clicking  switches while the
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over a thousand
the ultimate in
In Wagons-Lits compartments there 15 a
to turn on at such moments to complete the hideous

?“*pf:rr‘w?rb

whistle aclueves

hlue hght, called
cettleuse
illusion, but many people prefer the ordinary reading light at
the head of the bedsand the newspapers.  Some have been
Lnown to have recourse to praver. The papers this night were
mieresting to a correspondent en route to |[Hitlerland.

Havas

~dn.each of those smudgy Parisian journals | saw a

dispatch which seemed as carefully ‘worded as it was under

played It was of course underplayved on the suggestion ot

Ouai d'Orsay, not only because so much space was taken up
by the hair-raising developments in the case of Violette No
ziere, the girl parricide. This dispatch concerned M. Daladier’s
isit to the famous “ Maginet line " of ground works that are
aid to make France invminerable to an invasion from the Bel
gian to the Swiss frontiers.

“ M. Daladier, who, as is well known. is making a tour of
inspection of our eastern frontier, declared,’ it read, "' 1 have
had the occasion to appreciate the effort that has been made
to protect our frontiers from the danger of a sadden attack.
and with all my heart in the name of France | thank all those
construction of  these

contributed to the ram

M. Daladier today visited the regions of Biche

who have
parts.

and Lauter, where he inspected the formidable undergreund
fortifications there, comfortable, modern labyrmths as deep
as a hundred meters under ground, but marked above only
by powerful, armored, reinforced concrete turrets. g
And another

Deveze, Belgian minister of national defense, as sayving that

Havas dispatch from Brussels quoting M.

the reconstruction and medernization of the fortresses of
[Liege and Namur, pounded to pieces during the fherman ad-
vance in 1914, was abeut te be completed and that a2 new
fortress, Eben-Eamel, is nearly open for business.

“There are two distinct problems to consider on the fron-
“The first is the
Herve plateau, and exprapriations are under way
that
stitute a barrier to advance bodies attempting a sudden attack
that sufficient to

getting into position where we could await the appearance of

tiers,” said Deveze, organization of the
The sec-
ond is the creation of a 'line of destruection’ would con-

would be cover our mobhilization and our
the armed forces to which we would have appealed (Belgium's
allies) and thus prevent the battle taking place in the interior
of the country.”

As a French general at maneuvers not long ago said:

In
1914 we were perfectly prepared for the war of 1870 and now
we are preparing for the war of 1914.”

The train shrieks and hurtles through a railw
vast proportions. Compiegne, Noyon, St. Quentin in quick
By St. Quentin was the Hindenburg lime. and

yard of

suceession.

( Assuctdted P s photo)

... a little man with a Chaplin mustache and a voice , . ."

going, in either direction, in these parts in the years between
1914 and 1918, was very sticky. The battleground has healed,
hut hardly a week passes without a two-line item in the papers
telling how a peasant plowing or a child playing has been
blown to pieces in a belated explosion meant for the four
vears' cannonading now long stilled.

When the roadbed gets bumpy and full of curves you know
vou are in Belgium. Charleroi, of unhappy memory to the
FFrench who made their first stand here in 1914, looks like
Pittshurgh in the night. Blast furnaces bare their red maws.

And then Liege, where there is a long stop, while a new
vssortment of cars from Ostende and Brussels smash into and
presumably are attached to this caravan which must be by now
hardly Above the town. barely visible in the
morning mist, rises the heights which were deemed invulner-
Then Her-

presentable.

hle until the Skoda siege 2uns were brought up.
hesthal, the last station in Belgium.

After a long halt our flyer gets under way again, and for
twenty minutes trundles through a wooded country of rolling
hills. Suddenly it gathers speed, careens down a long grade
roars under a reverberating train shed of gigantic proportions
ind comes to a shattering stop.

Aix-la-Chapelle, otherwise Aachen, Germany. German
trainmen in their shoddy blue uniforms and saucer caps are
holding a raucous confab out on the platform. What they de
cide to do, to make about it, makes no difference to this cor
respondent, who is getting off anyway.

On the platiorm there is not a Nazi uniform in sight, which

is a disappointment. Customs men in green wear red arm
bands with a black swastika in a white field. They are for
mally polite as always, and, as always, nosey only about irrele
vant things like in bottles. And I had been warned not to

take into Germany anything in the way of books or papers

that the new regime might consider seditious.

Riding high in the open Benz of 1924, one of those long

cars with a cruiser bow and a caravel stern, one would be

conspicuous anvwhere, hut in a German town, where there are
so few automobiles, one feels positively grand, German staff
officers are alwavs pictured in such cars. This morning there
are practically no cars to be seen in Aachen, but there are
Aocks of bicyeles with decently dressed men and wopmen sit

ting straight-backed pedaling to work.

hicago Sunday Tribune

(Aeme nhato )

Y . . 600,000 men in uniform like himself . . ."

Evervthing is so orderly in German towns. The cyelists
maove along in battalions respectiul of the stiff gesturings of
policemen n high peaked helmets. showing the backs of their
heads freshly shaved. Even the street cars proceed awith diz-
nity and with.no clanging of hells, and the passengers sit
stiffly. hats squarely on their heads.. In Aachen as in every
German town, there is a Wilhelmstrasse and a Kaiserplatz
In these the grass and the parkings have been clipped almest
as closely as the mecks of the police. There are innumerable
vellow metal signs an the streets telling people just what to
do. what not to do, and where. “ Verboten" is a.word occa-
stonally used.

Gray stone houses, obtrude ‘their ‘heavy placidity on the
street. The only loose touch in all Aachen is in the flags.
There are flags evervwhere. From the railway station hung
1 blood red streamer with a white field and a black swasti
On every trolley there are three, the swastika flag, the red,

white and black of the ilempire. both of which are the official

Rags of the Reich, and the red and white of the town.

hotels ‘and banks, handlebars, fenders, windshields—Hfags.
For Germany, we know; is in revolution and a third Reich

From

15 in process of building. :
a ‘revolution to ruffle the calm, the
liushed and almost mortuary dignity of a fine German hotel.
Here at seven ingthe morning the cleaning has been done.
Gentlemen in merning coats bow you in and help you to pass
the examination. b

It takes more than

Getting a room in a Rurepean hotel is like joining a club.
I'hey want to know, for the pelige of course, so many personal
things. German hotels are admirable instititions.

The gentlemen in morning ceats are affable. They hope
that the world outside understands what Hitler is doing.

“Germany is quieter today,”sene of them said, “than at
any. time 1n the last three yvears. A week before Hitler came
to power we had a communist riot in the street in front of this
hotel Think of it!”

I Jeoked around and wondered if perhaps I was not the
only guest here to enjoy this new<feund stability, Apparently
not, for through the door came a little English girl brawling
with mama. “1 don't want to go to asmuseum to see Charle-
magne’s skull,” she howled.” “ I want to see a Nazi parade.”

Me. too.

It was almost noon, however, before I did sce a parade,
but during the afternoon 1 saw some fwo-score, big and little,
and am now ready to pay my respeuts to Charlemagne's skull.

My first Nazi 1 saw almest at once, in front of the hotel.

. We got on astreet car together. Hands were raised all around

in the Nazi, now called officially, the'® (German ” salute, and a
few voices in the ritual " Heil Hitler.™ 1 only tipped my hat,
which nobody seemed to resent, and sat down to observe the
first Naziwho, to my knowledge, had evér come under my eyes.

My Nazi was a paunchy, bespectacled fellow of about forty
and wore the regulation garb of the Storm-Troopers, the
S. A, (Sturm-Abteilung), brown from head to foot save for
the red swastika bBrown brown
breeches, brown shirt, Sam Brown belt, brown miner's cap.

brassard on his arm, hoots,
He carried a brief case,

It 1s
a clear, bright brown and certainly no mere bilious a shade

The brown they have chosen is definitely not khaki.

could be devised even by the versatile Gemman dye industry.

What struck me next was the Sam Brown belt, a fixture not

adapted to all middle aged architectures. And the brief case
did not enhance my subject’'s military appearance either, He
looked to steal an image hit upon by anether Tribune corre-
spondent, to circumvent the censor, like a dusk hunter. Like
a duck hunter all dressed to duck hunt after werk.

Fe sat planted between a girl of fourteen sin. pigtails and
a hausfrau with a basket, and did ‘not lagk at all like
But seldier-he was, nevertheless, of National-Social-

market
a soldier.
ism a dectrine preached up and down this land for years by
a little. . man with a Chaplin mustache and a voice, and sud-
denly now dominating Germany and striking alarm through all
Farape. :

We know the tenets of that heady faith, of course; how
the shame and slavery of the peace treaties is to be wiped

e « i-heoric or frankly martial inspication . . .

ont, hew Cermany and all Germans are at last to he united in

one great conmmunity, how the race is to be cleansed of Jewish
blood and Jewish thought, how the thraldom of:interest is to
be abolished and hew democracy, -parliamentarisim, inter-
nationalism, < pacifism and all such doctrines are heing extir-
patediand how Germans, following the 'leader——and Fulirer in
German means just that—arc to rise to the new liberty that
consists, we heat, in the negation of liberty,

I would net catch from him any of the vibrations that,
emanating from this Reich, from hig chicf, from 000000 men
i mmwform like himself, from millions of party members, are
shaking Europe.

Yet when''[
yvaunger men
at all. Lbegan todeeliit,

hattalions ™

Kind, marching interspersed  with

Brown belts were under no strain

saw. his
whose Sam
An S. A. battalion, one of the * brown
we have heard so much about, marching through
tlie streets is 4 common sight. They had no band but they
chanted; as they tramped, scraps of a marching song. They
tramped heavily. a cadence both quick and hard. They pounded
ont adine af their song at a time, marched 1n silence an cqual
numhber of heats,-and sang again. Their song went like this:
Hebt hoch dip: roten Fahnen !
Raize high the searlet bannera
Der dentschen Arbeit wollem wir
For Gevgian toil we shall
Den Wez zur Freiheit bahnen!
The path to freedom brealk.

Not that ¢he words meant anything, but it is the mood of
ihise little: army which was not a military army, but what
Hitler now calls *“ propaganda ” army. Where they were going
I don't know, and maybe they didn't, either. Maybe just
marching off energy. i ! ]

Peaple stepped to the curb to watch them pass, and, al-
though they carried no ; s
flag, raised their arms
in sahite. and, having
canght the rhythm of
tramping feet, went a
little energeti-
cally about' their busi-
so it seemed
These march-

maore

ness, or
to e,
ing thythms resound
throungh all Germany;
radios can be tapped
at ‘almost any time to
Hitlerian
bands blar-

a surge. of
rhythms,
ing, and orators thun-
dering cataracts of
words.

German streets have
a speciai quality, even
without the pictur-

esque. ~Pcople, have a
way of cressing only
at intersections with- :
. A : N 3

out any policemen in HEEy
X i (Associated Presa photo.)
sight. " There dare’ so 4 3 § "

: : . .. tiny tot in brown . ..
many bklonde girls

striding hatless, their taffy hairibleached ‘avhite in {iront by
the sun-—the same girls who wear floppy hats and. feminine
adaptations of the storm troopers’ uniforms when they march
in Nazi parades. And the men with what are probably sport
coats, of gray fAannel with green facings like the Bavarians
wear and sometimes of white or blue ¢rash, always too short
and pinch-hacked

There are the bakeries with their gquaint signs and all the
heading  of Backerct,

that are under  the

T'here are the barber shops with the little brass platters hang-

fine things come
g outside, reminding that barbers awere once surgeons and
There are the Dackls with their inquir-
lhtuv;‘

used bleeding dishes.

ing eyves and serpentine eait, Dackls being, of course,
long, low dogs with the Louis Quinze legs which Americans
call Dachshunds, although apparently that isn't quite exact.
Being period dogs they are hy the way very expensive. And
then there are the sausage shops. In one I counted twenty-

four varieties of owrst in one window, artistically “cotled and
looped according to size, color and manncr of coupling.

And now there are the uniforms, S. A. men all in brown,
S, Soomen, the elite of the Hitlerian bodyvguard, all in black
and very smart. Boys and girls of the Hitler youth, here and
there a tiny tot in brown; girls who are party members wear-
ing short brown chamois jackets.

In Germany the news stands always have been appetizing.
I'here is vast variety, papers from all over the country with
countle 88 weeklics and re-

this

portentous hlaek gothic headlines,
The

moest unanimously to cover pictures of heroic or frankly mar-

views arrestingly gotten up. illustrateds week run

tial inspiration. But there is something missing.
The

md no more naked culture literature.

more naked culture

In the Third
new beauty of the purified race is for home consumption only.

\nd the tourists used to enjoy it so!

nudist magazines, of course. No

Reich the

In the Alexandrastrasse | saw a crowd before a house
mothered in flags, In a second storv window sat a frail old
man amidst red flowers and red Nazi banners. He was cele-

hrating his hundredth birthday it
This old

only fourteen years of even relatively

seems,

man in all his hundred vears of life had known

democratic rule in Ger-

many And if the flags about him meant anvthing he did not

approve of those fourteen vears., They are past now. Ard the

revolution now under way is extirpating even the memories

of democracy.

e
1 Wo

Revalution? . The flags, the-m

v,
arching

now §till don't look like revolution. This does not look like a

thing from which one would flee, from which perhaps 130,000
of Germany's elite, both Jew and gentile, have

fled and are

fleeing. It is doubtiul if any of the great revolitions evei
looked like revolutions to the citizenry of the time.

In Germany no one is allowed to forget. wha
that
that

place on the day when Hitler assumed full-pewer.

with the

parades and the speeches, things are happening. For

most, however, it appears the revolution nhw;;ui_v took

Foreigners must not believe these * Greuelineaen” (atrocits

lies), my hotel manager found the occasion to tell me. They
are _\prl';u] by the l ews. The revelution is over (yermany has

been saved from communism.”

He suggested that I have 4 lock at a Nazi dance at the
Kurhaus, a noble pillared structure built around the waters
where the Romans bathed for their health. There was a

brown shirt band hacking away at marches, polkas, German
waltzes and other whelesome dances, nothing sinister like the

foxtrot and the tango, which are irowned

Reich.

upon in the Third
So are powder, rouge and hpstick, but some of thes
pretty girls in homemade frocks seem not to have heard of the

interdiction. Doing these dances with

strenuous young men
in boots and hot uniforms a girl needs at least powder.
There was beer on tap and steaming frankfurters. There

was that giddy atmosphere that alwayvs comes from a mixture

of girls, uniforms, waltzes, and refreshments in quantities. |
note that even the privates in the S. A, and the S. S. some
times wear very smart tunics eut like those of the British

officers during the war, high waisted, and that to what was
undoubtedly intended to be a rigoreusly simple uniform have

been added all kinds of peacock fixtures, gold braid, parti-

1

colored braid and collar tabs of welvet in all the colors of the
rainbow. The boys of the motarcyele corps, which is appar
ently rather swell, wore their goggles slung around their necks

or pushed over their caps while dancing. The tunics, a younz

Nazi assured me, are only worn eut of formations and the

rainhow colors are to denote the various ranks of the Fulrers.

which was what I theught. | asked a waiter who these bovs

were in life. FHe looked at me sharply for a moment and then

said: " Nothing much; most were uncmploved.”

The brown uniform and the brown heirar hy are now

their carcer. They are. incidentally, Germany's new masters.
Back in the hotel the orchestra was plaving a waltz, too, a
Viennese waltz song. In the forlorn bar [ ran into a lewish

“ There

business: man with large interests in the Rhineland.

(Associated Press photo.)

. . . wear floppy hats . . . in Nazi parades . ..

"

is much exaggeration about events in Germany,” he said a

the barman hovered mear. “We Jews have no complaints to
make.. The barman walked away.

“The Nazis do this (he raised his right hand), and the
Jews do this (he put his fingers to his lips).

“And nghtly.” my Jewish. friend went on, and although
his avife looked worried, hie gave me the addresses of promi-
nent Jewish driends in the Rhincland.
theough 1 can’t guarantee that they arc still in Germany,” he

“Go and see them, al
satd: “don’t telephone and don't nse the mails.”

A page brought ime a note. 1 had tried to get in touch
with an eold acgnaintance, a ltheral professor of some renown,
vacamening-here, | hadisent word, This was the answer. [t
was signad by his wife. “Please don't try to see my husband,
He is in a very delicate situation.”

In Germany we know that people are sent to concentration
And that ithe spreading of
that

foreign correspondents,

CAMPS ON - susMcion, Greuwcllugen is

punishable by death. It is not surprising Germans in

delicate sttnations” don’t care to sce

“Atrocities,” mydewish friend went on. * Of course

but what are they beside thel ruin and hamibiation of more
than a million people? ”
The barman came back, “Myv wifc and 1 wouldn't think of

leaving Germany, we are here for a cure.”

Auchen is from the Belgian irontier by

gar.

twenty. minutes

street have since reecived a postcard from him in

Paris.)
A real fronticr, that one, where the

highway and the street

car Jine cross inte Belgium, into Fupen. that with the neigh-

boring district of Malmedy is part of the farfAung Germania
Irridenta.
In the

blaring programs from German stations, but not

cafes of the toy village of Eupen | found radios

much com-
from the customers. Eupen and Malmedy,

ment preponder-

antly German speaking communities, dare now less German in
sympathy. The local labor group, long a thorn in the side of
the Belgians, is violently anti-Nazi. Omne of their leaders, who
used to be called a traitor in Brussels, now has a price put on
his head by the Nazis across the frontier,

In Herbesthal is a cafe by the bridge over the railway
tracks. This bridge used to be the frontier between Belginm

and Germany. It is no longer, but the once German tailhead
tracks is there intact and a hundred yard
Oddly

conld tell me just what happened here on that day

with some forta

on the Belgian railhead. enough. nobody in this cafe

in Angust
when one of the most fatetul troop movements in world his-
tory took' place.

| phenonienon., Most of

A B mnm ,/'luv’,/r"‘,‘ explains  this

these men were reservists then and most of them Germans,

and so weren't here watching troop movements,

And it was, of course, twentyv vears ago and human memaory

is so short, my gendarme went on to explain

Another article on Germany by Mr. Allen

will appear in an carly issue.
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