 
my own tooth brush from my overnight bag as I had in-
tended. We, as well as the household, seated ourselves at 
the long wooden home-made table on the long wooden 
backless benches in readiness for breakfast. A steaming samo-
var furnished the tea, and Krupnikas (Lithuanian home-
made liquor) furnished the spirit. The farmers wanted to 
know if we had Krupnikas in America. We settled our bill, 
which was very reasonable, and my companion and I got 
ready for the early bus to Kaunas. The chauffeur had more 
pep after breakfast, and his hammering was much healthier. 
He was determined to stay there until he repaired the car, 
he insisted. And he did! 

At 7:15 A.M. we left with the bus. All along the road 
peasants and their families were driving to church in their 
carts. At noon we arrived at the capital. In a Droshka I went 
to the Hotel Lithuania. When I paid the driver, I discovered 
that my money was melting. I told the hotel manager, Mr. 
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Borstas, and he not only extended me credit but also lent 
me enough cash to get along on until I cabled home. A lot 
of mail had accumulated for me, and with high spirits I went 
down to the hotel dining room for lunch. 

At 2:00 P.M. Mr. Kaplan phoned to say that he had sent 
a mechanic out from the best Kaunas garage to help the 
chauffeur put the car in order. In the evening he phoned 
again that even those two mechanics couldn't fix it, and 
so they had had to tow it all the way, about thirty kilo-
meters. 

I am thankful to Mr. Kaplan for his accommodation and 
friendliness. He went far in his kindness with me. He lent 
me cash when I was short (anyone else will run short of 
travel expenses if he tries as I did to see the world on a 
dime!) What's more, he even refused to accept my share 
of the car expenses. If that is not another example of Lithu-
anian hospitality, I don't know what else it is! 

When I stopped in J. Dimensteinas' store to get more 
films, he was eager to know what impression my provincial 
travels had made upon me. He was sure that I had seen some 
interesting things. 

When I went back to the hotel, I discovered there, a 
negro troupe of forty, who, originating in Harlem, New 
York, but maintaining European headquarters in Paris, had 
come to Kaunas for a three-day performance. Mr. Douglas, 
their manager, informed me that he had remained in Europe 
ever since the war. He was worried about the gate receipts, 
for his expenses had been nine thousand litas in bringing 
his players and advertising the show. I thought I'd help 
him out and went that night. Tickets sold for seven litas. 
When a woman was informed the price at the ticket office, 
she exclaimed: 

"Why so much? I don't want to see the show. I don't 
understand negro language. I just want to see what they 
look like." 
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A man stepped out of his turn in the waiting line and 
forced his way up to the front to buy a ticket. "Only a 
Fascisti will do that," protested a man in the long line, 
and he advised him to go to Italy where he belonged. Such 
a fight soon started that even standing room was at a pre-
mium, but when the police arrived the "curtain" dropped. 

That the natives enjoyed the musical spectacle there was 
no question, for they crowded the Summer Theatre at all 
three performances. They even begged the manager to stay 
over but he couldn't. Contracts with theatres in Riga (Lat-
via) , Reval (Estonia), and Helsingsfors (Finland), had 
been signed and had to be fulfilled. Wherever the negroes 
went, crowds of the curious followed them. 

Still another illustration of the fact that in Europe an 
American is known as a "money bag" is shown by this 
little incident. When I walked into a fruit store to buy some 
oranges, the proprietress' little boy exclaimed: 

"Mama, here comes the Dollaren!" 
Here is more evidence. 
One day I overheard the following talk in the City Park, 

too, between a Lithuanian and American woman: 
"If you will bring your daughter, I will guarantee to get 

the best young man in town for five thousand dollars for 
her." 

Imagine 1 
At random I picked up the following items: Automobile 

tags have a government seal so one can't transfer a set of 
plates from one car to another. Telegrams are not put in 
envelopes as in America, but sealed at the folded end with 
a sticker. The highest automobile tag number I saw in 
Kaunas was 407. I saw two men who couldn't lift a stone 
into a wagon at one of the monumental works helped by 
a barefooted peasant woman who did the trick all alone. 
A sign in the front entrance of one of the banks: "We ask 
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you kindly to clean your shoes before entering," and they 
have a brush attached to the steps to do the job. 

At length I began to make preparations to leave. And 
after a couple more days' stay, I left for Siauliai to see my 
younger cousin who was in the military service there. 

I left on the afternoon train. A big crowd filled the wait-
ing room as two trains east and west left about the same 
time. Here, I again met Professor S. Hirsdansky and his 
daughter who were leaving for France to join the rest of 
their family. I presented my Lithuanian credentials and 
was able to buy a train ticket at half rate. 

Now I knew well what to look forward to. Boarding a 
train anywhere in Europe is always a strenuous and excit-
ing affair. The trains seem always to be crowded, and late-
comers have to suffer the consequences. Every passenger was 
loaded with much baggage. When the train pulled in, they 
pushed, shoved, and shouted their way up the narrow car 
steps and into the corridors. However, they were all good 
natured; there was no real violence, and soon everybody 
found places and the turmoil ceased. 

In the third-class coach I saw a family install themselves 
with such a mountain-like load of baggage that they occu-
pied the entire compartment. The head of the family was 
excited and for a long time quarreled with his wife and 
children. He had an eye on the corner near the window 
seat, and without asking permission, he spread himself out 
there. Then the fun began! 

At Radviliskis I changed cars, as part of the train left 
for Panevezys. A fully loaded freight car of cucumbers was 
attached to our train. No wonder the next day they sold 
cucumbers in Siauliai at low "prices. We passed a stream in 
which some boys were fishing and bathing in the nude. 
One of them had netted a bagful. 

From Radviliskis all the way to Siauliai the coach was 
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not crowded. Having the compartment to myself, I lay down. 
For a moment I was frightened, for I suddenly noticed a 
husky guy with stiletto moustache walk past the window 
on the fast moving train. I soon discovered, however, that 
it was the conductor walking on the train's outside running 
board. 

All along the road at the village stations the Sunday 
crowds gathered to watch the train's arrivals and departures. 
I noticed one peasant wearing a pair of slippers made of 
birch bark. We passed another steel tower which had been 
made by the Germans during the late war. Another expen-
sive souvenirl 

I arrived at Siauliai about 7:00 P.M. The first thing I 
noticed was the church steeple which is supposed to be the 
tallest one in Lithuania. It was not the same Siauliai of 
twenty years ago. The streets were much cleaner, and mod-
ern new brick buildings had replaced the old ones which 
were destroyed during the World War. This city, more than 
other Lithuanian cities, suffered during the war. Here Prince 
Lievan and Bermont, Russian Baits, fought to recapture the 
territory from the Lithuanians. 

I found an up-to-date hotel at reasonable prices. I was 
surprised to see the lady hotel clerk grab my suitcases and 
take them right upstairs into my room. I was anxious to get 
out and give the city the once-over before it got dark. I 
passed an old building in which Dr. Zunft, an eye specialist, 
had treated my eyes twenty years before when I was leaving 
for America. I was eager to see the kind doctor, but I was 
informed that he had remained in Russia after the war. On 
the Public Square a canvas stand was being put up for a 
circus which had just come in from Riga. 

Next day a drum in front of this tent announced to the 
crowd that the circus was ready for business. Many street 
urchins crawled under the tent to see the show free (and I 
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was no exception in my boyhood days). But those who 
were caught received a portion of "noodles" (cat-o'-nine-
tails) . They charged an admission of one litas to see this 
"greatest animal show on earth." B'goshI 

This city is the home of the two largest tanneries and the 
second largest shoe factory in Lithuania. I was informed 
that the Lithuanian government took over the tanneries. The 
biggest and oldest synagogue, too, was in the city, but it had 
been partly destroyed during the World War. Now it has 
been rebuilt, however, most of the money being furnished 
by the Frankels of the tanneries. 

Up early Monday morning, market day, to see a little 
different picture as in Kaunas. Peasant women carried 
bundles of straw and hay to their homes on their backs 
after purchasing them. Dry goods peddlers had their goods 
displayed on the cobble-stoned Market Place with many 
customers stooping down to bargain. The second hand man 
with his old tools, horse shoes, and kitchen utensils also 
displayed on the bare cobble-stones. When I snapped his 
picture, he remarked to his neighbor: 

"Americans have money to waste foolishly on pictures." 
But when I thanked a farmer and his wife for the privilege 

of taking their picture he said: 
"We should thank you, not you us for taking the pictures 

and showing them to our American countrymen." 
An ex-American who had become a farmer was busy buy-

ing a wagon and horse. He informed me that he was much 
happier cultivating his native land than digging coal in the 
Western Pennsylvania mines. A curious crowd gathered in 
the local gasoline station to watch air being automatically 
pumped into tires. Would I explain to them how the Ameri-
can machine pumped the air? 

I hired a Droshka and went to visit my cousin at the mili-
tary headquarters a few miles out of town. I was told to 
wait outside the military limits, but I insisted on going 
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in. I wanted to see something new, and I was not disap-
pointed. 

When I arrived at the barracks, I was impressed by the 
cleanliness. I snapped a few pictures of the soldiers and 
the buildings. Very soon I noticed some high military of-
ficials approaching. Nearing me they saluted in military 
fashion. I did not know whether to return the salute or not. 
Major Makulavicius asked me if I had a special permit to 
visit the military grounds. My cousin and' his buddies trem-
bled in fear. But when I showed them my letter of intro-
duction, which had been issued to me by Dr. Turauskas, 
director of the Elta, they read it and left me smiling and 
saluting. 

After they left my cousin rushed over and exclaimed: 
"What a miracle that they didn't arrest you!" When I 
showed him the Elta's letter, he smiled with relief. Then 
he invited me to come along to the military office and ask for 
an extended leave of absence for him. After reading the letter 
over again and listening to my plea, the officials granted 
him three days' leave. My cousin was reminded of the 
coming ball game in which he was to play and promised to 
return in time for the game. The official promised him an-
other extra three days if his team won the game. 

We returned to the city with the same hackman. I had 
hired him by the hour. All along the road I noticed the walls 
blanketed in American fashion with circus advertisements. 
On the driver's passport I noticed the printed Lithuanian 
passport laws: 

"1. Every citizen, male or female, over seventeen years 
of age must have a passport on his person at all times. 

"2. Each citizen is not allowed to have more than one 
passport. 

"3. In cities, towns, villages, or across the border, if one 
is found without a passport, he will be fined 30 litas. 

"4. Anyone caught without a passport and unable to 
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identify himself will be arrested and kept in prison until he 
has been investigated and identified. 

"5. The cost of a passport is three litas. 
"6. Persons who lose their passports must report within 

seven days to the office which issued it, or to the police station 
of his last place of registration. A charge of six litas is made 
for conducting a search. 

"7. Residents of any city who move to another place, 
even those who move from one part of the city to another, 
must report to the police. Rural residents must register pass-
ports when they move from one township to another." 

Since I had been turned down by the justice depart-
ment in Kaunas when I wanted to visit the hard labor 
prison there, I decided to try and visit the county jail here. 
I was informed that as a foreign correspondent I would 
be unable to visit it; so I claimed relationship to one of the 
Zeimelis butchers who was at that time being held for trial 
on a charge of manslaughter. It seems that a meat inspector 
had accidentally fallen in an open well near the butcher's 
slaughter house. 

I was given a special permit on condition that I speak to 
the prisoner in the Lithuanian language, if I spoke at all. 
Armed with the permit I went to the jail. I, as well as other 
visitors, waited at the entrance on the outside for about 
an hour before our turn came. 

There I met the prisoner's wife, who with a basket of 
food and delicacies was awaiting her "next." Many of the 
other visitors had baskets for the prisoners, and I judged 
that the inmates were not satisfied with the prison fare. 
Sharply at 1:00 P.M., the outer gates opened, and we went 
in. Once inside we were inspected and our passports ex-
amined. One woman forgot her passport, and she was told 
by the guard to come back on the next visiting day the 
following week. I was not asked to show my passport; they 
just lifted my special permit. 
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All the bundles, packages, and baskets were examined at 
a long table in the warden's room. Two uniformed guards 
inspected them before turning them over to the respective 
prisoners. Even loaves of bread were cut into bits to see 
whether messages or saws were hidden in the dough. The 
same long knife stirred the jars of milk, jam, melted butter, 
syrup or honey. The shells of hard boiled eggs were broken 
open, and if my memory serves me right the yolks were 
also cut open. Soft boiled eggs were not permitted. Cucum-. 
bers, onions, herrings, and other commodities were carefully 
examined. Packages of tobacco and cigarettes were broken 
open and the contents meticulously scrutinized. Even the 
sheets of cigarette paper were put against an electric light to 
see whether they contained secret messages. The same was 
done with paper and envelopes brought to the prisoners for 
their letter writing. 

The warden censored all the prisoners' letters before de-
livering them. One of the visitors, a peasant woman, brought 
a bottle of medicine for her supposedly sick husband. The 
guard consulted the warden whether or not to permit it. 
The warden replied that the prison had enough doctors, 
nurses, and medicines to take care of ill prisoners, and that 
no outside medicine was permitted. 

The prisoners were brought in two or three at a time 
and about ten or fifteen minutes was given for each visit. 
A heavy mesh wire fence separated the prisoner from the 
visitor, and armed guards listened in on the conversations. 
When the butcher was brought in, a lump came up my 
throat and words failed me. His wife did the talking. He 
protested that he was innocent. When the time was up the 
guards reminded us. I had expressed hope that justice would 
triumph. 

One prisoner was freed while we were there. On his way 
out he reported to the warden that his pocket comb, mirror, 
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and pen knife had not been returned to him. The guard 
looked him up in the register, however, and noted that his 
fortune had not been recorded there. One of the visitors 
remarked to the others that perhaps he had pawned his 
fortune in the beer-hall before he became drunk and was 
imprisoned. 

I left and returned to my hotel. Taking a bath here in this 
hotel was no less an event than in the other places. One 
had to tell the clerk, who in turn informed the maid, who 
told the porter, who finally heated the water. The maid 
brings the linen but not any soap while the clerk issues a 
charge ticket. I don't believe they made much profit on the 
five litas charge, however, considering all the red tape they 
had to go through. 

I left Siauliai without my younger cousin. He had to 
remain for the ball game since they had advanced the sched-
ule a day, but he promised to come out on the train after 
the game. Among the passengers in the bus was an old gen-
tleman who was, I learned, Count Kaiserling, ex-governor 
of St. Petersburg (Leningrad). He got off at Melguzen Hof 
where he now lives. 

Before reaching Joniski, another passenger in the bus 
wanted to know about the "gay white way" in New York 
City. He informed me that he had received a letter from a 
classmate of his living in New York who told him that it 
was so dangerous to cross a street that every time he crossed 
it he considered his life saved. He yearned to see that dan-
gerous white way. Would I describe it to him? 

On this bus I again met Mr. Julius Jeblensky, the Phila-
delphian, whom I visited at his friend's farm near Zeimelis. 
He informed me that farm land prices in Lithuania were 
advancing, for many Americans were returning to their na-
tive country to settle. 

When we slowly passed the post office, it looked as if the 
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whole town had turned out to await the weekly American 
mail, most of them hoping to get a "live" letter. 

When I arrived at the railroad station, a genuine Ameri-
can redcap (more evidence of Americanization) helped me 
with my baggage. This new station and railroad tracks were 
built during the World War, because it shortened the dis-
tance between Siauliai and Riga. There was no baggage 
checking system, and since I had to wait until 4:00 P.M. for 
my train to Riga, I left my baggage in the freight office with 
the agent. With six and one-half hours to wait for the late 
afternoon train (I missed the morning train) and nothing 
to do, I returned to the town again, amid a light drizzle, in 
a coverless Droshka, the only one to be had. 

Here, too, I stopped on the Public Square. It was Monday, 
the first market day of the week. Again I ran into Mr. 
Jeblensky, who invited me to his mother's house. With much 
pride he showed me his present to his aged mother, a new 
log cabin which was then under construction. He was deter-
mined to remain there until the job was completed and 
he had moved his mother into it. Then he considered his 
visit to Lithuania completed. 

I had mentioned to him a strip of land we had left unset-
tled in Zeimelis. I had all the Russian documents with me, 
but needed the advice of an attorney. He suggested that I 
see one, a neighbor of his mother and the son of his former 
employer. Strangely enough the attorney's name was also 
Sacks (Zaksas in Lithuania). 

We didn't find the attorney in his office. He was away 
in Siauliai, attending a trial, the attorney's father, who 
was a grain buyer and sat with a little brass grain scale at 
a table weighing the peasant's grain, informed us. When 
the Philadelphian disclosed his identity, the grain buyer 
was happy that his former employee had made good in Amer-
ica. Mr. Jeblensky invited me for lunch. In the restaurant 
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he introduced me to some of the Joniskis "400." He was 
known and liked there. 

Passing a grocery store on the Market Place, I noticed 
an unusual sign painted on the store's window shutters. 

"We sell: Flour, sugar, salt, hops, barley, tobacco, ciga-
rettes, matches, soap, and herring." 

My visit into that store convinced me that they had abso-
lutely nothing else but those items to sell, too. 

Soon I found myself in the center of a large curious 
crowd who asked me the usual questions. Of the thousands 
of curious people asking me the same old question: "Do 
you know So and So in America?" I was for the first time 
able to increase at least one inquirer's happiness when I 
told him that I knew his brother in Baltimore. He pointed 
out to me the brick building which he and his brother 
had built long before the war. Then the fun began! He 
declared a holiday to his clerks, locked up his butter and 
egg store, and spent the balance of the afternoon with me. 

When I was buying another souvenir in one of the stores 
on the Public Square, the woman said to her husband that 
I looked like an American. "No, he is not an American," 
reasoned the husband. "An American would not come all 
the way to buy his stuff here when he passes through the 
big cities of Kaunas and Siauliai where he could have bought 
all his needs." The "smart" fellow! 

When it came time to leave Lithuania, I was pleased to 
prolong my excursion, for the natives made me feel that 
I was a special and privileged guest. I got from them almost 
everything within reason. The slightest excuse and I was 
invited for tea, luncheon, dinner and even to week-end 
parties. I could have spent a whole year, perhaps longer, 
in Lithuania if I had accepted all my invitations. They most 
certainly know how to welcome strangers, principally Ameri-
cans. Without a shadow of a doubt they have made hos-
pitality a fine art. And what's more, they thanked me for 
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visiting or staying with them. It looked as if I were doing 
them a favor instead of getting one. 

Indeed, I was sorry to leave Lithuania. But all good things 
must come to an end sometime. Yes! I smiled when I parted 
with them, but at the same time I had to wipe my eyes. 

I wish them well. 



CHAPTER XII 

A SIDE TRIP TO RIGA 

Jfc T about 4.00 o'clock, the International train arrived. 
It stopped for some time as Joniski was the last Lithu-
anian station on that railroad. A few moments before 

the train pulled out I noticed the Philadelphian rushing 
towards my coach. He came to get the developed pictures 
which we had taken on his friend's farm. He complimented 
me on the fine snapshots, but I thought differently about 
them. As a photographer, I felt that I would make a good 
plumber. 

The train pulled out at exactly 4:45 P.M. A few miles 
out of town we crossed the Lithuanian-Latvian border, a 
deep ditch through a forest. Stone border markers were in 
evidence. Here again all passengers had to go through the 
procedure of a border inspection. The Lithuanian officials 
examined the passports or other documents, put their stamp 
of approval on them, then turned them over to the Latvian 
officials for their inspection. The officials spoke Lithuanian, 
Latvian, German, Russian. 

Next came the baggage inspection. The Latvian inspector 
asked: 

"Do you have any new clothes, cigarettes, cigars, tobacco, 
or other taxable goods?" 

I gave him a negative answer. He started to leave, but 
suddenly he turned back and exclaimed: "What's this!" 
detecting a package of new linen tableclothes and towels. 
I informed him that they were presents given by friends in 
Zeimelis for my mother in America. He didn't ask any fur-

as? 
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ther questions about the linens. No doubt, I had satisfied 
him with my honest reply. But he kept on fingering the 
contents of all my suitcases down to the bottom when he 
again pulled out another package. 

"And what's this?" he again wanted to know. It was my 
new white striped flannel trousers. I tried to explain to the 
officer. He was not so satisfied with the answer, but luckily 
I had the original tickets on them and also the invoice 
from the A Trouser Company of Pittsburgh who had 
made them up for me just the day before I left on my 
journey. The evidence satisfied him, and he got busy check-
ing over the other passengers' baggage. 

I began to think that I had enough, perhaps more than 
enough, of those border inspections. And what a great relief 
it was after the examination! 

At Meitene, the first Latvian railroad station, I noticed 
on the station clock that the time was advanced one hour. 
They were building new railroad platforms, and other im-
provements were in evidence. The light blue Latvian mail 
boxes were very conspicuous. Some passengers got off the 
train and mailed their letters. 

I had my dinner in the dining car while going through 
Yelgava (Mitau). Returning from dinner to my compart-
ment, I was surprised to see my fellow traveler, Professor 
Strauch of Kaunas University, unpack plates, silverware, 
some hard boiled eggs, a pound of butter, a jar of jam, and 
other foodstuffs from a big traveling case. I couldn't help 
but ask him why he, as a "soft" traveler, went to all the 
trouble of lugging the foodstuff with him. He had enough 
food to last him throughout his journey to Reval, Estonia. 
He explained that it was not an economical measure but a 
means of guarding his health. He related that he had had 
an unpleasant experience once with some food in a dining 
car, and he wasn't going to pay two prices for one expe-
rience. 
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Our conversation drifted to America and its population. 
The learned man wanted to know if there was as much 
romantic life among the "cliff dwellers" in New York City 
as there was in Europe. He also wondered when the race 
of skyscraper building in New York would end. 

Near the city of Riga we crossed the River Daugava 
(Dvina). I remembered that in my boyhood days I was 

once to go to Riga with my older brother. But luck had 
smiled the other way, and I had been left home. At last, 
after some twenty years, the chance had come, and I was to see 
this dream city with my own eyes. 

The train thundered into Latvia's capital railroad terminal 
at exactly eight o'clock. On the right side of the railroad 
station the new stone and concrete market house was evi-
dence of Latvia's progress. The redcaps (here in Latvia, too, 
the process of Americanization was in evidence) with their 
snow white aprons came into the cars to sell their services. 
They worked in pairs, the one on the inside handing the 
baggage through the windows to the man outside. In a 
pneumatic Droshka I drove to the Hotel Petersburg across 
from the Pils (Castle), the White House of Latvia's Presi-
dent. This hotel had been recommended to me by Mr. 
Borstas, the manager of the Hotel Lithuania in Kaunas. I 
was assigned a comfortable room with running hot and cold 
water at the low rate of five lats (the exchange rate then 
was 5.25 lats for the dollar). The fee for passport police 
registration was one lat. 

As tired as I was from the trip, I couldn't rest. I was eager 
to see the city before it got dark. A stroll to the heart of 
Riga impressed me very much. 

Riga is indeed a quaint city, for it was founded in 1201. 
It was here that Bishop Albert of Livonia made his head-
quarters. The old part of the city still has its Gothic build-
ings and is proof of Riga's mediaeval prominence. The new 
part of the city has beautiful boulevards, wide sidewalks, 
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squares, modern buildings, and expansive public parks-
one of which was across from the Hotel Petersburg, where 
I stayed. 

The old round building which became Latvia's National 
War Museum, the "White House," and other ancient struc-
tures were built by the Swedes after 1621 when they cap-
tured that city, and when Riga ranked as the second port 
to Stockholm. Street cars and up-to-date buses ply between 
the main parts of the city and the suburbs. Modern motor 
cars—mostly American—are constantly increasing and are 
about to replace the old Droshkas. The pulse of busy life 
beats in its streets. Here, as in Kaunas, one can hear many 
languages spoken: I^atvian, of course, comes first; Russian 
next. English, French and other European languages are 
also spoken. 

Riga is famous for its original Kymmel liquor and its 
smoked fish. Particularly fine are the Sprats, which are ex-
ported to the United States. Fish canning is a well developed 
industry, ninety per cent being exported. 

Riga, the capital of Latvia, is the most important indus-
trial and commercial center of the country. The population 
of the city is about 400,000, and statistics show that the 
number of inhabitants is increasing from year to year. It is a 
busy seaport on the Baltic Sea, and is one of the few cities 
of the world whose ancient name has never been changed 
during the centuries, still being spelled in the original man-
ner—R-i-g-a. 

Next day I visited Alfred Bihlmans, Ph.D., Director of 
the Press Bureau of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. His 
offices were located in a beautiful building which could have 
graced any European capital. When I was announced, I was 
admitted immediately; no doubt the director was acquainted 
with the American temperament. 

I was shown the way into Dr. Bihlmans's private office. 
He greeted me with a natural smile and warmly shook my 
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hand. Pulling up a big comfortable chair, he invited me to 
sit down. I learned that a great man is great because he makes 
others at ease, and that it is the most real interpretation 
of fine manners. Only "small" men will keep one waiting 
in their outer offices or will send out a secretary or an office 
boy to interview the visitor. 

"And, now, of what service can I be to you?" inquired 
Latvia's eminent citizen in fluent English. 

"No special service, sir," I replied. "I simply wanted the 
privilege of meeting you." 

"How far have you come for this privilege?" the director 
inquired. 

"From Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania." 
"Pittsburgh! And just to see me!" he exclaimed in sur-

prise. 
But I explained to him that I had been in many places, 

including Zeimelis, my native town, which borders on Latvia, 
since I had left Pittsburgh. I couldn't help but tell him, 
however, that I had dreamed all those years of seeing the 
beautiful City of Riga and that I had made a special effort 
to include it in my Lithuanian itinerary. 

"I am so glad to hear that you have our city so much at 
heart," replied Dr. Bihlmans, and turning to a big map on 
the wall he looked to see how closely Zeimelis bordered with 
his country. 

"Oh, yes!" he happily exclaimed. "I see it all right. It 
certainly is on the border." He had hoped that Zeimelis was 
to be included in Latvia's lot when the division was made 
after the war. 

The director's courtesy was limitless. He received other 
callers in the same manner. He was interested in the visitors' 
as well as in the welfare of his own country. He had worked 
hard for Latvia's liberty, and now he was enjoying the fruits 
of his hard labor. 

It tickled his vanity to hear me speak "Latvian." I noticed 
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a picture on the wall which had been taken with ex-President 
Hoover in Washington, D. C. It was a remembrance of the 
director's last visit to the United States. 

I made my visit brief, for I realized that he was a busy 
man. Before leaving he asked his secretary to compliment 
me with his book Latvia in the Making, a large size map 
of Latvia, and other literature containing valuable Latvian 
information. 

When I was getting my Latvian visa in Kaunas, I held 
a ten dollar bill ready to pay for it. "Oh, there is no charge," 
Latvia's representative said. It was refreshing to hear an 
official "Welcome" without a demand that I pay for it. Be-
fore departing Dr. Bihlmans gave me a letter, too, to the 
chief of police to extend my visa in case I decided to stay 
there more than the time that had been granted to me by 
their Consulate in Lithuania. I feel grateful to both of them 
for the favors extended. 

On the wall of the reception room, I noticed an advertise-
ment in Jewish. I was so touched that a lump came to my 
throat. It convinced me that a new and happy day had 
dawned for the long oppressed minorities, and that the 
leaders were in earnest in their efforts to build up the young 
country. I wish them success from the bottom of my heart! 

I hired a Russian-speaking cabbie to drive me to the long 
lost aunt who had phoned me in Zeimelis. He quoted the 
amount in roubles, and if my memory does not fail me, it 
ran into thousands. For a moment I was bewildered. But I 
soon learned that some of the natives were still attached to 
the old, worthless Russian currency and found pleasure in 
quoting the amount. In American money it was exactly 
$1.19, or a trifle less, depending on the luck you had had 
at the Exchange that day. 

Out walking late one night to take in the night views, 
I got "lost" for the first time. I was not worried nor did I 
fear being arrested, so I walked through the narrow zig-
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zagging streets of the old city trying to find my own way 
to the hotel. I did not meet the bandits, criminals, or the 
ever-inquiring passport gendarmes which were registered 
much in my boyhood mind. Finally, however, I had to give 
up the idea of piloting myself and hire a Droshka to drive 
me to the hotel. Here, too, I found the hotel locked after 
midnight, but the ever-ready porter opened it for me. 

Here, as in Kaunas and other Lithuanian cities, I was 
approached by many strange people with the "Are you mar-
ried?" question. The scarcity of men caused by the World 
War has no doubt prompted them to ask the question. I met 
Mr. Radecki, too, the professional matrimonial broker from 
Kaunas, who tried to interest me in a marriage proposition. 

"It's a pitiful situation," he informed me. "We have 
brilliant young ladies here in this part of the country, but 
our young men insist on large dowries. The majority of 
them don't marry the native girls because they dream of 
marrying rich American young ladies." If I would not con-
sider monetary but spiritual wealth, he was ready to arrange 
a meeting with a young lady, whose mentality was that of a 
Madame Cur£, and whose sex appeal that of a Clara Bow. 
Would I consider such a match? 

I visited the Treiger family who had been good friends 
of ours in Zeimelis. The old gentleman had been in Africa 
several times. It was during the week that I left for America 
the first time that he had returned from his last trip to Africa. 
I was thus all the more eager to see him. 

He related to me their unpleasant war experiences. He 
said that when the Russians were forced out of Riga during 
the war, the Germans burned and destroyed most of the 
food warehouses. He, like many others, had rushed down to 
the burning structures and grabbed a few sacks of flour and 
barley. He was unable to carry them home; so he hired a 
horse and wagon from a peasant who was there at the time. 
When the peasant had delivered the flour and barley to the 



25?o AN EXCURSION TO LITHUANIA 
old gentleman's home, he went back for more. He found 
the structure completely destroyed, however. He scratched 
his head and exclaimed: "My brains were in my shoes. Why 
didn't I likewise grab a few sacks for myself?" "Time and 
tide wait for no man." 

Observing the unusual: 
Telephone booths in the streets. Women shoe-shiners. 

Peddlers carrying their hard doughnuts tied on a string. A 
sign on the hotel wall: "Tips for employees in the Riga 
hotels are not included in bills submitted." A charge made 
for telegram receipts; it was optional, though. A street urchin 
offering a nice looking little dog for one lat, and no cus-
tomers. A sign in a street car announcing the capacity of 
the car to be twenty, each passenger given a seat. "We speak 
English" signs in many store windows to attract the Ameri-
can customers. And they do speak English! 

Passing the Riga stock exchange and seeing the large 
crowd on the outside, I was impressed by the fact that "busi-
ness" was done more on the outside than the inside. Street 
car fares were about three cents, and an hour's ride in a 
Droshka for one or more passengers cost but two lats. Most 
stores and shops had strictly one price. 

One Sunday the Russians had a special religious proces-
sion along the Daugava. The front marchers included a 
young man with a beard and long hair, who, barefooted, 
read from the Bible while he walked. Five open wagon loads 
of Bibles led the procession. Later the Bibles were distributed 
among the people. The banners in Russian and Latvian 
read: 

"We are against the Godless." 
"We, God, and the Bible." 
That they have swift service, equal to the American, the 

following proves: I ordered some visiting cards from S. Aren-
stamm to be delivered to the hotel with my other purchases. 
I was surprised to find the package including the printed 
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cards in about a half hour. When I returned to their shop 
and complimented them on their highly geared service, the 
salesman said that they knew how to serve an American. 
They most certainly did! 

When I was walking through the Old Market Place along 
the Daugava one cool day, clad in my topcoat and straw 
hat, I heard a woman exclaim to another: 

"Look at that American! I can't understand him! If it's 
cold enough for him to wear a topcoat why does he wear a 
straw hat, and if it's warm enough for him to wear a straw 
hat why does he wear a topcoat?" 

"I'll grant you that Americans are queer people," both 
women agreed. 

A trip down the Strand, the summer resort of Riga, with 
my cousin and her fiance. The second class coaches were 
new and comfortable to ride in, but the third class were 
plain freight cars with long wooden benches and little win-
dows. All they need at the Strand is a boardwalk, and it 
would be a second Atlantic City. While the orchestra played 
fine selections, the electric lights went out. Naturally they 
had to stop playing. My cousin accused me of stepping on 
the wires. Candles were soon substituted, but the strong wind 
blew them out. We waited for about a half hour for the 
electricity to come on again, but all in vain. No sooner did 
I leave the grandstand, however, than the lights came on and 
they finished playing their fine program. Doesn't that prove 
that my cousin was right? 

A trip to the Second Hand Market on Moscow Place near 
the Daugava. A public bath house was built on the water 
with first and second classes. Gypsies were bargaining over 
an old samovar. Their shouting and screams filled the air. 
When I neared them, the second hand dealer suggested that 
I buy it as a souvenir and take it to America. But I was 
afraid of souvenir indigestion. 

"America! America!" exclaimed one of the gypsies. "You're 
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an American, eh? I have a cousin there of whom I have 
never heard since the war." Another one of the gypsies asked 
me if people in America believed in fortune telling and the 
tellers. 

"Some people most certainly do," I answered. 
"If I had the necessary money to go to America, I would 

go!" declared another. "Here in Riga people don't believe 
in fortune telling any more. Before the war the Russians be-
lieved in it, and they were our best customers." 

He seemed to think that the necessary traveling expenses 
would be his only drawback from going to America, but he, 
like so many of the others, never stopped to think that per-
haps there was another one—the difficulty of obtaining a 
visa. 

This Market Place was interesting and picturesque. Sec-
ond hand clothing, shoes, furniture, books, magazines, news-
papers, copper and brass kitchen utensils, tools, keys with-
out locks and locks without keys, watches and clocks and 
their parts, old silk, woolen, and cotton hosiery, and many 
other items were bought and sold. The natives here enjoyed 
bargaining, too. I saw many curious and odd looking things. 
The most unusual ones were the old shoe parts which some 
of the dealers cautiously dissected. They sold old heels, in-
soles, and outsoles, upper parts, old shoe laces, and eyelets 
separately. Nothing was wasted. Evidently there was a de-
mand for all those items for business was brisk. An old 
woman was selling chopped fish sandwiches. Would I try one 
at her expense? 

An American with a brand-new car and a radio inside at-
tracted much attention when he stopped in front of his hotel 
near the Dvinsk railroad station. Some of the curious crowd 
were bewildered. T o them perhaps a radio in an automobile 
was as much of a novelty as the automobile itself was to me 
in Zeimelis twenty years before. 

One day I went to the American Consulate to register my 
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passport so that Uncle Sam could keep tab on his wandering 
nephew. Mr. Morris B. Chipman, Vice-Consul, who regis-
tered it, said that it was advisable to register even though it 
was not required. During the course of our conversation I 
expressed a desire to visit Vilno, the "Jerusalem of Lithu-
ania." He informed me that I might have a hard time getting 
a Polish visa since I had been born in the northwestern 
part of Russia, which was now Lithuanian territory. A state 
of war existed between those two countries on account of 
the Vilno dispute. He gave his reason for Poland's refusal 
of visas to Americans of Lithuanian origin on the ground 
that some of them while visiting caused ill feelings by spread-
ing propaganda against Poland. 

"What would you advise me to do?" I asked. "I am as 
anxious to see Vilno as I was to see my native town." 

"You go over to the Polish Consulate," encouraged Mr. 
Chipman, "and explain your circumstances to them. They 
might grant you permission. In case they refuse you, come 
back and let me know, and I'll see what I can do for you." 

At the Polish Consulate, the young lady in charge, after 
listening to my plea calmly informed me in English: 

"It will be impossible for us to grant you permission to 
enter Poland. The high official whom I consulted turned 
down your application." 

"Why?" was my puzzled question. 
"We don't have to give reasons," was her sharp and cold 

answer. 
By that time a man with a big moustache, whom I sus-

pected was the high official in question, turned to me and 
declared: 

"Do you give a reason for turning down a stranger who 
rings your doorbell?" 

And before I had a chance to say anything, he exclaimed: 
"Of course you don't!" 

The quotation "Try, try again if you don't succeed at 
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first, as oftentimes the last key opens the door," flashed 
through my mind. I then decided not to take "No" for an 
answer but to try them again after seeing Mr. Chipman. 

The next day I consulted Mr. Chipman who informed me 
to try them again as soon as they opened their offices in the 
morning when they are fresh for their day's work. 

I realized, as Mr. Chipman advised, that the early morning 
was the psychological time to approach them, and I was off 
next day to wait for the Polish Consulate to open. As luck 
would have it the young lady was not there. Instead, a young 
man whom I hadn't seen before listened to my story. He 
asked for my passport and disappeared in the inner office. 
About fifteen minutes later he returned saying that it would 
be difficult, extremely difficult for me to get a Polish visa. 
I tried to explain to him that Zeimelis, which borders with 
Latvia, was as much Latvian as Lithuanian, but even to that 
reasoning he turned a deaf ear. 

Soon another man stepped forward. Realizing that I was 
harmless, he asked what my chief purpose was in going to 
Poland. 

" T o see Vilno and to write about it," was my reply. 
"Oh, you're a journalist, eh!" he exclaimed. 
"Yes, sir," was my sharp and unhesitating reply. 
"Have you any credentials besides what you have shown 

us?" 
"Yes sir," and I showed him my letter from the Pittsburgh 

Post-Gazette, written by Mr. W. U. Christman, Managing 
Editor. 

He glanced over it and no doubt was convinced that I 
had presented him with an important document. Had he 
read it carefully he would have been impressed differently 
and learned that the strength of the document permitted me 
to buy a subway ride in New York City for a nickel. 

"This alone will not do," he encouraged folding the letter 
and handing it back to me. "You must also bring me a letter 
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of recommendation from the American Consulate here in 
Riga. If you can get that, come back with it tomorrow." I 
thanked him for the courtesy and left with a much happier 
spirit. 

"It's just exactly as I told you," voiced Mr. Chipman, as 
I related to him my experience. "I have had similar cases 
before." 

I asked him to be kind enough to let me have the letter 
of recommendation which would be a life saver to me. He 
didn't hesitate a moment and dictated it while I waited in 
the outer office. 

"Here you are," he said handing me my life saver. "And 
I hope you are not turned down this time." What a relief 
that was to me! I thanked him for the courtesies extended 
and optimistically rushed off in a taxi to the Polish Consulate. 

I handed the sealed letter to the clerk. When I looked 
at his frozen face, I was willing to exchange my chances of 
getting the Polish permit for a cigarette. He opened it, 
glanced it over, and again disappeared into the inner offices. 
After a conference of about ten or fifteen minutes he re-
turned with the large moustached gentleman who asked me 
why I hadn't got my visa in New York before starting on 
my journey. At that moment I realized that my chance wasn't 
even worth a cigarette, perhaps not even as little as a butt 
of a cigarette. 

I didn't have much time to lose in hesitating, and I told 
them the truth. I hadn't suspected that there would be any 
difficulty in obtaining a visa. Had I suspected it, I would have 
applied for it at the same time I applied for the others. Evi-
dently this information satisfied him a bit, for he asked me 
to sit down. When I settled myself into the chair, I began 
to paint the situation with brighter colors. 

They disappeared into the inner offices and no doubt held 
another conference. In about thirty minutes the young man 
returned alone with the good news that my request was 
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to be granted. The clerk stamped my passport quickly as if 
to get rid of a painful duty. 

When I asked for the charges, I was informed that the 
visa—a journalist visa—was given to me gratis. Much obliged! 

For awhile I was amazed; I had won a double victory, I 
thought. A journalist's visa opens more doors in a foreign 
land. I left happier than a rabbit in a lettuce patch. 

But even armed with the Polish visa I discovered that I was 
not quite ready to leave for Poland. My money had again 
melted quicker than butter in the hot sun. Once more I 
had to cable home for cash, and I was forced to wait for 
three days. The kind manager of the Petersburg Hotel not 
only extended me credit but also trusted me with a cash 
loan. Thanks for that. 

Before leaving Riga I went to the post office to send a 
package home. Then I realized for the first time in my 
European travels the difficulties of sending a registered pack-
age. I had to stand in line to get the package weighed. In a 
second line I had to wait to buy the necessary stamps, and 
in a third line I waited to get the shipping blank filled out. 
Still another line led me to where the package was sealed 
with hot sealing wax, and still another line formed to receive 
the receipts. 

By the time I got through waiting I realized that the other 
department where I was to get my money would soon close. 
I explained matters to the doorman, asking him if he would 
permit me to go out and get my mail (separate entrances) 
and return here to get my receipt. He refused to grant me 
the privilege. But a higher official saved the day for me. 

It was on the fourth day that my money came—a package 
of American currency. Not only did I have to show my regis-
tered notice but also my passport before the money was 
turned over to me. I was surprised to get a heavy package 
filled mostly with dollar bills. 

I was off to the Dvinsk Railroad station to get the after-
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noon train for Vilno. Again there was a long waiting line at 
the ticket windows. Most of the third class line were Rus-
sians. The special railroad officer who kept order spoke to 
them in Latvian while they replied in Russian. 

My second class ticket from Riga to Vilno cost me L21.95 
(about $4.50). The uniformless conductor punched the 
ticket on the train and returned it to me, later to be lifted 
at the end of the journey, as was customary throughout 
Europe. 

I was off for Vilnius (Vilno) expecting much to happen. 
And I was not disappointed! 



/ 

CHAPTER XIII 

VILNIUS (VILNO) 

/4LL the way to Dvinsk we traveled on a single track, and 
^ at a few places we were sidetracked to let other trains 

pass. Women were to be seen working on the tracks 
doing manual labor. 

When the train came to a stop at one of the stations, 
the third class passengers would get on or off with their 
heavy loads of baskets, bundles, and suitcases, in a mad 
scramble. 

There were two young men in my compartment who spoke 
a language that was strange—in fact, very strange—to me. I 
soon learned from another passenger that it was Rumanian. 
They opened the upper shelves of the compartment and 
made themselves comfortable on the day bed. The lower 
passengers suffered from their lower ceilinged seats, but the 
Rumanians insisted they had paid for that privilege. Such 
is the way of the world. One builds his comforts at the 
expense of the others. 

I walked through the train and came upon the Russian 
conductor who was having lunch. He invited me to join him. 
Taking out his jack-knife, he unfolded it and said: "Here, 
spread some butter on the bread." I had to decline his kind 
offer, as I had had lunch before leaving, but I accepted a 
cup of tea. 

What a friendly Russian! 
He told me to travel on to Moscow, a twenty-three hour 

ride from Riga, saying it was much more interesting than 
Poland. I asked him if it were true that the Russians searched 
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Americans in the same manner as they did the natives when 
one entered their country. "No!" he exclaimed. "The search 
does not apply to Americans. We only search our own citi-
zens. They often try to smuggle in our currency from for-
eign countries and that is strictly forbidden." In Soviet Rus-
sia, they handle Americans with "silk gloves," he said. 

The conductor's pay was one hundred and twenty roubles 
a month (sixty dollars), and he considered it a very nice 
income. Other wages in Russia averaged eighty roubles a 
month, he declared. The laborer's wage averaged sixty. Me-
chanics were considered the aristocrats of labor and their 
monthly wage equaled his. Textile workers got sixty-five 
roubles. Carpenters, painters, and brick-layers received four 
roubles, and common unskilled laborers—two and one-fourth 
roubles a day. Strikes are rare, so he informed me. 

T o my surprise I learned that teachers are underpaid in 
the Soviet Union. They receive less than manual laborers. 
The experts, such as engineers, authors, singers, professors, 
actors, earn as much as a thousand roubles a month. Rents 
for houses which were mostly State or City owned, my in-
formant stated, are reasonable. They are, in fact, low and 
are adjusted to one's income. The Soviet Utopia includes 
free accident insurance for laborers with two weeks' vacation 
with pay per year. 

He also told me that the American train and engine system 
did not work out with the Russian engineers' temperament. 
The government had had to put the old system back, in 
which each engineer runs and takes care of his own engine. 
The American system of letting one engineer handle dif-
ferent engines on a journey proved a complete failure. 

The atmosphere of the interior of the third class cars was 
extremely Russian. Many of the Russian peasants, with their 
forest-like beards and knee-high leather boots, stretched 
themselves out on the wooden benches for their afternoon 
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naps. Others traveled in woolen stockings or with no stock-
ings at all. 

There was no dining car on this train; so the natives, 
especially the Russians who over-crowded the third class 
coaches, carried their own lunch baskets. Those who did not 
carry their own lunches had to wait and patronize the rail-
road buffets at Dvinsk. 

The peasants sat about eating lunches of smoked sardines, 
which were attached on a long string. The dense air was 
unpleasant, a combination of smoked fish, garlic and vodka. 
And when one began to breathe the air, that is just when 
the fun commenced. Some of the non-peasant travelers who 
wanted to open the windows, at least part of the time, were 
opposed by the Russians, who were in the majority. They 
feared catching colds from the draft, and what could the 
small minority do but yield! 

I had an unusual experience at the Dvinsk railroad station. 
When the train stopped for awhile, I was told by the Rus-
sian and the Latvian conductors that I had enough time to 
get a lunch. Not knowing that this train was to be divided, 
with the front part leaving for Moscow and the rear part 
for Vilno (Vilnius), I ate my lunch in peace. 

When I got through and stepped back to what I thought 
was my car I couldn't see my baggage on top of the shelf. 
I soon discovered that I was in the wrong coach. Rushing 
through the other coaches I realized that I was on the Mos-
cow bound train, which had started on its journey. I hadn't 
much time to hesitate, and I jumped off the slowly moving 
train. I was dazed for a moment. I soon discovered the other 
part of the train, which had also started. I ran after it but 
couldn't catch up. My luck was that the two Rumanians 
noticed me through the window and called the Latvian con-
ductor. I was certainly grateful to them for the accommoda-
tion and considered it my luckiest break on the journey. 
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What a great relief that wasl After that I didn't let my 
baggage out of my sight on the balance of the journey. 

At Zemgalis, the last Latvian station before transferring 
into the Polish train, our visas and passports were examined 
by the Latvian officials. At the station's money exchange 
office many of us exchanged our Latvian currency and coins 
for Polish. The Polish unit of exchange was the zloty (a 
hundred groszy to a zloty, or about eight and a half zlotys 
to a dollar). 

At Turmont, the first Polish station, we again experienced 
the familiar border inspection when the Polish officials ex-
amined our passports, visas, and baggage. (How I love those 
frequent border examinations!) Here we turned our clocks 
back one hour, too. Another American on this train hoped 
that the time would come soon when they would do away 
with the passport, visa and baggage examination which oc-
curs every day. He hoped that Europe would borrow an idea 
from America and combine as a "United States of Europe." 

At Duksty there came such hordes of passengers of all 
grades that every available inch of space in the corridors 
and compartments of the second class coaches was taken. 
And the Rumanian boys believed that possession is nine-
tenths of the law! 

At 10:30 P.M. our train clicked into Lithuania's ancient 
capital, Vilnius (Vilno)—some call it "The Jerusalem of 
Lithuania"—the city I had longed to see. 

"PiwoI Pizvo!" we heard as the train stopped. My Ameri-
can companion wondered why the name of the City of Vilno 
had been changed to Piwo, but he soon learned that Vilno 
was still Vilno, and the word "Piwo" meant beer. It was a 
sales talk, I suppose, on the part of the hotel porters who 
were lined up to catch the American "dry" fish. 

On the station doors signs were plastered reading: 
"Wchod." "Wychod" (entrance and exit). The other Ameri-
cans, as well as myself, didn't know which was which, but 
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we followed the crowd who made their exits through both 
doors. 

The hotel porters, with their respective hotel names on 
their uniformed caps, lined up like cadets at West Point. 
But to most of the Americans the names didn't mean a thing. 
I asked one of them if he had hot and cold running water 
in his hotel. 

"Sure!" he exclaimed. 
"Don't believe him!" contradicted the porter of a com-

peting hotel. "He hasn't even cold water." 
I was too tired to listen to their unpleasant arguments, 

and I let one of the others, a neutral porter, lead me to a 
hotel which he, too, promised me had both hot and cold run-
ning water. 

The proprietor, who also acted as registry clerk, was very 
exact in recording the passport information. He was the first 
hotel keeper to stamp his private advertisement on my pass-
port, which was not to my liking. I had to leave the passport 
with him for police registration. After my three days of 
Vilno stay, I again had to register my passport. 

I soon discovered that the porter misstated, for they didn't 
even have cold running water. But I was too tired to look 
for another place; I decided to compromise and stay only 
the one night. The porter tried to justify himself and said 
that water would be heated for me in a few minutes in the 
"Primus" boiling machine. He would bring it to my room, 
even at midnight, if I asked for it. I got the chills at the 
thought that I would have to wash myself again in a clay 
wash basin with cold water. 

When I was shown the bathroom and noticed that a 
samovar was not only boiling water for tea but also heating 
the water in the bathtub, I decided to go bathless. After a 
light supper I went to bed in order to be able to make an 
early start in the morning. 

I tried to sleep, but couldn't, for I felt unwelcome stran-
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gers in bed with me. Before going to sleep, I had asked the 
porter, 

"Are there any bedbugs?" 
"No such thing," he informed me. It turned out that he 

told the truth, for they weren't bedbugs but some other, long 
legged, domestic insects. 

Early next morning, when the porter brought me a pitcher 
of warm water, he inquired how I had rested during the 
night. I hesitated to tell him the truth, but on second 
thought, I wanted him to be prepared in case I should move. 
So I complained, relating the unpleasant experience I had 
had with the insects. 

"An American, and afraid of a fleal" He tried to switch 
me off the track. 

"Not a flea, but a whole army I encountered." 
"You must have had a funeral procession." He tried to 

amuse me. 
"No, it wasn't a funeral," I replied. "It must have been 

the reception committee come to pay their respects, I am 
sure. The committee certainly turned out to welcome a 
stranger 1" 

After an exhaustive canvass of the city hotels early next 
morning, not being able to find a better hotel, I decided 
to remain there another day. I wondered why the City of 
Vilno with double the population of Kaunas (Kovno) didn't 
have the hotel accommodations of the Lithuanian temporary 
capital. But this mystery was soon cleared up for me. Poland 
does not care to put much money into Vilno or improve the 
streets and dilapidated houses, for they know that sooner 
or later they will have to return it to the Lithuanians. I was 
thus informed by some prominent Vilno citizens. 

In general, there is a great difference between Vilnius and 
Kaunas. The former is at a standstill; the latter is active and 
progressive. If the population of Kaunas keeps on growing in 
the future as it has in the past, it will soon pass Vilnius. 
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Mendicants on the streets of Vilnius were plentiful. Soon 
I was engulfed among an army of ragged men and women, 
young and old, who cried that I give them money for bread, 
clothes, and other prime necessities of life. Some women 
held their infants in their arms. There is no question in my 
mind that most of them were professionals, dressed and pre-
pared to "work" on Americans. However it may have been, 
the sight was very depressing. The leader approached me. I 
yielded. When I handed him a donation, he blessed me with 
a much-used blessing. If his blessing were to come true, I'd 
not only be as rich as Du Pont, but I'd also be President of 
the United States. I most certainly got my money's worth! 

Some of the sidewalk "bankers" approached me on the nar-
row sidewalks of the still narrower and zig-zagging streets 
asking if I had dollars to exchange into zlotych. When these 
"bankers" spy an American, they will follow him until they 
succeed in making a deal. I was warned by some of the mer-
chants not to transact business with these "bankers." Some 
of them have false currency, with which the city was flooded 
at the time, and some of them are just plain crooks and 
disappear like rabbits once they have laid their fingers on the 
American currency. This sidewalk practice is strictly for-
bidden by the government. Not all of the legitimate banks 
have licenses to do a foreign money exchange business either. 
Only a few enjoyed that privilege. 

In the Market Place a Polish woman with her young 
daughter bargained for two herrings. "How much are those 
LITTLE herrings 1" exclaimed the woman to the standkeeper. 
They didn't look very little to me. 

"One eighty," was the price quoted. 
"I'll give you one ten." 
The bargaining lasted for a long while. I wondered how 

the standkeeper endured this day in and day out bargaining 
over daily necessities. When they finally struck a happy 
medium and the standkeeper started tearing a newspaper in 
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half to wrap up the herrings, the customer backed out of the 
deal exclaiming: 

"Why, those herrings are not good for baking. They are 
only boiling ones!" 

And upsetting about half the barrel, she looked for ones 
which would bake. After locating the herrings, they disagreed 
in price again, so she walked off without making a purchase. 

At the other herring stands she repeated this procedure. 
She didn't buy the delicacies until she had upset a half dozen 
other barrels. Finally walking home happy with her bargains, 
she declared to her young daughter: 

"This is the way to buy herring. Now register that in 
your mind!" 

I, too, got an indirect lesson in buying herring k la Vilno. 
At my table in a restaurant one day sat a man who 

pumped me dry about America and its people. 
"I heard!" he exclaimed, "that in America even working 

people own their own cars, radios, telephones, phonographs, 
and other luxuries. Is that so?" He waited for my confirma-
tion. He further questioned me and wondered how people 
could live without liquor. 

Nearly everybody in Vilno speaks "English," and they are 
mighty proud of that fact. But their English vocabulary is 
mostly confined to "Yes, No, Alloh Mister! and Goodbye 
Mister!" which was not very helpful at times. One of the 
downtown restaurant waiter's English vocabulary also in-
cluded "Please." Whether I asked for a glass of water, or a 
pickled herring with onions, in bringing it he would put 
the order down and exclaim: "Please!" 

However, some of the Poles speak a fair English. One busi-
ness man told me that he spends a good bit of his time and 
money to master the English language. His grammar was 
almost faultless, but his vocabulary was very limited. Some 
of the natives don't employ teachers but get their English 
by hearsay. 
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One other waiter amused me very much with his "Eng-
lish," and I always tried to let him serve me. 

"Good evening," he once greeted me, "I hope you feel 
sick today." 

There was no doubt in my mind that some practical jokers 
had played tricks with this innocent waiter and had taught 
him to say sick instead of well. Some of the English speaking 
tourists are guilty of that offense, I am sure, and find pleas-
ure in misdirecting poor struggling waiters. A third time the 
waiter greeted me: 

"Good morning, thief!" No doubt he meant "Good morn-
ing, chief." 

I have learned of another practical joker who was guilty 
of teaching an innocent man "English." He is a New York 
columnist who on his round-the-world tour taught his Italian 
speaking cameraman that "Scram, you muzzier" meant "if 
you please" and "bum" a policeman. 

I would hate to be near the scene if the "English" speak-
ing Italian ever walks up to a New York cop and says: "Hey, 
bum, scram, you muzzier!" Wouldn't you? 

One day, I went to the old Jewish cemetery to take pic-
tures of the Goan's grave. The military headquarters bor-
dered the cemetery, and I was informed by the old cemetery 
keeper not to use my camera without getting a special permit 
from the police station. 

The grave of Arie Leib Meites from Pinsk, whose tomb-
stone was one hundred and forty-eight years old, bore the 
inscription: 

"With his wisdom he saved Vilno Jews from a Pogrom." 
The Goan's grave was one hundred and thirty-four years 

old. Orthodox Jews from all over the world come here to pray 
and some leave written messages. Others tie strings on the 
gate and fence as a remembrance of their visit. The oldest 
grave and monument in this cemetery was that of Reb 
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Mnachem Monesh Chaesh, four hundred and forty-seven 
years old. The grave of Graf Potocki, Gehr Chedeck (true 
convert), a former Catholic who embraced the Jewish faith, 
was one hundred and eighty-four years old. A tree which 
grew on his grave resembled a human skeleton; some of the 
branches—the "arms"—had been chopped off during the 
World War. 

It is a hundred years now since the Jews of Vilno have 
stopped burying in this cemetery. In another part of Vilno 
the "new" cemetery is almost one hundred years old now. 
A new fence was to be erected to divide the old cemetery 
and the military headquarters, but the military have removed 
part of the old fence for a road. 

The former cemetery keeper of the "old" cemetery was 
killed twelve years ago and ended the sixth successive genera-
tion of the keepers. The present keeper's weekly pay amounts 
to twenty zlotych, not enough to exist on. But with the help 
of tips from visitors, and with vegetables from his back 
yard patch, he manages somehow to keep body and soul 
together. He informed me that he had guided visitors through 
the cemetery from all parts of the world. They had come to 
describe the graves of the Goan, Gehr Chedeck, Chaie Odom, 
and other world famous Jews buried there. 

When I was driving back from the cemetery through Cal-
varia Street, a crowd attracted my attention. I stopped and 
learned that an auction sale of household goods was in 
progress. A woman had been sold out for her inability to 
pay store taxes. Everything went under die hammer, her 
candle sticks, beds, and dressers, even her old American make 
sewing machines. 

A sign in a barber shop: "Don't read newspapers, maga-
zines, or smoke while getting shaved." They warmed each 
cup of water separately on a "Primus" heater. They politely 
refused to accept tips in this shop. In another barber shop 
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I ran across a young man, a barber with a good sized beard. 
I learned the reason why he did not practice what he 
preached. When the authorities estimated his age for military 
purposes, he let a beard grow. They over-estimated his age, 
and he remained at home. Clever? 

I wanted to have some original pictures of Vilno, so one 
morning, I set out with my camera. Before I reached, what I 
considered, Vilno's places of interest I noticed a curious 
crowd of civilians and police at one of their intersections. 
I came closer and was informed that this was the first day 
of the new traffic rules, and the police were out to educate 
the pedestrians in crossing busy intersections. I didn't have 
to go any further for an interesting picture. My opportunity 
was right there on the spot, and needless to say I did not 
let it walk away from me. 

No sooner did I have my camera adjusted, however, than 
an officer walked over to me and politely informed me that 
picture taking was strictly forbidden unless one had a special 
permit. He explained to me that because the City of Vilno 
was close to the Lithuanian border they had to be extremely 
careful in that matter. 

The police here, like the Prussians in Koenigsberg, be-
lieved that their respective countries were infested by enemy 
spies. T o the Vilno police, every stranger or foreigner, espe-
cially one with a camera, was a Lithuanian secret agent. My 
explanation didn't help much. 

"That sounds logical enough," agreed the officer, "but rules 
from headquarters are rules, and I am here to enforce them. 
We forbid our own citizens to take pictures without special 
permits. Why should we permit foreigners to do so?" and 
all in one breath he invited me to come along to the police 
station and "tell it to the judge." I walked with him to the 
police station (no patrol wagon here, either) and if my 
memory is not "off the gold standard," we walked in the 
middle of the street. 
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Before entering the police station I began to wonder why 
I had left home, and I thought how this incident beclouded 
my shiny horizon on this journey. Was my successful trip 
to end in failure because I did not know WHEN to quit? If 
anyone wishes to know how long an hour can be, he should 
duplicate my experience! 

"Wasn't it enough," I thought, "that I succeeded in taking 
pictures the day before in the cemetery right next to the 
military headquarters!" My peace of mind was more dis-
turbed when we entered the dark police station. 

In the police station they couldn't see in me anyone else 
but a Lithuanian spy there with the help of a camera to do 
them harm. The office was very busy. A stream of people 
were coming and going. I wondered if they were also "Lithu-
anian spies." 

Looking up at the chief's humorless and frozen face I 
began to "freeze," too. I began to prepare myself for a life 
sentence in the bastille, or at least until the Lithuanian-
Polish dispute over Vilno would be ironed out. 

The preliminary questions sought to find out why had I 
snapped those pictures, what was I doing in Vilno, and why 
had I come to Poland. I believe I answered all their ques-
tions clearly and in order. 

Would I be kind enough to step into the next room for 
further questioning? As soon as I entered, they began to ex-
amine my documents very carefully. My passport was the 
first on the examination table. They meticulously turned 
it over and over to make sure that it wasn't manufactured 
some place outside of Uncle Sam's Washington, D. C. Next 
they scrutinized my personal letters, notebooks, and other 
documents. 

"You violated our rule by taking pictures without a per-
mit," came the calm statement from the cool-headed chief. 

"I agree with you that I am guilty of this offense," was my 

1 
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reply. I went on, trying to convince them that there would 
be no harm in displaying those pictures in America, and that 
on the contrary that they would benefit. 

T o that the chief agreed, and he did not confiscate the 
pictures as I had feared. He soon apologized briefly for the 
trouble they had caused me, and I was discharged. 

Close shave? 
Close enough! 
Before leaving I asked the arresting officer to pose before 

my camera, but to that he disagreed and warned me: 
"You're liable to be arrested again and spoil your excursion 

if you don't suppress the bad habit of picture taking." 
I was grateful to the arresting officer, number 221, because 

the arrest added unexpected material for this book. 
The classified advertisements in the Vilnius newspapers 

were full of matrimonial notices. Most of the men demanded 
dollars from a thousand up with their brides. The front pages 
of those papers were full, too, of private advertisements and 
birth and death notices. 

Of all the curious people asking the famous "Do you know 
So and So in America" I was able to answer that question 
here in Vilno for the second time on my trip. I happened 
to know his brother-in-law, a Pittsburgh meat dealer. His 
happiness increased when I promised to convey regards on 
my return trip to Pittsburgh. And I did. 

A stand in the main post office was rented to a private 
business man who sold stationery, post cards, and souvenirs. 
He received a commission for selling government postage 
stamps, and he had a sign reading: "We sell stamps at the 
regular price." The government printed ten million domes-
tic post cards at a time, I learned. 

A ride on the Vilija River to a summer resort. Not getting 
a seat on top deck I crossed a low fence much to the at-
tendant's annoyance. He asked me if people in America 
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entered a house through a window. Was I embarrassed! A 
canoe collided with our steamer and was upset, but the two 
men were able to swim to shore. 

Along the river we passed a prison. The windows, covered 
with tin shutters so the view would be cut off from the 
prisoners, looked very grim and forbidding. My escort won-
dered if prisoners were thus handled in America. We re-
turned to the city on the bus, each passenger provided with 
a seat. Standing was not allowed. If the bus owner violated 
the rule by allowing an extra passenger to stand, he was fined 
fifty zlotych. What a relief such a law would be to the 
American during the rush hours in the congested cities! 

In a restaurant a waiter with a number thirteen badge 
seemed not much worried about it, nor were the patrons. 
Many of the American restaurants and hotels eliminate the 
thirteen and label waiters and floors number fourteen. 

I ran into a fellow townsman while walking through the 
park. He told me an interesting tale of a young American 
lady who came visiting her uncle. The family eagerly awaited 
the arrival of their "millionaire" niece who contemplated 
marriage. "Who else but millionaires come from America!" 
was the talk. 

She telegraphed from Warsaw the day and time of her 
arrival, and a great crowd of her relatives and friends gave 
her a reception at the railroad station. When the train came 
to a stop, the "young" lady came down smiling. Her uncle 
recognized her and greeted her. All the relatives helped her 
with the bundles and baggage. 

After a few days' stay, the professional marriage brokers 
had no trouble in interesting a young man who was willing 
to marry her regardless of any physical disabilities that she 
might have. After the marriage she applied to die United 
States Consulate for the necessary documents to take her 
husband along to America. Only then did she realize that 
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she had to prove to the Consulate that she possessed a large 
sum of ready cash with which to support a husband. 

At that time the American Consulate in Warsaw had at 
least four hundred similar applications. Most of these women 
stated in their applications that they earned $125 a month, 
but in the eyes of the Consulate that wasn't enough to sup-
port a family. For that reason they were refused admission 
to the United States. On the other hand an American citizen 
who married a European woman could easily get a non-quota 
visa. However, the rule has been changed recently, and a 
woman can bring her European husband along with her re-
gardless of her income. 

Many of the natives of Vilno craved to overcharge an 
American. T o most of them, an American is a walking gold 
mine. All they had to do, they figured, was to press a button 
and the gold dollars would come their way. 

The hotel-keeper, to cite but one instance, gave me my 
bill just before I left in the morning. He was tricky enough 
to evade presenting me with the bill the night before when I 
requested it. I was astounded at the overcharges on the meals 
and lodging. The prices were high, in fact very much higher 
than what I had been accustomed to paying in European 
capitals and in the United States. It didn't do me any good 
to protest or to try and reason it out with him, for he re-
fused to yield. I was forced to pay the full amount because 
I did not have much time left before train. Before parting 
he asked me to recommend other Americans to his "fine" 
hotel. Would I oblige him? 

The porter was ready to render assistance and to see me 
off to the station. When I handed him, what I considered, 
a nice sized tip he bombarded me with "machine gun bul-
lets" of insult. He was not satisfied with the two previous 
tips and the souvenir I gave him. He expected at least a 
twenty-dollar-bill, not because his services amounted to that, 
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but because he needed it. How could I help to fill up his 
"leaking tank"? 

On the whole, I was pleased with my visit to Vilnius, 
even though I did not have the splendid hotel accommoda-
tions that I had in Kaunas or Riga. The chance of exploring 
Lithuania's ancient capital, was worth to me all the cost and 
trouble, I am sure. 



C H A P T E R XIV 

FLYING WESTWARD 

I LEFT Vilnius for Warsaw on the morning train with a 
two-day stop-over at Bialystock. Before the train left the 
Vilnius station, the women porters came in with their 

brooms and mops to clean up the cars. Beggars managed to 
go through the cars, too, and solicit donations. 

In the compartment I met an American young woman 
who was returning to New York from an extended visit in 
Riga. At lunch time, when I discovered that there was no 
dining car, I most certainly appreciated her invitation to 
join her in a chicken dinner which she had brought from 
Riga. Thanks, young ladyl 

Late in the afternoon, I arrived at Bialystock. I had no 
especial business to attend to, but wanted to visit my sister-
in-law's relatives. So, I got a Droshka and rattled over the 
cobble-stone streets towards the city. When I was driving 
through the center of the town down the main street, I heard 
someone shout: "Sacks! Oh, Sacks!" Turning around I saw 
a former Weirton, West Virginia, neighbor who was there 
visiting, too. Small world after all! 

I stopped at what was known as the best hotel. Here again 
I had an unusual bath experience. When the porter an-
nounced that the bath was ready, I rushed into the bath-
room to discover the absence of soap. It was some time until 
I attracted the porter's attention again. When I finally suc-
ceeded, he sent someone off to a grocery store to buy a bar 
of soap with my money. I waited at least fifteen minutes for 
the messenger's return. Then I thought: 

368 
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"Why wait in the bathroom when I can wait in my own 
room?" After another fifteen minutes had elapsed and he 
didn't appear I thought of trying to see whether the soap 
had not been delivered in the bathroom. T o my surprise 
I found the door locked and someone else taking a bath. 
When I explained this to the porter, he informed me that I 
had missed my turn by not waiting in the bathroom. 

On my next trip to Europe I swear I'll carry an extra bar 
of soap chained to my personal belongings. When I settled 
my bill after a two-day stay, I was surprised that I had to 
pay extra for the bath that I didn't take, for towels, service, 
taxes, and police registration, and—soap I 

On the third day, a drizzly morning, I set out for Poland's 
capital. Again I traveled without food, forgetting that there 
were no dining cars. When the train stopped at Malkina at 
10:20, I was glad of the chance to buy hot tea, rolls, and 
jam, from the platform peddler, although the other pas-
sengers preferred frankfurters and beer for their breakfast. 

Passenger traffic that day was heavy, in fact much heavier 
than on any other day I experienced during my travels. The 
natives, unable to find seats for themselves in the compart-
ments, began to push into over-crowded rooms. 

All along the railroad not one billboard was to be seen. 
At nearly every railroad station I noticed a policeman on the 
platform who kept order and prevented the curious crowds 
of small town idlers from "growing" where they weren't 
"planted." Open coal cars in transit were covered with lime 
to show at the end of the journey whether any coal had 
been stolen or not. A good ideal 

In case a passenger should feel blue or crave excitement, 
and want to "paint the coach red" by breaking a window, 
tearing the upholstery, or pulling the signal to stop die train, 
a list with prices (fines) is attached in each compartment, 
and the conductor is authorized to collect. It was tempting! 

At 12:30, noon, I arrived in Warsaw. The ticket collector 
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at the gates had a long moustache, but a short brain, for he 
refused to be photographed. I taxied over to the Hotel Royal 
and got a nice long ride. What else could a cabbie do but 
boost his fare by giving an inexperienced tourist an indirect 
ride? The charges for rooms at this old fashioned hotel were 
much higher than in modern New York hotels. In addition 
to their regular rates, twenty per cent, if my memory is not 
"off the trolley," was charged for taxes and fifteen per cent 
for service. 

A little walk in the evening on Marshalkowska Street. 
Peddlers were demonstrating and selling glass cutters, cork 
openers, scarfs, neckties and umbrellas. Barefooted women 
were begging for donations. Underworld characters were out 
to invite the tourists, especially the Americans, to their illegal 
places of business. In front of a newspaper office poor and 
unemployed people crowded the sidewalks to read the classi-
fied advertisements in the window. The newsboys filled the 
evening air with their cries of "Dobry Vecjor" (Good Eve-
ning—an evening paper). Automobiles passed waiting street 
cars. The ever-movie-mad crowds! 

The "black" sidewalk money exchangers offered higher 
rates than the regular banks. In one of the bank windows 
a display of counterfeit American bills was in evidence. The 
bills had been punched so as to make them worthless. There 
was an excited crowd in front of a wholesale house on the 
Nalewki. One of the merchants had hired a taxicab to take 
him and his three bundles to the railroad station. When he 
had two of the packages in the cab, the driver disappeared 
with them while he was in the store getting the third one. 
Did I watch my baggage after that! 

At a theatre I heard a young man ask the ticket seller for 
a ticket. "Let's see your money first," demanded the young 
lady in the ticket seller's booth. She informed me that at 
times some of the loafers get the tickets and beat it without 
paying. 
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The top price for a stage show in Warsaw was three 
zlotych, bottom price one-half. It was obligatory to check 
hats and coats at theatres. Though the performance was good, 
I did not enjoy it much, because I sat on "pins and needles" 
while watching four firemen and policemen with axes and 
ropes on their backs, who were on duty during the entire 
show "just in case." The building, including the floor and 
ceiling, was an old wooden structure, a real fire trap. The 
show was advertised to start at 8:15 P.M., but the curtain 
didn't rise until 9:30 P.M., and it ended at 1:15 A.M. But 
since no one had to catch the "Bummer," they all enjoyed 
the show, I am quite sure. 

The dreariness of the next day and the tiresomeness of 
the long journey prompted me to shorten my visit to the 
Polish capital and to telegraph my steamship agent at Lon-
don for reservations on the next homeward steamer. 

After a few days' stay, I left for Berlin. That night it rained 
hard, and no taxies or Droshkas were to be had. So the 
hotel porter with his umbrella walked me to the railroad 
station. Here again I was glad of my decreased baggage. The 
waiting room was over-crowded, passengers waiting in the 
roofless train shed. Among the passengers on the train were 
many Americans who were returning home. 

At 3:30 A.M. we were awakened for passport examination 
at Zbaszyns; we were nearing the West Prussian border. At 
5:45 A.M. the German officials took charge of the train and 
inspected our documents and baggage. By this time I was fed 
up with border inspections! 

Morning—Berlin—and I was half way round the circle on 
the way home! 

I decided not to lose any time and go straight through to 
Paris; so I got a channel steamer landing at Cherbourg. 
Those of us who were getting off there had to wait for the 
tender to make the second and final trip. 

In the French customs we were only asked if we had cigars, 
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cigarettes, or other dutiable merchandise. When they heard 
our negative answers, they didn't even ask us to open our 
baggage for inspection. The French are great diplomats. They 
know that the value of good will would amount to more 
than the taxes they would collect, and that they make much 
more by paving the way for the tourists rather than im-
peding it. 

We had missed the last train for Paris, and so we had to 
stay over night in Cherbourg. Before die World War, Cher-
bourg was only a small village, but during those years it grew 
to be the important ocean port that it is. 

It was foggy and drizzly, and I was informed that that 
was the case three hundred and more days a year. There was 
a scarcity of rooms in Cherbourg's better hotels. In hotels 
of the second class, we were also turned down. Only at the 
third place of inquiry, a midget hotel, did we get our 
accommodations. My two companions managed to jabber in 
their school French. I did not attempt to speak, for I was 
unable to pronounce the words in my pocket English-French 
dictionary. I felt that I would have to be born over again 
to be able to pronounce that beautiful language. However, 
I managed to register in my mind about twelve words during 
my twelve days' stay in Paris. How many words are there 
in the French language? 

We were awakened at 4:45 A.M. in order to get the 6:00 
o'clock train for the French capital. Breakfast was brought 
to our rooms without our ordering it, and after eating it 
the hotel bus was made ready to take us to the railroad. 
The long waiting ticket line was not much to our liking, 
but we had to wait just the same. 

When the train stopped at Lisieux, a woman peddled 
wine at one franc a glass. "How dry I am"—or rather "was"; 
so we bought wine freely. We passed through many railroad 
tunnels and crossed over countless bridges, the hilly country 
reminding me of the State of Pennsylvania. Small windows 



FLYING WESTWARD 273 
were to be seen in all new country houses. My companions 
informed me that in France they pay building taxes accord-
ing to the size of the windows. The door of our compartment 
opened on the outside, and a sign warned the occupants not 
to "let children play with the lock." And what a "child" I 
turned out to bel 

At noon we arrived in the French capital. The three of 
us taxied to a hotel. It was much to our taste but not to 
our pocketbooks, and so we went on further until we met a 
man who guided us to a midget hotel on R Street (you 
can't expect me to spell the name of the street when I can't 
even pronounce it!) away from the high class boulevards. 
He got his rake-off as soon as we registered and our baggage 
was taken to the rooms. The cabbie remained glued to his 
seat and didn't help us at all with the baggage, but he asked 
for a tip, nevertheless. 

The woman hotel clerk, much to my amazement, took our 
baggage, and in several trips carried it up the stairs to our 
rooms. I learned that women have equal rights in this city. 
They work with men as taxicab drivers, conductors on street 
cars and in many other vocations that were formerly filled 
exclusively by men. 

As soon as I washed the dust off my face, I went out 
to give Paris the once-over. The rule of "first come first 
served" was certainly practiced in the French capital. On one 
busy street corner where cars and buses stopped, I noticed 
an automatic machine, similar to the American penny chew-
ing gum machines, throw out free tickets with numbers on 
them. When the bus stopped, the conductor examined the 
tickets and those who came first, of course, were admitted 
first. Needless to say, such a system prevents arguments, rush-
ing, and scrambling. 

I wondered when they would install such a system on the 
New York subways and elevated lines. What a help that 
would be to the tired business men and other workers when 
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they are returning home after a hard day's work. Street 
cars and buses were partitioned off for first and second-class 
passengers. The first-class fare was fifty per cent higher than 
the second. No need for the coal miner to poke in a stove 
pipe hat there! In Europe the class distinction is great. 

At the tourist offices, hotels, railroad terminals, and de-
partment stores, they handed out enough printed literature 
to fill a big wardrobe trunk. Most of the department stores 
displayed their special bargains on tables on the sidewalks, 
the managers in their Prince Alberts supervising the sales. 
The leading stores of the capital do not open Mondays until 
noon. They need rest from their weekend whoopee, I sup-
pose. Taxi drivers, clerks, and many others go home for their 
lunches, too. They don't rush themselves to death as we do 
in America, and consequently, they don't fall apart as we do 
when reaching middle age. 

The hard, long, thin loaves of French white bread attracted 
my attention every time I passed a bakery. They have a 
special slicer to cut loaves in small parts for customers who 
want them. Some of the bakeries wrapped bread there in 
newspapers as they did in Lithuania. 

In one of the sidewalk caf£s I heard a "dry" American 
offer an excuse for his trip by saying: 

"I save enough money on my liquor bill alone to make 
frequent trips to Paris!" 

His companion said that his occasional trips were caused 
by American Prohibition, too. (Now, that Prohibition is 
at an end, they will find other excuses in order to get away 
from home and everything else that is boring.) 

Indeed, good liquor in Paris is plentiful and low in price 
—much lower than in any other European capital, so it 
seemed to me. 

At one of the hotels which caters particularly to the 
Americans, they bring ice water during the meals without 
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the patrons asking for it. This was the first place to my 
knowledge where ice water might be had. 

Some of the French waiters had learned enough English 
to say "Tip, tip, please." One day when I was getting an ice 
cream soda at a sidewalk cafe, the waiter purposely dusted 
and cleaned around the table and the vacant chairs, giving 
me a chance to dig in my jeans and hand him his expected 
tip. It's tip, tip, tip, in ParisI When you buy a glass of beer 
in a saloon, the bar-maid expects a tip, and if you don't give 
it to her she will remind you of it. In the theatres ushers 
first sell programs and then ask for tips. At times I thought 
they were over-doing it, and I felt like fleeing from the city. 
But when I got to London, I longed for Paris and its "bally-
hoo" boulevards. London is more reserved, so it seemed to 
me. 

T o my knowledge Paris has lower taxicab rates than any 
other European capital. I hired a cab one day, but hard as 
I tried to tell the cabbie to take me to the places of interest, 
he seemed not to understand. Then he surprised me by ex-
claiming in Russian: "Why don't you speak Russian!" He 
detected my accent. He had seen better days in Russia during 
the Czar's regime. Another old Russian led an army of ciga-
rette butt collectors. I was informed that they had a head-
quarters where they dissect the butts and remanufacture 
them, selling the "new" cigarettes at low prices. 

It is said that no tourist has ever left Paris without a visit 
to the Eiffel tower, which is the best known spot in the 
city, and perhaps the most photographed. So I, the tourist, 
determined to visit it, too. There are three levels to the 
tower. The charge to the first level is four francs; to the 
second, eight; and to the third, twelve. Those going to the top 
must change cars at each level. Souvenir stands, lunch 
rooms, plain and nifty photo studios, and telescopes at five 
and ten francs a look are there to accommodate the visitors. 
They advise the tourists to buy the fancy post cards at a 
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still fancier price, and mail them out from the top where 
they are stamped with the "Eiffel Tower" stamp. And I was 
no different than other tourists in this respect. 

Taken altogether, the sight-seeing business, to my mind, 
was nothing but a good racket. They take the visitors around 
to a few places, cover only a few miles of ground, deliver a 
well-worn speech, and demand a nice sized premium for it. 
Gasoline and tires cost money, and so.they find it much 
cheaper to talk to the tourists while they stop the bus. Barnum 
was right when he said: "One is born every minute!" How 
do I know? I was there, my dear reader! 

But some sights are free. The church of Notre Dame in 
the center of Paris, for example. The expensive stained glass 
windows, which are hundreds of years old, were buried dur-
ing the World War to prevent the Germans from destroying 
them when they attacked Paris. At the National School of 
Mines building, which was hit by German shrapnel on Jan-
uary 30, 1918, there is a brass tablet marking the spot. In 
the temple Victor Hugo, Voltaire, Robespierre, and other 
famous people are buried. An admission charge is made at 
these places. 

A special ceremony is performed at the Unknown Soldier's 
grave at the Arch of Triumph whenever visitors of distinction 
arrive in the city and pay a visit to that place. The eternal 
flame is raised for the occasion. 

The natives and foreigners enjoy night life in the crowded 
sidewalk caf6s. Music is supplied by fine orchestras. The an-
tique peddlers do a rushing business, selling all kinds of 
imaginable things. One of them sold a specially made ciga-
rette holder which included a wire attachment to the ear 
to swing the cigarette in and out of the mouth. Some side-
walk caf£s prevent overcharges by the waiters by pasting a 
printed price on each plate. 

Young men were out in the evenings and at night at-
tempting to bring in some of the tourists—especially the 
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Americans—who were "making the rounds" to see peep-shows 
and other forbidden places. The average tourist is more eager 
to see that side of Paris than any Frenchman is. 

The best way to see the underworld of Paris or of any 
other European capital is with a member of the police force 
or with a guide from a reliable tourist office. The worst way 
is to go with one of those so-called professional guides who 
are overcrowding the sidewalks of Paris, and who try to sell 
you fancy pictures. How do I know? Well, I had a very 
unpleasant experience later in London, as you will read 
about in the next chapter. 

In one place, supposed to be a hangout for underworld 
characters, they fake the tourists by employing third-class 
actors. As in Berlin, peddlers sold nude posed post-cards, 
making the newcomers believe that such a sale is forbidden. 
If one buys a pack from a peddler, he discovers that he could 
have bought the same thing from an "art" souvenir stand 
for a tenth of the price. 

All bill posters as in the other European countries have 
a canceled stamp on them, the evidence of a paid tax. A 
stamp is also noticeable on help wanted announcements 
which are posted in the merchants' windows. And some of 
us complain about our American taxes! 

The new pocket knife which I had bought in Warsaw 
was "borrowed" without my knowledge by the hotel maid 
or porter. When I tried with the help of my pocket English-
French dictionary to explain the disappearance of my fine 
souvenir to them, they just shrugged their shoulders. I thus 
learned that a cheap hotel sometimes turns out to be dear, 
and on the other hand a dear hotel—cheap. 

When I was told by my two companions that we walked 
over tons of gold when walking the streets, I couldn't believe 
it. But I soon learned that more than half of France's enor-
mous gold reserves, amounting to more than fifty billion 
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francs ($2,000,000,000), is hidden in the busy streets of Paris 
in the brand new vaults of the Bank of France. 

The vaults are far down in the earth surrounded with fif-
teen feet of steel protection. The front door is two feet thick; 
and when they are officially closed, they are closedl Three 
sets of elevators lead down to the treasury. 

They are prepared for invading armies, revolutions, or the 
most destructive of airplane bombs. In case of danger, too, 
two thousand workers can take refuge in these walls and 
live on the stored up provisions in comfort and safety for 
at least six months. 

They have a kitchen which would grace any up-to-date 
hotel. Their provisions are kept on hand, and perishables 
are stored in huge refrigerators. Artesian wells supply them 
with water. An independent electric plant supplies them with 
light, heat, and power. A ventilating system produces the 
fresh air. They even have phonographs, records, and a radio 
for an enjoyable underground entertainment in case of a 
forced stay. 

The construction started soon after the World War. For 
over three years workmen were employed in shifts of twenty-
four hours to dig out the rock and prepare the approaches. 
The main vault is eighty feet underground and covers an 
area of about two and a half acres. The ceiling of solid rock 
is supported by seven hundred and fifty reinforced concrete 
pillars, and the walls are of reinforced concrete fifteen feet 
thick. A layer of water-proof asphalt covers it as a protection 
against moisture. 

The main entrance is through a series of corridors and 
enormous steel doors. These doors are opened or closed by 
special secret motors known only to a few of the most trusted 
bank officials. Other emergency doors are there to be closed 
or opened with the touch of secret buttons. The inside of the 
treasury chamber is easy on the eyes with its brilliant lights 
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and gold Jjars piled up one on top of another in rows. Screen 
wire partitions separate them. In the other part of the cham-
ber stocks of new bank notes fresh from the Bureau of 
Engraving were in evidence. O. O. Mclntyre, famous New 
York columnist said: "France has more gold per capita than 
any other country in the world." The thought of how long 
the power of gold would last flashed through my mind at 
that moment. 

Although Paris was a hard city to get used to, it was still 
harder to leave. 

For years I had been dreaming of flying in an airplane, 
but somehow something always happened to keep me from 
doing so. Once when I was ready to start on a short flight my 
friends dissuaded me from taking the risk. The next time 
I was ready to fly was in Berlin, but when I learned the 
day before that a German plane had happened to nose-dive 
with a terrific crash, I was cured for awhile. 
. But when I was on top of the Eiffel Tower I heard two 
young British ladies gloating over their London to Paris 
flight, and right then and there my smouldering idea of flying 
caught flame again. I decided to take the first chance. 

That same afternoon I bought my airplane ticket for the 
7:15 morning trip to London. That night I had only a few 
hours' sleep, for unpleasant thoughts kept me awake. Only 
on rare occasions am I an early riser, but this was one occa-
sion. I got up at 5:00 A.M., and hard as I tried to get a taxi, 
it wasn't until way after 6:00 A.M. that I succeeded in getting 
one. 

When I was leaving my midget hotel, the porter, half 
asleep and less than half dressed, ran out to see who was 
trying to sneak out on him. But my hotel bill had been 
paid the night before. He reminded me, however, that a tip 
in addition to the ten or fifteen per cent service charge would 
be in order. He accepted my tip gleefully. If I had stood 
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on my rights, as I later learned, I would have been respected 
by this porter as one "who knows." 

That accomplished, I set out at 6:30 in an old pre-war 
model taxi to the Imperial Airways Waiting Room, where 
the special bus waited to take me to Le Bourget Air Field. 
Entering the waiting room and not finding any other pas-
sengers, I was greatly disappointed. For awhile it looked to 
me as though I was going to be the only passenger, and I 
didn't care very much about going alone. But the ticket 
agent relieved the strain on my mind when he assured me 
that I would have the company of seven others. Soon after 
that a gentleman came in who introduced himself as a Dr. 
Newman of Boston. He had flown in many different parts 
of Europe, and when he had related his flying experiences he 
relieved much of my anxiety. At exactly 7:00 A.M. two other 
American passengers came in, who were, I learned, officials 
of the N — Motor Company. Six out of the eight passengers 
were Americans; the other two were British. 

I was still nervous from the dangers of travel by air. "Is 
the pilot dependable?" I asked the ticket agent. He turned 
around, smiled, and said: 

"A few months ago a passenger before boarding one of 
our planes, warned the pilot, 'Look here, young fellow, you'd 
better be extremely careful on this trip, for I am the Presi-
dent of the Blank and Blink Corporation in Chicago.' 

" 'My dear sir,' replied the pilot, 'I value my own life per-
haps even more than the lives of all the passengers on this 
plane!' " Needless to say, my anxiety was relieved after hear-
ing the above and I boarded the plane with confidence. 

The plane attendant weighed the passengers' baggage. I 
had forty-five pounds more than was allowed on one ticket 
(thirty pounds was free). The 10:00 A.M. and 2:00 P.M. trips 

were always booked to capacity, and at a higher rate. Our 
motor bus plowed through the drizzly rain to the air field 
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in about thirty minutes. The tri-motored, Silver Wing De-
luxe plane of the Imperial Airways, with its twenty-two seats, 
awaited us. 

No sooner did our bus stop at the air field Customs House 
than the three motors of that big bird were started to give it 
a good chance to warm up. In the meantime we were turned 
over to the French officials for passport examination. It 
was very swift, and in a few minutes we were inside the 
plane. When some of us wanted to occupy the front seats 
we were advised by the attendant not to do so until after 
the motors warmed up and got started. He gave us plenty 
of cotton for our ears. 

I felt that the most critical period of my whole trip, and 
perhaps of my whole life, was at hand when the roar of the 
motors took us from the solid concrete getaway. But once 
I was up in the air ninety per cent of that strain was relieved. 

We sped on faster and faster until we reached the one 
hundred mile speed limit. Turning backwards I could see 
the extra big hangars and houses disappearing, melting to 
the size of ten cent toy hangars. I always thought that an air 
passenger should take heavy clothes with him, and I was 
prepared for it, but to my surprise I found that there is no 
more need for heavy clothes in the window closed cabins 
than there is in a closed automobile. 

When I saw the leather straps, I wanted to harness myself 
into the comfortable chair; but the attendant informed me 
in writing—for the roar of the motors made conversation im-
possible—that it was not necessary. They weren't going to 
perform any stunt flying, and we wouldn't be much out of 
level, he said. He also informed me that we weren't going 
to fly very high. T o him it may not have been very high, 
but to me it was certainly high enough! 

T o all the rest of the passengers the trip didn't mean a 
thing. Two of them read newspapers; the two motor officials 
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discussed business by exchanging penciled notes; Dr. New-
man sat, staring from the window; the others slept soundly. 
I alone kept on asking questions from the attendant who 
answered them all in a friendly manner. 

I was thrilled when the plane turned a sharp curve by 
banking. One wing was raised above the horizontal and the 
other below. It was a perfectly safe and necessary movement 
on the pilot's side, I know, but it was similar to the thrill 
I got when I first experienced turning a corner too fast in 
an automobile and that was certainly not a pleasure. The 
airplane thrill was even greater. I held on to my seat and 
allowed myself to lean with the aircraft when she banked. 

I had often heard of air pockets, but I discovered that 
they are no more than slight "bumps" caused by irregular 
air currents, and the slight disturbances were only mo-
mentary. They did not produce the irregular motion that a 
steamer on a stormy ocean has. 

The fields below us resembled "crazy quilts," fancy pat-
terned carpets, and oil cloths. I wondered whether or not 
manufacturers got their ideas for designs from airplane views. 
And if they didn't why they didn't send their artists up in 
airplanes for ideas. On one side long narrow strips of green 
and beautiful rose patches stretched away toward the hori-
zon, and on the right, irregular squares or triangles of daisy 
white, forests, and plowed fields swept toward the north. In 
some parts the "magic carpet" looked as if it had been 
ruined; the hay had been taken in. 

About an hour after the start, the mechanic came out from 
his secluded cabin and got two cups of coffee from the buffet 
attendant. The pilot and mechanic drank their coffee to-
gether. The buffet attendant didn't forget the passengers 
and handed out printed menus for the light lunches, fruit, 
and liquor he carried for sale. Only a couple of the passengers 
slightly patronized him. I hadn't had breakfast that morning, 
for I was told by the ticket agent to fly on an empty stomach. 
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But when an hour and a half had passed in the air and I 
hadn't experienced any dizziness I opened my package, 
which consisted of a sandwich and fruit, and began to enjoy 
a cold breakfast. Dr. Newman motioned to me not to eat, 
but I couldn't resist the temptation. Later, however, and 
much to my regret I realized that I should have respected 
and obeyed the Doctor's warning. 

On the plane they had two emergency exits, and there 
were enough rubber life boats to take care of all twenty-
two passengers. It was permissible to walk around in the 
plane. A lavatory was there to accommodate passengers, and 
the windows were easily adjusted, enabling a passenger to 
let in air without disturbing his neighbor. Drinking water 
was to be had from the attendant for the asking. However, 
smoking was not permitted. The violator of this law would 
be fined £200 (about $1000 at the normal rate of exchange) 
and receive six months' imprisonment in addition, a sign 
informed me. 

The pilot was in constant touch with the terminal over 
his wireless telephone. He received reports regarding weather 
conditions at frequent intervals. I learned that air sickness 
affects fewer passengers than seasickness. Hence many crossed 
the Channel via air. I also learned that fresh air is a great 
relief when one is dizzy. 

The weather was very changeable. Every now and then we 
went through a rain storm but so swiftly that the drops hardly 
settled on the window panes. Our average speed was better 
than one hundred miles per hour. At times we dived head-
long into clouds, while at other times we crossed them. 
Peasants in their fields seldom stopped from their labors to 
glance or wave at us. They see enough planes over there, I 
guess. 

For miles and miles we roared over the fields, villages, and 
towns before we reached the English Channel. The Chan-
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nel water at first looked light green; then it changed to a 
darker color. Ocean steamers looked no larger than toy steam-
ers. While crossing the Channel and making a sharp curve, 
our sleeping passengers woke up. The speed during the 
Channel crossing was reduced to ninety or less as indicated 
on the instrument board. 

We passed the British side of the Channel at 9:30 A.M., 
and our altitude was lowered. We were then only sixty miles 
from Croydon air field. By 10:00 we knew that our trip was 
coming to an end because the engines were slowing down, 
and the pilot was preparing to land. At exactly 10:15 the 
motors stopped roaring, and we were ready to disembark. 
For awhile I was deaf, because of the atmospheric pressure. 
Relief was obtained only by blowing the nose with the nos-
trils pinched together, I was informed by Dr. Newman. 

Once again I experienced passport and baggage examina-
tion. They let us off easy with the baggage inspection, think-
ing perhaps that the Americans were going to a British port 
to get a steamer for home. I was informed that the day 
before a woman had been caught trying to smuggle in twelve 
silk dresses by wearing them one on top of the other. Nerve! 

There was a little delay in dispatching the passengers, for 
I had to cash a traveler's check and pay the difference on 
the excess baggage. Several of the other passengers cashed 
their French money into English. Every time money was 
changed a certain percentage vaporized to help support the 
exchange office. 

We were given cards telling us how to go about in the 
British capital. The important information was there that 
one was to register with the police in case he stayed over a 
month. A big bus awaited us and drove us to Piccadilly Circus 
—the "Times Square" of London—and to the waiting rooms 
of the Imperial Airways. 

Before leaving the waiting room, we were asked to sign a 
card to the fact that we had been delivered safely and sanely 
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according to the terms of the flying contract. About two and 
a half hours' time was consumed to make the flight. Captain 
Hawks made the trip in fifty-nine minutes, breaking the pre-
vious record of ninety-nine minutes. 

At last I was in London, capital, some say, of the world. 



C H A P T E R X V 

RETURNING HOME 

WHEN I asked the bus driver for a popular priced 
hotel, he told me to keep away from Piccadilly 
Circus, and drove me to Russell Square, charging 

me but two shillings for the ride. This was the first hotel in 
Europe in which my passport was not required. Nor did 
they require police registration on short stays. But the clerk 
informed me that I was to pay in advance for the room, 
which was likewise a departure from Continental customs 
where I always paid upon departure. 

This hotel convinced me that the British are related to 
the Scotch. There were but two small lights in the room, one 
up at the front near the dresser, and the other over the bed, 
and they were arranged so that when one was turned on 
the other would go off. In fall and winter they furnished 
steam heat, but only up to 6 0 I f a guest wished to have 
more, an electric heater was lent him and he was charged 
for the additional current. It is true that this was the first 
hotel throughout Europe where they furnished soap free, 
but the cake was of the postage stamp size. My word! 

I paid for my room every day in advance, thinking that I 
might make a change. But upon leaving the hotel one morn-
ing I forgot to pay for my next day's stay, and when I re-
turned about four o'clock that afternoon I found my door 
fastened with another lock. They unlocked it only after I 
paid for my next day's stay. When I ran out of money 
towards the end of my stay in London—for the third time on 
my excursion—I decided to approach the assistant manager 
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for a little credit. After much discussion, I succeeded in get-
ting credit for just three days, but as security he required my 
passport, not considering my baggage of any value. Doesn't 
that almost prove that they are Scotch? 

Here is more evidence: 
I resided at the hotel exactly four weeks. A few days before 

departing I learned that I was entitled to a monthly rate. So, 
I approached "that beautiful dome with a vacancy in it"— 
the cashier. Her reply indicated that they don't part with 
mazuma once they get it. But if I decided to see the manager 
—or is it manageress?—she would have no objection. 

It is much easier to buy a bottle of "liquid fire" on Capitol 
Hill than to see the manageress, especially when the "cat is 
out of the bag." However, after two attempts I managed to 
get her "pleasant" NO, too. I wasn't quite ready to accept 
such an answer, and like all the other fools I tried to squeeze 
a golden egg from a mud turtle. I succeeded somewhat, for 
I was given a credit memorandum for the difference, but no 
"do-re-me." Mind you, she informed me that I could apply 
this "scrap of paper" on my next bill when I return to 
London! 

Uncle John's Consulate in Berlin, as in Paris, insisted on 
getting a ten dollar bill for the privilege of my spending 
money in their capital, too. And they got it! 

Should I decide to take a London fog bath again, I wonder 
what kind of cigar coupons the steamship company will ac-
cept for my room and board on their gondola. Now, I ask 
you! 

Are you listening, Uncle John? 
Well, at any rate, after resting awhile I went out for a 

stroll to see the sights. My first day's observations were as 
follows: 

Driving and walking on the left-hand side. 
"Pubs" (saloons) on every corner and in the middle of 

the block. 
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Liquor advertisements posted on all the sides and on the 
tops of buses and street cars. 

A bus line called the "Overground." 
Uniformed policewomen. 
Policemen in helmets wearing white sleeves. 
Steam driven trucks smoking up the streets. 
Pre-war taxicabs with kerosene lamps crawling at fifteen 

miles an hour at their best, placards on their backs, "Licensed 
to carry just four passengers." 

Curious names to the streets: Tottenham Court Road, the 
Haymarket, Threadneedle Street. 

Hundreds of "Buy British or Bust" signs and billboards. 
Food markets with neat signs indicating that their apples 
and pears come from the United States, their meat from Scot-
land or Ireland, their oranges from Africa; cigar and fruit 
stores, after closing hours at eight o'clock, selling their goods 
by means of automats set up in the vestibules of their estab-
lishments. Penny arcades doing a big business, among the odd 
fun makers a beer barrel operated with two handles, the one 
who filled up the glass of beer first getting a prize; cafeterias 
with table service and no tipping signs taking the place of 
our one-armed chair cafeterias, with checker boards, domi-
noes, and cards for the use of patrons of the restaurants. 

A prominent firm of cafeteria and hotel owners, I learned, 
have opened a chain of kosher restaurants, investing £1,000,-
000 in the enterprise. The British go in strong for that style 
of food. 

Tea served in shops and banks at 4:00 o'clock; all business 
suspended during the half hour devoted to this national 
custom. Penny rides on the buses for short distances. Lon-
doners thronging through Piccadilly which they call the "Hub 
of the World." (We New Yorkers have our Times Square, 
Chicagoans their State and Madison Streets. Who wants the 
job of checking it?); a dentist's sign: Mr. A. J. Wellington, 
Dental Surgeon; another sign in a restaurant reading, "Please 
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don't take the wrong hat"—as if one would want it; an 
Arkansas watermelon weighing one hundred and twenty-
five pounds attracting much attention in a window in Picca-
dilly Circus; private ads printed on the backs and inside 
of books of postage stamps. A bearded midget toddling down 
a busy street bearing a sign on his back, "Follow me to the 
Midget Golf Course." And they did! 

The sidewalk chalk artists filled up most of the promi-
nent corners. They passed the hat for donations and Ameri-
can tourists were liberal with their change. I was informed 
that racketeers controlled those concessions and pay the artists 
barely enough for them to keep body and soul together. 
The streets were full of musicians and former vaudeville 
actors who bore signs reading "Radios and Talkies have 
thrown us out of work." After they played awhile they, too, 
passed a cap or hat around and collected from those who 
had time enough to stop and watch their performances. The 
police looked on calmly and didn't molest them. Swell guys, 
those London cops! 

On rainy days—and during my stay it rained nine days 
out of ten—these amiable bobbies not only wear rain coats 
but also rubber pants and knee-high boots. London and rain 
are great friends, therefore the umbrella business is brisk. 
You can see Londoner^ with umbrellas any time—even on 
the day when the sun shines. They are prepared as some-
times it rains out of a clear sky. 

Newspaper stalls sold sheets which bore but slight re-
semblance to our own papers. Instead of banner headlines 
there were pages of ads. The headlines of the evening papers 
were printed on large circulars in red letters and plastered 
on the walls of prominent corners or in hotel lobbies. One 
newspaper advertised that their special edition of the Inter-
national Exhibition of Inventions had twenty pages, but the 
average daily paper had just from twelve to fourteen. In 
addition the news-stands sold a special matrimonial sheet 
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with about ninety per cent of the men demanding money 
and property with their brides. 

How the reverse traffic confused mel I almost got "bumped 
off" by an on-rushing taxi, but an officer pulled me back 
just in time to prevent an accident. I remembered the British 
statesman who had a similar experience in New York when 
he, too, "looked out" on the wrong side and was bumped. 
Other European countries have long since adopted the right 
drive. Is Uncle John around? 

In other ways the English are a distinctly individual race. 
Here are some other things typically British: 

Telephone booths in the streets. 
The subway called the "Underground." 
Coal being delivered in damp sacks to prevent dust. 
Young boys wearing derbies (called bowlers). 
On the busy streets of Piccadilly Circus, the wood paving 

blocks covered with a mixture of sand and gravel to prevent 
skidding. 

Female bartenders called barmaids. 
All the "pubs" closed from three to six in the afternoon— 

on Sundays open from six to ten at night. 
If you want a drink during the above hours, you can get 

it at a Club, provided that you have a £2 note to pay for 
your membership, and then some for your drink. 

The first evening in London I spent with Jack Rubin 
and his family, the artist whom I had met on the steamer. 
As a poor boy he had come from Austria to London, and 
in the manner typical of all artists, had struggled against 
all kinds of adversities. But he had eventually succeeded. 
More than that, he had succeeded in learning the art of 
making friends, for he befriended me—a perfect stranger. 
After dinner his two sons played the violin and piano for 
us. "You can't kill the art of live music no matter how 
much canned music you invent," I thought. 

In London they certainly drink tea and plenty of it. The 
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Rubins, too, tried to make a tea drinker out of me, but the 
essence of one of their cups was enough for ten of mine. 

The next day I made the trip that every Englishman 
makes and every visitor ought to make. I went to the British 
museum. I spent the whole morning on the first floor. Sadly 
enough I realized that one would have to spend a life-time 
there to observe and describe everything. Indeed, I met a 
young man who had been visiting the Museum for almost 
a month, spending eight hours daily walking from room 
to room, and he confessed that he still had a lot to learn. 
He was taking notes for a book. After a few hours I began 
to feel as if I were on a merry-go-round, and so I cut my 
visit short. In the National and Tait galleries there was a 
slight charge on the days that the students have holidays 
in order to keep the noisy ones away. 

In the afternoon, I attended the yearly exhibition of in-
ventions at Central Hall. Many new and useful articles were 
to be seen there. One struck my fancy in particular. An 
old sea captain had invented a new kind of life boat which 
could be lowered to the ocean lengthwise, paralleling the 
boat instead of almost at right angles to it. This invention, 
he claimed, would prevent capsizing. Among many other 
things, I chuckled over a revolving tooth brush, a triangular 
safety razor, and an umbrella that would turn over in a 
storm but wouldn't break. More useful perhaps were auto-
mobile springs guaranteed against breakage. As a double 
guarantee an attachment prevented broken parts from fall-
ing out even though they weren't supposed to break in the 
first place; these and skid proof automobile brakes betoken 
more happy days for the motorist. Yearly prizes were offered 
for new inventions, and competition evidently was keen. 

One night my desire to see London's underworld was 
stimulated. I set out on my adventure with a young man 
guide. After walking for some time along the East India 
Dock Road through London's Chinatown, I decided diat 
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I didn't need my guide and gave him a crown, discharging 
him. But he wasn't satisfied with that little. 

"You Yankees make ten dollars easier than we do a 
crown," he complained. However that didn't impress me as 
a particularly good business argument. I refused to yield 
thinking that a crown was ample pay for the little service 
that he had rendered. 

"Oh, no, you don't!" he exclaimed, and of all things he 
grabbed my eye glasses and hot footed it up the street. I 
tried to run after him, for I needed the glasses more than he 
needed the money. But I couldn't catch up with him. Can 
you imagine? 

"If you give me the ten dollars, you can 'ave them, but 
not before," he shouted from a safe distance. 

I thought that I'd bluff him by saying that I could replace 
the glasses in the 3d and 6d (five and ten cent) store. 

"Why should I pay you ten dollars for them?" I said. 
"Besides I haven't such a large sum on me." 

While he was making up his mind what to do with the 
glasses I, too, was making up my mind not to let this English 
version of a Jesse James fleece me. Suddenly I yelled at the 
top of my voice, "Police! Police!" Before I had a chance 
to turn around two of them appeared as if from nowhere. 
They made short work of my "guide." They held him 
safely while they listened to my complaint, gave me back 
my glasses, asked for my address, and told me that they 
would take care of my "guide." And strangely enough, at 
that moment another man passed and said that this fellow 
had held him up, too, just the week before. The officers 
escorted me to a cab and with most unusual courtesy set 
me on the way back to my hotel. 

"Welcome Stranger!" is right! 
This unpleasant experience didn't cure me of the desire 

to see more of the mysterious parts of London which I had 
read and heard so much about, however. On the contrary. 
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it only enlivened my interest. So, the next night I set out 
alone. After wandering about for an hour or more I found 
myself in Charles Brown's place, a bar which is known all 
over the world. 

Mr. Brown, a former sailor, conducts this bar and cabaret 
in Whitechapel in the heart of the Limehouse district. His 
place is visited by tourists, sailors and workmen. Even British 
society people come out for a look at how the other half 
lives. Not all come to drink. Some patronize the old sailor's 
wonderful art collection. Although Mr. Brown is over sev-
enty, he is as vigorous a personality as he must have been 
when he sailed all of the seven seas. His "pub" is known 
to hosts of people as "the most luxurious saloon in the 
world." 

On the street floor in the main bar room he keeps some 
of his treasured antiques. The most highly treasured is a 
miniature ivory casket, over whose carvings and inscriptions 
a Japanese family labored for three generations. No wonder 
he values itl Just think of itl Three Japanese generations 
lived and died to produce this one antique! 

A Ming vase supposed to be twenty-five hundred years 
old is the next in value. My informant, a member of the 
Brown family, proudly announced that his father-in-law 
owned five of them. Over the mantel hung a priceless pipe 
at least a yard long which had been formerly owned by 
Marshal von Hindenburg, now President of Germany. A 
picture of the ex-Kaiser was carved in the pipe stem. Other 
priceless bits were a cabinet over eight hundred years old, 
an opium pipe which had been smoked by a famous movie 
star before his death, and a collection of cut glass repre-
senting a small fortune. 

In the rear of the bar was a dance floor. Sailors from all 
parts of the world marvelously tanned and more marvelously 
tattooed, gathered there to dance and "blow in" their wages. 
In spite of the crowds there was, however, far more order 
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and quiet than in many of our American speakeasies. Per-
haps that is because the name of Charles Brown is both 
respected and feared. 

My second venture was both more fruitful and inter-
esting, I am glad to say. 

On the whole London's famous slums are somewhat dis-
appointing. Indeed, one of my London friends told me that 
there really isn't much left to see. "Scotland Yard has got 
rid of most of the criminals that you read about," he said. 
"The war put an end to most of the underworld hangouts 
and their patrons." But when I insisted on seeing what was 
left he gladly accompanied me on my third trip. 

This third night we discovered a place which is the head-
quarters for most of the sailors. Their pay was evaporating 
rapidly. There was ample liquor, ample food, and much 
dancing. Many of them were singing at the tops of their 
voices as happy as only drunken sailors seem able to be. 
Most of them were dressed in the loudest imaginable clothes 
decorated with still louder jewelry. On this night in par-
ticular they took it into their heads to paint the town a 
most vivid scarlet. Several fights developed but were quickly 
subdued by the police, and the offenders were packed off to 
their ships. 

I spent many of my days just browsing around picking 
up all sorts of odd information and seeing what were to 
me many odd sights. I whiled away many an hour on 
Charing Cross Road W.C., London's headquarters for sec-
ond-hand books. Books of all sorts and descriptions were 
remarkably cheap. And in the face of such bargains I yielded 
to temptation over and over again. In one of the shops I 
met a doctor from New York who had bought enough to 
fill up all his trunks. "Ninety per cent of our business is 
done out here on the sidewalks," the book-seller informed me. 

I paid a visit to Mr. Kay, the shoeman who had shared 
my cabin on the steamer. Busy as he was he found time 
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enough to drive me around London for a whole day and 
point out the places of interest. Particularly I was impressed 
by the amount and the value of the real estate which King 
George owned in the heart of London. 

Then for three solid days I spent my time pasting all my 
travel snapshots into large albums. When I used to hand 
out a package of snapshots to friends by the time the package 
was returned to me I found that many of them had disap-
peared. I thought that the album idea would preserve them. 
And it did! 

One night I ran out of albums and corner fasteners, 
and so I stopped in a chemist shop. I was informed by the 
chemist that he was not permitted to sell these articles after 
8:00 P.M. But I proved to him that I was harmless by show-
ing him my passport and steamship ticket and he finally 
consented to sell me the things I so badly needed. I was 
surprised that the albums were so much higher in price 
than they are in America. But "it's the duty," or so the 
chemist explained. 

The day before I left London, I went over to a money 
exchange office to exchange all my left-over change, all the 
different copper, brass, silver, and nickel coins that I had 
at first intended to keep as souvenirs but later discovered 
were too heavy to be lugged around. The clerk took the heavy 
metal box with my coins, upset them on the table, examined 
each and every one of the German marks and pfennigs, 
Lithuanian litas and cents, Lettish lats and centims, Polish 
zlotych and groszy, French francs and their units, and some 
of the British coins to see how many counterfeits he could 
find in the lot. After rattling them around, examining them 
carefully again, and throwing them on a marble counter 
for good measure, he pulled out a long sheet of paper, sharp-
ened his pencil, and consulting a printed chart began to 
calculate. After using up a couple of sheets of paper, he 
informed me how little the lot was worth. I didn't care to 
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take the loss and decided to transport them with me and 
use them as souvenirs. However, I satisfied the clerk for his 
mathematical exercise by buying my railroad ticket to 
Southampton on which his agency made a profit. 

I reduced my coin burden somewhat by spending all the 
German, French, and English coins I could on the boat. 
They refused to accept the other coins, but the former they 
were able to unload when stopping on the return trip at 
their ports. The other coins I distributed as souvenirs among 
friends, at a clear profit to the respective governments. I 
know they will never go back into circulation. 

I had a "close shave" on the night before I left London, 
when a kerosene-lit taxi brushed me while I was crossing 
the busy Strand. The hotel clerk was kind enough to deliver 
to my room a bundle of letters. It was certainly refreshing 
to receive mail, especially good news, from home and friends 
on the eve of a departure. It helped me recover from my 
accident, I am sure. 

On my last day in London, October 15, I was told by 
the steamship agent that I was a lucky fellow. There was 
but one cabin left. For a long time on the steamer, I won-
dered why he wanted me to believe that it was the "last" 
one. 

Last minute letter writing and packing kept me up until 
two A.M., but I was up at 6:00 to get the 8:18 special boat 
train for Southampton from the Waterloo railroad station. 
I was uneasy for fear that I might miss the train, which 
would also mean missing the boat. But I got there in time. 

The dining room in the railroad station was crowded 
with practically one hundred per cent American tourists 
who were getting their last breakfast in London before re-
turning home. Many of us were disappointed because the 
bar didn't open till 10:00, and we were unable to buy the 
wet souvenirs that we wanted. 

I found my reserved seat in the train. The names of pas-
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sengers were posted on a typewritten sheet on the door, and 
there was no room for argument by late comers who hadn't 
reserved theirs. Too, it was easier to get acquainted. 

A traveling cigar stand piloted by a beautiful sales girl, 
was doing a good business selling the tourists their last pack-
ages of cigars, cigarettes and souvenirs. I was busily engaged 
in buying my last souvenirs when someone tapped me on the 
shoulder and exclaimed: "Hello, there, Sacks!" Turning 
around I recognized my acquaintance, Milton Jaffe, who had 
made good in Pittsburgh. He informed me that he had 
tried to cash a thousand dollar bill in London, but the 
bankers had refused him. In the travel office they wanted to 
accommodate him—but at a five dollar charge! 

At 8:15 the conductor ordered us to "take your seats." 
The train left with its one hundred and ninety passengers 
exactly as scheduled at 8:18. British exactness! 

All along the way towards Southampton the passengers 
leaned from the windows, craning their necks for a last look 
at England. Two of them even lost their hats. A third one 
had an unusually lucky break, however, when his hat blew 
off and blew back into the coach through another open 
window. 

On the other side of the railroad station at Southampton 
we were transferred into a large tender which took over an 
hour to reach our waiting steamer. One young couple, evi-
dently returning from a honeymoon trip, were so happy 
with themselves and so enveloped in their conversation that 
they walked all the way through the steamer's hall with 
their open umbrella. It must be grand to gaze at life through 
honeymoon eyes! 

For a full half hour we waited on the tender until all 
passengers and baggage were loaded on to the big steamer. 
At noon sharp we left Southampton port and slowly pushed 
out again into the deep sea. 

Each grey wave was one wave nearer home, and every 
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one on board knew it and, I believe, like myself, was glad. 
During my lunch hour, an American, who was still affected 

from over-indulgence in liquor, demanded a place in the 
dining room of the steamer. It was discovered that he had 
spent all his money, didn't have any left for a return steamer 
ticket, and was trying to steal a ride across the Atlantic. 
Only the steamer's system in which a passenger writes his 
name and cabin location on a special card upon entering 
the dining room for the first time prevented this fellow 
from carrying out his plan. So it pays to have a system! 

The dining steward escorted this would-be thief to the 
Chief Steward to whom he explained his trouble. The Chief 
Steward offered to let him cable his home for traveling 
expenses; and if he received a satisfactory answer, they would 
permit him to ride to New York, where his expenses would 
be paid before he disembarked. However, he was not satis-
fied with that, and his crude behavior and vile language 
forced the Chief Steward to order him put off at Cherbourg, 
where we were to dock about five hours later. In the mean-
time, for safety's sake, he was locked in a cabin. 

Still he argued that his home-coming was very important. 
After cooling off he did offer to work for his fare, but he 
was told that the crew was complete. The officer informed 
him that he couldn't afford to let him steal a ride on his 
steamer, and he slammed and locked the door on him. 

At Cherbourg he was put off. Perhaps he landed in jail, 
for he had no French visa. The officer wondered indeed, 
how he had ever managed to get on board without a steam-
ship ticket. 

On this return trip we regained our lost hours, for the 
clock was turned one hour backwards every night. "What 
goes up must come down," a fellow passenger remarked. And 
so it was. 

One morning, when I was taking my early morning walk, 
I ran into a famous auto manufacturer and his three escorts, 
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who were also encircling the main promenade deck. They 
were seen on the decks only when they were out walking or 
taking their occasional rests in chairs in a secluded spot. 
Otherwise they remained secreted in their cabins. 

It was on this trip that the car magnet presented the 
captain with a motor car. And you can believe the captain 
when he said that, "It's easier to run a car on land than 
to operate the steamer on the ocean—especially on stormy 
days." I, for one, believe him! 

An old English lady, ninety-six years old, entertained us 
one day by telling how she had crossed the Atlantic for the 
first time some forty years before and had to take plenty 
of her own food along. The crossing then lasted four weeks 
or more. She consoled some of us who complained about 
the storm when she related her experience during a storm 
then. And you know misery loves company; so we were 
satisfied. 

Two days before landing the steward handed out to each 
passenger a customs declaration blank. One hundred dollars' 
worth of goods was free from duty if it was not for sale. 
My cabin mate, Mr. Niehl, was so particular in filling out 
his blank that he even consulted a dictionary to make sure 
that he spelled all the words correctly. Bravo! 

When we neared New York, the sun began to shine again, 
and the broad smiles of the passengers again were visible. 
The last day everybody busied himself writing last minute 
letters. I often wondered why they delayed them to the last 
minute, and also why some delayed filling out their declara-
tion blanks until the hour before landing. But I guess it's 
for the same reason that I delay buying my coal in the 
summer—no reason at all. 

When we anchored at Quarantine, a tender brought cus-
toms, passport, and other officials to perform their duties 
on the boat. Foreigners were all grouped together in one 
bunch and were kept overnight on the boat. All mail was 
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unloaded while the inspection was in progress. On the same 
tender came newspaper reporters and with them a quantity 
of late newspapers which were distributed free to the news 
hungry passengers. The news reporters, as well as the pho-
tographers, rushed about in interviewing important pas-
sengers. Among the reporters was Harry Acton, who conducts 
an interesting column called "On The Gangplank" in the 
New York American. The auto manufacturer and his group 
and other distinguished passengers were among those who 
got off the steamer on the tender. They reached New York 
at least four hours before we got to the pier. 

A big crowd of people awaited their friends at the pier, 
fluttering handkerchiefs and waving hats. All the stewards 
were drafted into the service of unloading the hand baggage 
while the other seamen unloaded the heavy trunks, boxes, 
and bundles. In the meantime Uncle Sam's inspectors ex-
amined our passports, comparing the passport picture with 
the passengers, and putting their O.K. on the landing card. 
Then the American passengers were ready to disembark. 
The steamer's band kept on playing until all of us were off. 

The last act of the excursion before the curtain dropped 
was the baggage inspection. Passengers found their baggage 
on the pier arranged alphabetically. They reported to the 
Chief Inspector, who made a note on the passengers' customs 
declaration and ordered one of his many assistants to per-
form his duty. When my "next" came, the inspector was 
suspicious that something was not so kosher with my Irish 
linen, Lithuanian souvenirs, and other articles. But I had 
the invoices with me, and he exclaimed: 

"I'll say you're a good buyerl" 
So I returned the compliment and said that he was a good 

inspector, with Uncle Sam's interests at heart. A fair ex-
change is no robbery. The American inspectors dug into 
the passengers' belongings with extreme care. Especially 
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were they on the lookout for "wet" goods. (This happened 
before December 5, 1933, of course.) 

Some passengers who had with them "giggle-water" waited 
until the other passengers were attended to. Then they got 
off easy, for no customs examiner was going to fool around 
much to the end when it's time to close shop. Good psy-
chologists, those "smugglers" 1 

On the other side of the fence the usual greeting and 
kissing began. Nor was I without a friendly hand to greet 
me. A close friend of mine, Dr. Albert L. Eisner, New York, 
had declared a holiday that day and awaited me at the 
gate, eager to get first hand news from Europe. We taxied 
away to a Times Square hotel chattering like magpies; and 
soon I was off for Home, Sweet Home. 
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